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THE SEARCH FOR BASIL LYNDHURST. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE PBOEM. 

* A man only understands that of which he has already the begin- 
niDgs in himself/— Amiel's Journal. 

I suppose if one were to look back over one's past life that 
special days and hours would glide out of the darkness and 
stand out with almost mirage-like brightness against the 
dusky background, where all manner of confused childish 
fancies are hopelessly mingled together; that in our sober- 
eyed maturity we should be at times startled by the ghost of 
our child-life looking at us across the years with a tender 
p»thos and pity that would appeal strongly to our inner con- 
sciousness. 

There is something touching, even to a commonplace mind,, 

in the memory of one's childhood. Once upon a time we 

lived upon enchanted ground; we skimmed across our owni 

little plot of earth with irresponsible, birdlike motion; wei 

were as giddy as insects in the sunshine; our world was, 

peopled with fairies; all sorts of delightful miracles took 

• place before our eyes. True, the grown-up people were a little 

1^ tiresome — they invented strange laws; to go to bed when one' 

- was not sleepy, for example — but perhaps it was their nature 

:i to be tiresome. 

^ How well I remember a little scene painted on my memory 

. in indelible colors! I can see it all so vividly — the brown 

J wainscoted parlor, bright with firelight; outside, the snow 

ry falling, a noiseless white shower. The rest of the family had 

gone to church, grumbling and protesting against the weather, 
5 and we two children had been loft to amuse each other, Jem 

3 proud of being left in charge of his little sister. 

g We were sitting huddled up together on the low window- 
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aeat witn Fox's 'Book of Martyrs' behreen ns, and Jem wad 
~ ating over the horribly realistic pictures whh a relish of 



floating over the hon 
Dovish curiosity. 
^ Jem/ 1 exclaimed 



suddenly^ 'when I grow np I mean tcv 
beamaortyr!' 

' Don't oe a eoose, Olga I Look at this fellow on the racki 
he must be a plucky one, I should say/ 

'Don't show me any more pictures, please/ I pleaded^ 
' they make me feel baa I am thinkins; of that poor lady i\i 
the stake, and how braye she was. Motner says it is a gran4 
thing to die for one's religion; I heard her say so to Huberts 
When I am quite grown up and as tall as mother I mean to 
be a martyr.' 

'Oh, you silly I' and here Jem looked at me with lofty 
contempt. 'As though people were burnt now ! ' 

' No, not here — ^not in £ngland; but among the savages, 
Jem.' 

' Oh, oh! it is a femide missionary you would be! What i| 
baby you are, Olga! Why, you cannot bear the least little 
bit of pain! You cried when your finger was pinched in the 
door the other day. Hallo! what are you about?' in anaa^ 
tonished voioe. * Oh, you ninny 1 ' , 

But here Jem broke off to watch my proceedings with 
breathless interest. Stung by hid boyish derision, and ele^ 
vated by my vague longing formartyrdom, I walked up to 
the grate and thrust a small finger into the ruddy flame. 

Shall I ever forget the fierce smart, the hot, throbbing an-« 
jgttish of the next moment I 

'Oh, Jem, it hurts! oh, I can't bear it!' and, throwing 
myself on the rug, I burst into heartbroken sobs. 

It was long before Jem could comfort me; the smart of 
my scorched finger had entered my childish soul. I had no 
longer any hope of belon^ng to the company of celestinl 
maidens who had won their crowns. The desire was there, 
but the pain was too terrible; and there was Jem wipiuf^ 
away my tears, and every now and then bijaking into a snout 
of boyish laughter. 

'What a queer little thing you are, Olga! I don't believe 
another child would have done it.' 

' Don't tell Hubert/ I whispered, for Jem was cuddling me 
BO nicely that I was in a fair way to be comforted. 

I did not mind Jem laughing one bit while his eyes looked 
SO kind; but if Hubert should hear it! Why did we always 
say that ? and yet there ere but three of us--^Hubert and 
Jem and II 
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I wonder if the grown-up Olga is so much wiser than the 
child Olga, who scorched her chubby finger in the desire to 
prove herself strong enough for martyrdom. Sometimes even 
now I have had wild dreams of self-sacrifice, and then have 
shrunk back at the mere thought of testing them. * Ob, 
Jem, it hurts; I cannot bear it!' J seem to hear the old 
childish note of pain ringing in my ears now, 'Olga, vou 
are a dreamer of dreams,' Hubert has said to me more thnn 
once, and has quoted Kingsley's beautiful words, ' Do nOble 
things, not dream them all day long.' Indeed, he recited 
the whole poem one day to Kitty and me.. Kitty sighed and 
said it was very true, but I held my peace; 1 loved that littlo 
poem so. Jem and I knew it by heart; and Hubert had 
spoiled it by repeating it in that measured voice, I never 
liked Hubert to read poetry to me. 

Jem often told me that I was unjust to Hubert; that I did 
hot make allowances for a slow, quiet nature. I dare say he 
was right; but though I was fond of Hubert as an elder 
brother, and tried to do my duty to him, and to bear with 
Kitty for his sake, I could not love him as I did Jem. 

Hubert was a great deal older than either of us; he was a 
full-grown man when Jem was a raw schoolboy. Several 
brothers and sisters had come between us and had died in 
infancy. On his deathbed my father had made Hubert our 
guardian; and when my mother died, and Hubert married 
Kitty, he brought us to his house. I remember how Jem 
and I begged to be allowed to live together, and how Hubert 
pooh-po<3ied the notion in that grand way of his. . 

' Who ever heard of a couple of children keeping house to- 
gether! Please don't cry about it, Olga. Kitty and I hope 
to make you very comfortable; and there is the baby to amuse 
you when Jem goes to Oxford.' 

I am «ure now that Hubert meant to be kind, and that in his 
heart he was very sorry for us. Neither then nor afterwards 
did he complain of his added responsibilities; he made every 
possible arrangement for our comfort, and I am bound to 
say that Kitty seconded him. • They both welcomed us in the 
1 kindest manner, and took pains to show us that we were not 
in the way; indeed, Kitty tried very hard to be a sister to me. 

Six years had passed since Jem and I said gpod-by to our 
jdear old home and went to live at Fircroft. Things had 
changed much since then. Kitt}r had ceased to be the Kitty 
of old; the dark-eyed, high-spirited girl who had welcomed 
us with girlish good-nature had developed into a pale, fretful 
^Kitty, who had lost all her kittenish roundness^ and the 
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bright winning ways that had first won Hubert's heart. Per* 
haps the cares of motherhood oppressed her, or the children 
came too fast for her strength, or the monotonous routine of 
domestic life hardly suited her pleasure-loving nature; but as 
the years went on Kitty grew careworn and peevish. Her 
very love for her husband and children developed into fretful 
anxiety for their well-being. She toiled early and late in 
their service, with no thought for her own comfort, taking 
all her husband's kindly attentions with a martyr-like meek- 
ness which at once puzzled and distressed him. 

Ever since his marriage Hubert had added private tuition 
to his curate's work. He had three or four pupils living with 
him — ^young men who were backward, or in delicate health, 
or who wanted the services of a private tuton Jem stepped 
into one of these vacancies, and worked under Hubert until 
he went up to Oxford. We were not utterly dependent on 
Hubert, which made things easier for us; for, with a gene- 
rosity for which we would not have given him credit, Hubftrt 
only repaid himself for our bare maintenance, and so made 
it possible for Jem to realize his ambition of going to Oxford. 
The Rector of Brookfield was in bad healfch, and compelled 
to live abroad for a year or two, so Hubert was practically 
curate-in-charge, and his parochial duties, combined with his 
pupils, kept him fully employed. 

1 wab very happy at Fircroft when Jem was with me, for 
he was always reaay to listen to my grievances, and sympa- 
thize with my disappointments; but hie first term at Oxford 
was a severe ordeal for me. The pupils did not interest me. 
Kitty was too much engrossed with ner domestic duties, and 
too over-weighted altogether to be a companion to a girl of 
nineteen ; and if it had not been for the ladies at the Hall — 
and especially Aunt Catherine, as Jem and I called her— I 
should have had rather a dull life; and yet I tried to do my 
duty to Kitty and the chiMren, and kept all my discontent 
to myself. 

Why is it, I wonder, that we are so dependent on our en- 
vironment ? that we are so clogged by circumstance ? that we 
are unable to rise abo"^e the low level of e very-day life ? Why 
did Hubert's commonplaces and dry matter-of-fact reduce 
me to indignant silence, while Jem's mockery and masculine 
disdain of sdrtiment only stimulated and amused me ? Why 
did Kitty's plaintive goodness try me more than downright 
selfishness would huve done ? Why was I so critical of my 
belongings, so observant of their short-comings ? Why, in- 
deed! 
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One day I read a passage in a book of Annt Catherine's 
that strnek me greatly. It \ya8 written by a man who had 
let all his opportunities slip, and whose life was a failure, 
jind yet this Amiel was a kindly, gifted creature, with noble 
impulses and a warm heart, and a lofty intellect ; but intense 
timidity and distrust, and an unwholesome habit of intro- 
spection and subtle self-criticism spoiled his life-work. * The 
man who insists upon seeing with perfect clearness before he 
decides, never decides/ as he himself truly says; 'accept life, 
/ind you accept regret/ 

But the passage that touched me most was this : ' Recog- 
hize your place; let the living live; and you, gather together 
your thou£;^ts; leave behind you a legacy, of feelings and 
ideas. You will be liiost useful so. Renounce yourself; ac- 
cept the cup given you, with its honey and its gall, as it comes.' 

'Gather together your thoughts; leave behind you a legacy 
bf feelings and ideas. You will be most useful so.' I cannot 
|Lell why the words haunted me. Could a girl's thoughts and 
f feelings benefit any human being ? Is there anything in my 
small experience that could interest or encourage a fellow- 
creature r That is what I want to know; that is why I amt 
ransacking the past in the hope 'of finding a stray pearl or 
two of wisdom. The child Olga scorched her finger in the 
presumptuous search for martyrdom'. Perhaps, after all, the 
Igirl Olga was no wiser. 

I was sitting in the garden one afternoon overlooking the 
i$)iildren at their play. Kitty was mending, as usual, in the 
great empty dining-room ; her head ached, and her voice had 
been more plaintive than usual, as she reluctantly yielded to 
my request for work. 

* There is no need for you to slave, too, Olga/ she said, with 

• a certain thinness and acerbity of tone that she always used 

when she was cross, poor little soul 1 * Of course it is my 

duty; but, as Jem said yesterday, you were not to be made a 

drudge/ 

So that speech had rankled. It was only one of Jem's 
Ibplish blunders. Jem had been put out because I stayed to 
help Kitty in the nursery, instead of going down, to the Hall 
garden witli him to hear the nightingales. It was just a fit 
bf boyish impatience that meant nothing. But Kitty had 
fretted over it in tearful fashion all the evening, and here it 
was turning up again, as such ill-favored weeds of speech 
fiave a knack of doing. 

'Please let me have Wilfred's tunic to finish,' I returned 
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qnickly, 'for I never care to bo idle;' and I stretched out my 
hand for the work — for it was no use arming with Kitty 
when she w<i8 in this mood — and carried it off in triumph. 
But before I was half-way down the lawn my conscience 
began to prick me: why could I not have said something 
kind to cheer her for the rest of the afternoon ? Kitty always 
looked happier if Jem or I said a kind word to her. And 
here again a speech of my favorite Amiel seemed to prick me 
with fine needle-like sharpness, for it was so true : ' On ! let us 
not wait to be just, or pitiful, or demonstrative toward those 
we love until they or we are struck down by illness or threat- 
ened with death! Life is short, and we have never too much 
time for gladdening the hearts of those who are travelling 
the dark journey with us. Oh, be swift to love ; make haste to 
be kind I ' With a sudden impulse I went back through the 
dining-room window just as Hubert entered it by the door. 

* My dear, are you very busy ? ' with a rueful glance at his 
wife's overflowing work-basket. 

* I am always busy, Ilubert,' returned Kitty rather severely; 
* but of course if you want me ' 

'It is only those letters; they must be answered before 
post-time, and I have to ff> down to the schools; but you 
seem rather overwhelmed, so perhaps Olga might help me/ 
looking at me rather beseechingly. 

*No, no,' replied Kitty hastily; 'give them to me, Hubert. 
It was only last night that Jem complained that we had turned 
Olga into a perfect drudge, and that she never had time for 
anything. 1 would rather slave night and day than hear Jem 
say that again.' 

' M}r dear, what can you mean ?' and Hubert looked at us 
both in solemn disapproval. Kitty's sharp little speeches 
iilways took him by surprise; he had a habit of laboriously 
picking them to pieces to flnd out their meaning, which was 
just going on the wrong tack with Kitt^-, for when people 
8:1V more than they mean, it is never well to take them liter- 
ally ; but Hubert wa^ literal and exact by nature. 

'Kitty it talking nonsense,' I interposed. 'Jem meant 
nothing by his speech; he does not really think I am put 
upon, for he knows I like to be useful. If you want me to 
write your letters, Hubert, you must stiy so quickly, as the 
children are waitingfor me m the garden.* 

'I always write Hubert's letters,' replied Kitty with dig- 
nity, for she was not above jealousy, and on certain occasions 
would stand on her wifely rights. ' Put them down beside 
me^ Hubert^ and they shall be ready by post-time. And you 
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may say what yon like, Olga, for you always take Jem's part, 
but he really meant what he said — that we take advantage of 
you. It is not the first time Jem has made these speeches/ 

' Well, well, have your own way, Kitty,' I said wearily; for 
I found the discussion fatiguing. I left Hubert to hear the 
remainder, and to groan in spirit over Jem's selfishness. 
Somehow my afternoon's enjoyment was spoiled — human 
misunderstanding had thrown a shadow over the sunshine. 
But I was rather taken aback when I heard Hubert's foot- 
steps following me. 

* You are too quick, Olga,' he said reproachfully. * I wanted 
to ask you a question. Is it Kitty's fancy, or does Jem really 
think we put upon you ? ' 

'You had better ask him,' I returned scornfully. And 
then I relented -at the sight ol his evident perplexity. ' Oh 
no, Hubert; Jem never meant it at ail. He was only cross 
for the moment because I could not attend to him. Why 
will Kitiy make a fuss over every little word ? ' 

*Shj9 is very sensitive. Jem knows that, and ought to be 
more careful.' 

'You cannot expect a young man always to m<easuro his 
words, Hubert. Jem is far too kind-hearted to give pain 
consciously. Kitty is too exacting.' 

* You must not find fault with her to her husband, Olga;' 
and I knew by Hubert's voice that he was much displeased. 
* Kitty has far too n^uch Xo do, and she is not as strong as 
she ought to be. I think you and Jem might make allow- 
ances for slight irritability, if not for Kitty's, at least for my 
sake.' 

I liked Hubert all the better for standing up for his wife; 
If I had a husband I would not allow any one to find fuiilt 
with him, I am quite sure of that. But, all the same, I wr.s 
bound to defend Jem, and it seemed to me as though Hubert 
was attacking me personally. 

* I am always ready to help Kitty,' I returned in an injured 
tone ; ' neither you nor she nas any cause to complain of my 
conduct. It is not quite fair to speak to me in that way.' 

Hubert looked a little taken aback by this ; he was a quiet, 
even-tempered man, and was for peace at any price. 

' Well, well, don't put yourself out, Olga. Of course .Kitty 
and I know we have no right to turn you into a househola 
drudge, and, of course, we are very grateful for your assist- 
ance. You have always acted kindly by us, but as Kitty felt 
herself aggrieved by Jem's unlucky speech, I thought I must 
put matters right. I am not the least offended with you.' 



J 
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'I would much rather you were offended with me than 
with Jem/ 

* How you do spoil that boy I ' And here Hubert looked at 
me reproachfully. * Nothing Jem says or does is wrong.' 

* Nonsense, Hubert ! ' But all the same he was right. I 
never could blame the dear fellow. I was a little touched 
when Hubert looked at me in that melancholy fashion, and 
Bkroked his coat-sleeve penitently. I believe he had a fatherly 
fondness for us both. Could it be possible that he was just a 
trifle jealous of Jem ? — that he thought his onlv sister should 
be more to him -was that the refison of his sad look ? * Don't 
talk any more, Hubert,' I said, dismissing him with a smile; 
*1 want to finish Wilfred's tunic. Go back to Kitty, and 
cheer her up a litfcle.' 

*No; I must go to the schools.' 

But he took my hint, and walked off. I watched him 
ikcross the lawn. Many people admired Hubert; Kitty did 
with all her heart. He was a fair, gentlemanly-looking man, 
and his beard and spectacles were imposing. He was slightly 
bald, too, which ^ave him a patriarchal appearance; but to 
me his face was like his sermons — heavy, sensible, and want- 
ing in animation. Hubert had one very tiresome fault — he 
could not understand a joke. Jem and I puzzled him dread- 
fully at times. He would look at us and shake his head, and 
then go on with some learned disquisition intended for our 
edification. I am afraid the pupils took advantage of this 
want of humor, Mr. Vivian especially. 

The children were playing under the big mulberry tree, 
Hugh in charge of the twins as usual, and Girlie-ga — as baby 
called herself — toddling over the grass, hand in hand with 
Wilfred. She screamed with delight and dropped Wilfred's 
hand at the sight of me. Her big white sun-bonnet hud 
tumbled off, and the rough yellowish curls shone like gold 
in the sunlight, as she stumped up to me on her little fat legs, 
and emptied tier pinafore into my lap with the lavish gener- 
osity of infancy flinging its all with both hands. ' Go's dot 
'em now,' she said, looking lovingly at the cropped daisies 
imd languishing buttercups. How easy to forget one's griev- 
ances in the sunshine ! As I sat with the children playing 
round me, I felt that it was a lovely world after all. 

The white butterflies were skimming over the flower-beds, 
and the great brown bees were humming secrtts among the 
hives. Hugh's- fantail pigeons were strutting about the roof, 
and the deep cawing of rooks sounded from the Hall grounds. 
Some thrushes were singing iu the shrubberj, and a pair of 
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linnets were twittering in their nest above us. The freshness 
and sweetness of early summer wiere over everything. They 
would soon be making hay in the Hall meadows. Fircroft 
was a rambling old house without any pretension to beauty, 
but the garden was delightful. A tennis-lawn lay before the 
drawing-room windows, dosed round by shrubberies. This 
led to tne Surprise, as the children called a small inner lawn, 
with a mulberry-tree and a medlar, and surrounded by beds 
of old-fashioned flowers which bloomed in . their season : 
bushes of spiky lavender and tall gleaming lilies, and lady's 
lilies and St. John's, spicy carnations and humbler pinks, 
lupins and hollyhocks, and quaint old monk's-hood; even the 
much-despised London-pride and sweet-william kept company 
with svreet peas and nasturtiums^— a veritable wilderness of 
sweets, very different to the stiff beds of geraniums and ver- 
bena which were Hubert's special pride. The Surprise was 
the children's play-ground; nere on summer afternoons the 
twins sat in the low branches of the medlar-tree with their 
favorite dolls, and the black and white kifcten. Smut, while 
Hugh and Wilfred worked in their gardens, and I sat reading 
or working with dear old Rollo at my feet. 

RoUo was my dog. Mr. Vivian had given him to me when 
he was only a puppy ; he was a splendid black retriever with 
a beautiful head, and was my constant friend and companion. 
When Jem went to Oxford, Rollo quite seemed to undenstand 
that I was in need of sympathy. 1 have seen him look at me 
— well, not with actual tears in his eyes, though I do believe 
dogs cry sometimes, but with such a pathetic expression in 
them, as though he were sorry for me. and wanted to comfort 
me in his doggish fashion. 



CHAPTER 11. 

THE LADIES AT THE HALL. 

* What deep interest there would be in the most commonplace so- 
ciety if we could associate with human beings in this wondering, in- 
quiring way, exactly as the chemist interrogates every new subject 
hy innumerable tests, until he has discovered its properties and affin- 
ities.'— Rev. Frederick Robertson. 

An hour afterward a light, springy step sounded on the 
gravel path behind me, and a rough tweed coat-sleeve 'was iiL- 
terposed between mo and my work. 
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' No, Jem, }. am not a bit startled 1 * I returned, coolly keep- 
ing the big brown hand prisoner; and then I drew him down 
beside me with a welcoming smile. 

I am afraid it would not be right to call Jem handsome. 
He was very big, and strong, and brown ; but he had not a 
fine profile like Hubert, and his features were blunt and ir- 
regular. But I liked his honest eyes, and his bright smile, 
and the merry laugh that always seemed to lighten one's 
heart, and I think 1 was even more proud than Jem himself 
of the dear little budding moustache that looked so fine and 
silky. *As though it matters whether a man is handsome or 
not,' as I would say to Kitty, when she vaunted of Hubert's 

food looks, and wondered why Jem was so different to his 
rother. In my heart I admired Jem excessively, and thought 
I had never seen a finer young fellow. I likea his strength 
and his skill in athletic sports. He was a fine cricketer and 
a good oarsman, and he could swim, and shoot, and ride, so it 
was no wonder that he did not work quite as hard as other 
men; besides which, he was so popular at Oxford that one 
need not be surprised if he were just a little bit spoilt. 
'What have you been doing all the afternoon, Jem ?' 
' Oh, Vivian and Campbell and I started for Drayton, but 
there was something wrong with my bicycle, so I had to come 
back — and a precious long walk I had; and just by the Hall 
I met Aunt Catherine, and she asked if you would come up 
to tea, and so I said I would bring you : but it seems that 
would not do— Mrs. Lyndhurst is not so well as usual^ and 
poor Aunt Catherine looked a bit worried.' 

* Do you really think she wants me, Jem ? ' 

' I suppose so,' flinging up his straw hat and catching it 
agai.i, for Jem could not be still a moment. * She said, '* Olga 
has not been here for a week, and I am sure Virginia misses 
her;" the meaning of that is pretty evident.' 

* Yes/ hesitating a little; *but 1 don't want to tell Aunt 
Catherine why I kept away. I think Kitty is a little hurt 
that they never ask her now — she says it is such a slight, and 
she complained to Hubert about it : but how can I help it if 
they like me best ? ' 

'"^itty is a humbug,' returned Jem, in a disgusted tone; 
'as though she, and Hubert too, do not know what you and 
Aunt Catherine are to each other 1' 

*Yes, indeed. I have always loved her so,' with tears m 
my voice. ' I can never forget how kind she was to us both 
when we first came to Fircroft: she made our life ever so 
much happier,* 
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VOf course, she is a trump; I always told you feo. I wish 
she were our real aunt— kion^c yuu* Olga ? I should not mind 
beinff her favorite nephew.' 

' xou mercenary boy I but there is Mrs. Lyndhurst to con- 
sider — the Hall really belongs to her. Aunt Catherine is not 
such a rich woman^ after all; at least, her sister seems to have 
the lion's sliare.' 

' Indeed, you are wrong; they are coheiresses. But I believe 
the old squirp left in his will, that if either of his daughters 
had a son, the Hall was to go to him when he came of age. 
I don't know how they wiU arrange matters now; perhaps 
there may be a chance for me, after all. I «haJl not a bit 
mind takmg the name of Sefton — ^that is only a detail; and 
then you can come and live with me, and lord it over Kitty.' 
No; nonsense, Jamil how you talk! but I can't stop to 
listen to you. I shall go across in my garden-hat and you 
shall tell fotty that Aunt Catherine sent me a message; if I 
go back to the house there will be another discussion and 
more grumbling. Oh; Jem, if I were only as free as air!' 
stretching my arms over my head^ and drinking in a deep 
draught of the sweet summer air. 

Jem looked at me with full understanding and sympathy) 
and then whistled to Hollo. Nurse had just come in search 
of the children, so I folded up my work and gave it to her, 
and then we sauntered down the kitchen-garden, between 
apple and cherry trees, until we reached a door in i\xQ wall. 
This opened itito a green paddock, where our one cow, Ruddy, 
was feeding. She was a pretty creature, with a soft, tawny 
coat and great wondering eyes, full of unconscious wisdom, 
that reminded me af Aunt Catherine's. Ruddy was quite a 
pet; she followed us all down the paddock in snite of RoUo, 
and when I turned to stroke her she thrust ner cold, wet 
nose into my hand, and rubbed her horns gently against me. 

^If you. are late I shall come and fetch you,' were Jem's 
parting words, as he let me through the gate ; and then he 
leant over it and watched me until I turned the comer, and 
I could hear him singing the Eton boating song at the top of 
his voice, ad I walked down the elm avenue that led to the 
Hall. 

Brookfield Hall was a gray old house, hardly as pretentious 
as its name; it had no special beauty of architecture, but it 
had a staid, venerable Iook, as though its gray roof had shel- 
tered generation after generation ; for even as far back as the 
time of the blessed martyr Charles, — whose meinory I secretly 
worshipped — many a fair Sefton dame had strolled down the 
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elm avenue and listened tp-the same cawing of rooks, or had 
diverted herself with pulling posies in the stiff old garden, 
where peaches and nectarines still grew against the sunnj^ 
walls, and where many a generation of peacocks had perched 
on the mossy sundial. 

How Jem and I loved that garden ! — ^though I have heard 
peo^)le call it old-fashioned and -out of date, and marvel openly 
x\{ Miss Sef ton's preference for homely flowers. But to Aunt 
Catherine it v/as full of historic interest. She loved the 
smooth grassjr terrace, planted with elms, that lay on one side, 
where a certain Gwendoline Sefton used to meet her Puritan 
lover. The story ran that the poor young man was killed at 
Naseby by one of her brothers, Hugh Sefton. Anyhow, he 
never came again to the terrace. And Gwendoline watched 
for him evening after evening; and the rooks cawed, and the 
peacocks screamed from the sundial, and the nightingales 
sang in the shrubberies, and still she watched for him in the 
Bummer moonliglit, or when the winter snow lay on the Hall 
garden, and if any one crossed her path she asked them the 
same question, ' Have you seen Ralph Annersley, whom they 
call Kalph the Iron-Heart, for methmks he is long in coming 
this evening ?' For you see she was mad, this poor Gwendo- 
line — crazy with long waiting, and I could not have borne to 
have listened so often to her story but for the comfort 
of the end. For joy came to her on her dying bed, when she 
was an old woman with hair white as the winter snows; for, 
as they were praying beside her, she suddenly looked at them, 
and there was a wonderful light in her eyes, and she ceased 
her aimless mutterings, and said, in the clearest possible 
voice, * Yea, for js it not written, "Heaviness may endure for 
a night, but joy cometh in the morning " ? For truly I shall 
meet my beloved again — my Ralph of the Iron-Heart — in the 
world where none shall ever say farewell I ' 

Ah, well I they are re-united now. But how pitiful to 
think of that long life, filled with one maddening thought, 
one long waiting for the impossible, the whole of God's fair 
creation walled up and stifled in one crushed brain I If ono 
were to love like that — God forbid ! — ^it were better to taste 
death at once. But Gwendoline's story had ever haunted 
me; and, though I loved the terrace on a fine summer's morn- 
ing or in the full glory of the afternoon, twilight always ban- 
ished me from the spot. I could not have pabed under those 
dark trees alone without fancying I heard a soft foot&U 
behind me; and though 1 have no abject belief in ghosts. 



THE LADIES AT THE HALL, 15 

still, if a white figure were snddenlj to start up and wring its 
hands, I 

' Dreaming as usual, Olga ? * 

' Aunt Catherine/ in a confuRed voice, f oi* there was Mfsa 
Sefton standing in my path> and I could see the amused look 
in' her eyes, *I was thinking of the Lady Gwendoline,* 1 
blurted out. * What put her into my head, I wonder ? ' And 
then Miss Sef ton laughed as she kissed me. 

' I think Mr. Leigh is right. You are an inveterate dreamer, 
Olga We shall have to cure you — Jem and I. But how late 
you are, my dear; they are bringing tea, and Virginia has 
been in the drawing-room for the last hour. Look at these 
lovely roses. I have been gathering them from my favorite 
tree. You shall have one of them to enliven your sombre 
gown. Never mind, it is a very pretty gown '-^with an ap- 



proving smile — 'though it is a little too dark to suit you, 
Olga. But then, you Know, I like yonng people to be gay/ 
* Jem asked me the other day wny you always wore black/ 



Aunt Catherine/ I observed rather wickedly, as I took the 
spray of roses from hei* hand. 

'Because a plain, middle-a£;ed woman always looks best in 
black,' was the imperturbable response. ' Now, Olga* — as I 
was inclined to contradict this blunt statement— ' don't argue 
on svch an uninteresting subject. When* I was your age Ii 
remember fretting for a good hour because I had overheard 
some ill-conditioned visitor speak of me as the plain Miss 
Sef ton, and I bemoaned myself bitterly because I was not as 
handsome as Virginia. But, my, dear, age offers us delicate 
compensations. We outlive our morbid griefs and youthful 
ambitions. I should feel no special pang now if any one 
called me the' plain Miss Sefton. I have buried all that/ 
finished Aunt Catherine quaintly, with the smile that was her 
great charm, for she knew that Jem and I admired her with 
fdl our hearts, with that finest admiration that is born of love, 

' She has such a dear face/ as I said once to Jem. 

* Yes, awfully jolly, don't you know/ was Jem's answer. 

But is was quite true that Aunt Catherine had been no 
beauty in her youth — one understood that in a moment; 
but she had a pleasant, thoughtful face, and eyes that were 
wonderfully young and clear, and her brown hair was just 
threaded here and there with gray. In spite of her forty-five 
years. Aunt Catherine was slow in growing old. Her youth 
lingered strangely; her figure was still almost o^irlish m its 
willowy grace; she had not forgotten how to blush at times 
when fihe was |>le(^od or $xcited« There would be a vividness, 
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ft depih in her mj ernjSmi U»k one bj smpiiKL' Kovlitad 
thttn thae wimM be Imnts ol eLxiaence — pictnraqiie, nnie- 
Ttaaimd^ disjointed — u tbongh eoinetliing in bera^nreliad 
QfceB ft^iii'Biiwd aifed ihnst find ^ent. 

This made Aant Ofttherine ao intereslir^^rtKe^liad no cnl^ 
yod-drkd fonniiks of actions; no middle-eged mannerisms 
^-ahe was ao unlike other people. So lew posons nowadagra 
dare to aanrt any special indiTidnalitj; tb«j prefer a poUie,' 
disereety mnmrn^r-lise swathing. Now Annt (Sttherine was a 
real, imper&ct woman, tme to the core, sunnlj because she 
washeiaelf. 

' MriL Lyndhorct is not so well to-daj, JenTteus me/ I OD^ 
aerred as I followed MjtK, Sefton into > the big square hall, 
aum eah at dimly lighted bj a Isrse stained window, the hand- 
some oak fnmitnre mating it stQl darker. But I had an odd 
aort of rererence for those carred cabinets: and what talks 
Annt Catherine and I had had on that oaksettle that stood 
before the great firepla^, now foil of fir-cones! f In winter a 
elorions fire was always bnming, before which Mrs. Ljnd- 
hnrst's fsTorite png, Nix, loved to bask, curled np on the 
tiger-skin. ^ 

Annt Catherine shook her head rather sadljat inj question. 

'She is nerer well; I think she grows more restless eyerj 
daj. She has mnch to bear — more than most of us;' and 
then she threw down her garden-hat and gloves, and, still 
carrving her roses, led the way to the drawing-room. 

' Olga is here,' she observed in a very different voice, into 
which a little cheerfulness Vas evidently forced. ' I hopejwe - 
have not kept you waiting for your tea, Virginia ?* 

* What does it matter> Catherine ! ' was the indifferent reply,"! 
as Krs: Lyndhurst put down her knitting and held out her 
hand to me with her usual gentle smile. ' How are you, my 
dear ? I am glad te^ee you^ You have not been near us for 
a week, Olga — a whole week; but I suppose you find us dull 
company ? ' 

I laughingly disclaimed this speech, and sat down by MrsJ 
Lyndhurst. I was very fond of her, and very sorry for her; 
but I did not love her as I did our dear Aunt Catherine. 
fler nature was a depressing one, especially to young people 
—trouble had ag^vated a natui^ low and morbid tempera- 
ment — and in spite of her gentleness and a sort of attractive 
softness that was very winning to strangers, I often found 
Mrs, livndhurst exceedingly trying. Diseased sensibility, 
unhealthy views of life, and the incessant broodings of self- 
consciousness are singularly repellent to youths At times I 
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felt a jseiise of impatience^ of critical disapproval. W hy did 
Mrs. Lyndhiirst weakly succumb to her troubles? Why 
had she suffered them to overmaster and crush her^ instead of 
overliving them as other women did ? Why did she burthen 
Aunt Catherine with this weary charge — the responsibility 
which the stronger and more selfless nature always takes upon 
itself ? Aunt Catherine never spoke of her sister's trouble — 
never mentioned her except in a tone of divine pity, such as 
one might use to a sick child. ' Virginia had so much to 
bear;' and yet the little Brookfield knew of her story hardly; 
iaccouhted for a melancholy ihat at times bordered on despair. 
Unhappy marriages have never been rare in England. Many 
a woman has found wedlock not the state of bliss she imag* 
ined it^ and has dragged on a miserable and disappointed life; 
and .Mrs. Lyndhurst's married life had been a brief one. 

Hubert had told me the little I knew on the subject;, but I 
had no idea how he had gained his information. 

The old squire had been a hard-natured man, with an ob- 
stinate temper, and a most exaggerated notion of his own 
importance' and dignity. His wife and daughters had been 
greatly in awe of him, and even Mrs. Lyndhurst, who 'had 
been his favorite, had not dared openly to contest his will. 

During a winter spent in Rome, a young artist, Paul Lynd- 
hurst by name> had been much in their company, and a secret 
attachment between him and Virginia had been the result. 
The only one who was cognizant of the state of affairs was 
Aiint Catherine, and she pleaded vainly and with tears that 
her sister should give him up. 

' It is an infatuation,' she said over and over again« ' He is 
not a good man. He is terribly handsome. He has fascinated 
you with his good looks and olei^erness; but I distrust him, 
and father will never permit you to marry a poor artist.' 

*I will never give him up,' had been Virginia's answer; * I 
love him so that I am ready to die for him.' And, alas! sho 
made up her mind to live for him. The very day before tliey 
left Rome there was a secret marriage, ana after a terrible 
scene, during which Mr. Sefton lashed himself into a state 
of fury, and forbade his daughter ever to enter his house 
again, Paul Lyndhurst took his wife away, and for months 
they did not hear a word of poor Virginia. But one day— 
about two years after the unlucky marriage, a few months 
after Mrs. Sefton had died of a lingering disease — Virginia 
suddenly and unexpectedly made her appearance at the Hall. 
Hubert could tell me no particulars of that return, or by 
What means the father's wrath was appeased. Her husband 
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was still living, but she had left him forever. She looked ill 
and altered; indeed, her health seemed permanentlv broken. 
Perhaps his wife's death had softened the father's heait for 
he did not refuse to take his child back; and during the last 
year of his life Virginia was his favorite companion. 

This was all I knew, and Aunt Catherine never spoke of 
the past. From the first she had accepted the sacred charge 
of her sister's infirmities, and had shaped her own life to meet 
her sister's requirements. 

I looked at Mrs. Lyndhurst as she rose to lay aside her 
work. She always walked feebly and slowly, as though she 
were tired to death; her graceful figure seemed to droop with 
fatigue. There was something pathetic in her appearance. 
She always wore a black gown that was almost wicfow-liko in 
its straight, severe folds; but there wero no delicate white 
finislies to the neck and cuffs. Instead of that relief she 
generally wore a black lace scarf wound loosely round her 
slim throat; this gave a strange contrast to her pale, sad face 
and silvery hair. Her eyes were dark and soft, and would 
have been beautiful except for their unrestful look. 

^Mrs. Lyndhurst always looks as th. ugh she has lost some- 
thing,' Kitty once said in her shrewd way. I was foolish 
enough to repeat this speech to Aunt Catherine. I noticed 
that she colored, as though the remark did not please her. 

*She has lost her life's happiness,' she returned gently. 
* Mrs. Leigh is right; but there are some losses that cannot 
be made up in this world — my poor Virginia's is one of these.', 

The drawing-room at the Hall was a charming room, with 
three windows opening on the Italian garden, as it was called 
— a straight stone terrace, with antique vases, leading down 
by steps to a long gravel walk bordered by ^y flower-beds : 
this led to the Lady's Walk. On the other side was the old 
Elizabethan garden, with the sunny south wall where the 
peaches grew, and where the peacock plumed himself on the 
sundial: this was Aunt Catherine's special garden. Mrs. 
Lyndhurst, who had no love for flowers, preferred the elm 
avenue and the terrace where her uhhappy ancestress had 
walked. I thought Mrs. Lyndhurst looked unusually ill this 
evening: her eyes were bright and feverish. She seemed dis- 
posed to be talkative. Aunt Catherine, on the contrary, was 
^mewhat silent. 

' You are looking very well, Olga.' 

'I am perfectly well, thank you — ^in a state of rode health, 
as Jem expresses it.' 

* I hope Mrs. Leigh is well ako ? ' 
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' Kitty is only so-so; Bho is rather thin, and does far too 
much, and then HnbeTv worries himself about her. It is 
such a pity people cannot be sensible, Mrs. Lyndhurst, but 
that they will always attempt the proverbial last straw — 
Kitty always does.*' 

'She has ad anxious mind, I suppose;' but evidently Mrs. 
Lyndhurst had not listened to my little tirade; she was fol- 
lowing out some thought of her own, for she spoke absently. 

' Olga,' she continued in a different tone, * do you think 
your sister-in-law could spare you ? We have such a nicei 
plan in our heads, Catherine and I. May I tell Olga about 
it, Catherine ? ' 

I thought Aunt Catherine seemed' a little startled at the 
question. 

'There is no hurry, is there, dear?' she returned gently. 
' I never thought you me'ant to speak to the child this evening.' 

* No hurry ; repeated Mrs. Lyndhurst irritably; 'that is 
what you always say, Catherine — next week, next month, a 
year hence, what does it matter to you ? ' with a singular in- 
flection on the last word; 'and yet you told Dr. Langham 
yesterday that it was all arranged. 

'And so it is arranged. Please do not excite yourself, Vir- 
ginia. Have I ever gone from my word yet ? Olga,' turning 
to me with the worried look I knew so well, that always told 
me so plainly that Mrs. Lyndhurst had been unusually exi- 
geante, ' my sister wants me to tell you about our plan. I 
have to go abroad next month on business — a little family 
matter that has to be settled,' and Aunt Catherine spoke 
somewhat nervously. ' Virginia does not like me to go alone, 
and St: Croix is a very pretty place. You have always wanted 
to see something of foreign life — do you think your mother 
and Mrs. Leigh could spare you ? It shall be no expense to 
you, I can promise you that, and I shall be very glad of your 
companionship;' and here she paused and looked at me in- 
qiiiringly, and I suppose my face was sufficient answer. 'Yon 
would like it, Olga ? ' 

' To shake off Brookfield dust for once in my life ! Oh, if 
only Jem were here now ! To go to St. Croix — with you — 
you! Oh, I must kiss you. Aunt Catherine! You are such 
a dear, you know! If only it is not too good to be true! ' 

Mrs. Lyndhurst smiled benevolently over my girlish rhap- 
sodies; but why did Aunt Catherine look so grave — she who 
loved to give young people pleasure ? She ev^n drew back, 
in a pained sort of way, when I kissed her. 

' I am going on business, Olga; you must understand that.' 
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'As though that matters to Olga/ interposed Mrs. Lynd- 
hurst anxiously; 'there is nothing to prevent her amusing 
herself. Strange to say, my dear/ addressing 'herself to me, 
* we have some English friends living at St. Croix, and they 
have agreed to let us have their house. Mrs. Milner's father, 
a clergyman in Liverpool, is ill — dying, they fear — and they 
wish to come to England. The house is ours lor three montlis 
if we like.* 

' But surely you are not going to St Croix for three months. 
Aunt Catherine!* I exclaimed. 

' I should think not. I have fixed no time; perhaps a week 
or two may settle my business. I should not care to leave 
Virdnia longer than I could help. If I could only have per* 
suaded her to come, too ! ' and uere Aunt Catherine looKod 
wistfully at her sister. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst's pale face grew paler than ever at this ap- 
peal. 

' What do you mean, Catherine ? * she said, in an alarmed 
voice; 'have we not talked over all that — ^you and I? Do 
you not know me better than to propose it ? Do you think I 
nave strength for such a journey ? ' 

' Dr. Langham has always recommended a sea-voyage. It 
is only twelve hours, Virginia.' 

* It would kill me — ^I tell you it would kill me I You are 
cruel, Catherine, to agitate me in this way. Nothing will in- 
duce, me to leave the Hall. If you do not wish to ffo, say so. 
I have no right to overburthen you. But the child win be 
disappointed, and the Milners too, for they thought e^^ery- 
thing was settled/ 

'And so it is settled, niy dear Virginia. What can you 
mean ? Have I not promised you solemnly to settle this busi- 
ness as well as I can r Perhaps you could have made it easier 
for me, if you could have overcome your nervous dreiid of 
the journey; but we will not say any more about that. Olga, 
when you go home, perhaps you will speak to your brother 
and Mrs. Leigh about this. Or shall 1 call and ask" them 
myself ? You are not of age yet, you know,* with a faint 
smile — ^why was Aunt Catherine so unlike herself ?—^'and 
then there is Jem to consider.' 

' Jem has a tutorship,* I replied quickly. ' He leaves Fir- 
croft next week.* 

'And most likely I shall start the week after. Well, settle 
it as you like, my dear; but I will undertake to talk over your 
brother, and if mrs. Leigh should be obdurate, you must send 
forme,* 
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And then Aunt Catherine ^ot up in a hnrrj^ ind said she 
muist put her roses in water; hut I think she wanted to end 
tiie conversation, so I took the hint, and ohserved that Jem 
would he waiting for me. And then Aunt Catherine said 
that if I would wait a few minutes she would walk down the 
avenne with me. 



CHAPTER III. 

AUNT CATHERINE. 

' Like alone acts upon like. ' There rore do not amend by reasoning*, 
but by example ; approach feeling by feeling ; do not hope to excite 
love except by love. Be what you wish others to become. Let your- 
self, and not your words, pi'each.' — Amiel's Journal. 

I thought Mrs. Lyndhurst looked uneasy at this proposi- 
tion^ but she said nothing until Aunt Catherine had carried 
away her flowers; when the door closed she beckoend me to 
her. 

'You are pleased with my little plan, Olga?' 

* Is it your plan, Mrs. Lyndhursi ? Oh yes. Lam delighted? 
I shall not be able to sleep to-night; but are you sure Aunt 
Catherine wants me to go ? ' 

*I think, after all, it was She who proposed it. We were 
talking over Mrs. Milner's letter with Dr. JJangham. Women 
cannot do without a man to advise them, and Dr. Langham 
has always been our confidant.' He was laying down the law 
to us after his usual fashion. Catherine must not go alone 
-^she would be dull, and all that sort of thing; she must have 
some one to make things cheerful for her. And then Cathe- 
rine said ,^" Very well, I will ask Olga to go. She has never 
been out of England, and the change will do her good; " and 
Dr. Langham gave a hearty assent, for you are a great favor- 
ite of his, my dear. Indeed, if he were only a little younger 

' and then she looked at me meaningly, and of course I 

laughed, for this was an old joke — a very old joke indeed. 

Poor Mrs. Lyndhurst! as though Jem and I did not know 
hotter than that. Why, Brookfield was of a far different 
opinion ; it privately held the notion that if the doctor had 
been a bolder man he would willingly have aspired to one of 
the ladies of the Hall, and that he was not indifferent* to Miss 
Sefton's middle-aged comeliness. Now I cannot vouch for 
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tho trnth'of this; it tni^ht only be village gossip after alL 
Brookfield, like most villages, was a scandalous uttle place> 
and made very free with its ^^.eighbor's name. Dr. Lan^ham 
and Aunt Catherine were the best of friends. I think she 
had a sort of kindly feeling for him, and compassionated him 
toT his bachelor loneliness; but as for any other thouffht^ I 
am sure such a notion would never have entered her head. 
It was profanity to imagine it. Aunt Catherine wiui the sort 
of woman one would never dare to question on such subjects. 
Mrs. Lyndhurst would have her f^ble little jokes; but I 
never heard Aunt Catherine talk about love or lovers, except 
in a very staid, sober way^nly something in her manner; in 
her very avoidance of such topics, made me think she held 
yery solemn views on the subject. Any light talk on such 
matters displeased her, * We ought not to joke on sacred 
thiixgs/ 1 heard her say once; 'surelv love— ^^ love, I mean 
i— 18 sacred.' 

I was not ever likely to know if popular gossip were cori« 
xect iu. crediting Dr. Langham with any special tenderness 
for Aun« Catherine; but ne certainly rtspected and liked 
her more than any other woman, ana was alwayis ready to 
help her to the best of his powers. As for Aunt Catherine, 
she looked on him as a trusted friend, and always consulted 
him on all difficulties; besides which, he was the guardian of 
her Bister's health and well-being, and I always suspected that 
be was deep in their confidence. 

' People are afraid of growing old/ sh^ once said to me-^ 
*they fea^ the loss of many of their pleasures; but I always 
maintain that every age bus its compensation. What caii be 
better, for: example, than to watch new friendships grow 
Btrocger as we get older, to feel how they ripen and!^ mature 
with the years ? We no longer fear that the friends of a lif e^ 
time will gi'ow weaiy of us and change^ we have proved them. 
Don't yon recollect, Olga, what your ibvonte Amiel wrote? 
*' To know how to grow old is tne master-work of wisdonij 
and one of the most difficult chapters in the great art of liv- 
ing.^' And then again, and this well applies to the swne 
subject, that hackneyed subject of growing old : '^ Do not de- 
Bpise your situation; in it you must act, suffer, and conquer. 
From every point on earth we are equallv near to heaven and 
to the Infinite/' I wish we discontented middle-aged people 
would take that to heart«'i^ 

How I loved the way Aunt Catherine talked! It was gen- 
erally when we two were together that she would Inreak out 
into one of these eloquent little monologues* In mixed com- 
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pany she was rarely talkative; the light coinage of conven- 
tional intercourse never seemed to elicit much response. 
With me she was often grave ; she liked to give me her views on 
life, hooks, duty, or any abstract subject. She called it * work- 
ing off steam.^ ' My minc^ is too closely packed,* she said 
once. * I have crammed it with miscellaneous reading, and 
can only assimilate a certain amount of intellectual nourish- 
ment. The other day I was very much struck by a remark 
Eobertson made in one of his letters. I have copied it out 
for you, Olga. He says, '^ Multifarious reading weakens the 
mind more than doing nothing, for it becomes a necessity at 
last, like smoking, ana is an excuse to the mind to lie dor- 
mant; whilst thought is poured in, and runs through, a clear 
stream, over unproductive enivel, on which not even mosses 
grow. It is the idlest of all idlenesses, and has more of im- 
potency than any other." ' 

Aunt Catherine was certainly not in one of her talking 
moods, when, af !:er a brief delay, she joined me in the avenue; 
for though she took my arm in her old way, she did not once 
break tl^ silence until the road was in sight, and then my 
impatience was not to be repressed any longer. 

•Aunt Catherine,* I burst out an a tone of mingled affection 
and vexation, ' I do wish you would tell me what is troubling 
you; you are not a bit like yourself this evening. I am sure 
that you are not going to St. Croix for your pleasure or con- 
venience; some one is putting some troublesome business on 
your shoulders, and you are too kind to refuse to help. That 
IS always the wav; you never think of your own comfort.* 

^ I think I told you that I was not going to St. Croix for 
pleasure, Olga.* 

' But can no one else do the business ? * 

* Only Virginia, and you can see for yourself how the mere 
idea harasses her. She has never slept out of the Hall for a 
single night these last five-and -twenty years; it is one of her 
unhealthy fancies that any change wohld be bad for her. 
I think 1 love my home as much as any one, but I "ike to go 
away sometimes, if only for the pleasure of coming back. 
One has such a luxurious feeling of home-sickness towards 
the last, and that makes the welcome all the sweeter. I do 
not think any sound is more melodious to me than the caw- 
ing of our own rooks on the first evening of my return, after 
I have been away a week or two.* 

' How can you help loving such a beautiful home ? I wish 
I could feel as much affection for rircrof t. I am far too 
glad to leave it. Aunt Catherine^ are you sure that I shall be 
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any comfort to you; that there is no one else whose cpmpanj 
you would prefer ? ' 

' No; you suit me exactly — how often have I told yon that 
Olga!' 

* It is yery strange/ I returned musingly; *I often wonder 
how you can find pleasr're in the society of an insignificant 
girl-^a cleyer woman like you ! ' and then Aunt Catherine 
did summon up a smile. 

' You are not insignificant, Olga; the WOTd does not suit 
you in the least, you haye far too much indiyiduality. Lik- 
mg hecomes a habit, I believe, and I haye grown to loye you 
as my own child. This sort of adoption is yery sweet. Sin- 
gle women are often lonely; but I haye come to think that it 
IS their own fault. With a world full of human beings, there 
must be some whom they can loye and take into their 
life I' 

' I know I owe all my happiness to you,' I returned grate- 
fully. "We had retraced our steps, and were still walking over 
the crisp, short turf under the elms. * I should have had 
such a Afferent life without you. Think what it would be if 
the Hall and you and 31 rs. Lyndhurst were effaced from my 
existence I How meagre and unsatisfactory everything would 
^el Only Hubert and Kitty and the children; just dull prose 
— ^not a bit of poetry I Oh, the treats- you have given us! 
Jem and I count them up sometimes. Do you recollect those 
weeks at Hastings ? ' 

* To be sure I do; you and Jem behaved like a couple of 
^babies.' 

' We were phildren let out of school. Oh, what fun we had I 
And then last summer, when 5rou and I staynd at the Kari- 
dolph, was not that a glorious time ? If I live to a hundred 
I do not think I shall ever forget the quadrangle at Magdalen, 
with the moonlight silvering everything; and that afternoon 
in Addison's Walk! And do you recollect how we came back 
to Jem's room to tea, and the dark young man, whom tlicy 
called -the Atheist, dropped in, and he was not an Atheist iit 
all — not even an Agnostic — though he had some queer ideas 
of his own. All Jem's friends fell in love with you. Aunt 
Catherine; they could not help themselves. I was just no- 
body — only Leigh's sister; that was what they called me — 
Leigh's sister. It was Miss Sef ton round whom they crowded, 
even the Atheist; but as for poov little me, I was just Leigh's 
sister — ^that was all.' 

This sort of talk was doing Aunt Catherine good; to cer- 
vtain. fine natures nothing gives greater pleasure than to bo 
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reminded that their very existence creates joy for some lives. 
Aunt Catherine was never satisfied with purely personal en-^ 
joyment; she was essentially a lady in its old-fashioned, 
Saxon meaning — the Hldfweardige,.the bread-keeper — only 
she liked to break her loaf with others, to be perpetually dis- 
pensing largesse. I have often heard her groan over the bur- 
den of her own wealth. ' There is too much/ she would say 
piteously/ there is far too much for Virginia and me to spend 
on our two selves. We have neither of us any luxurious 
tastes — Virginia does not understand art, neither do I. We 
have no kin — what is the use of filling the Hall with beauti- 
ful things just for us to enjoy, when we do not know who is 

to succeed us. If ' but here her face clouded, and a sort 

of wistful look came into her eyes, but she did not finish her 
sentence — ' If she had married and had children/ is that what 
she would have said ? 

Aunt Catherine had resumed her natural manner now, she 
even volunteered to be more explicit. 

* I know you think me unsatisfactory this evening, Olga/ 
she observed by-and-by, when we had reached the Hall for the 
second time; 'but the fact is I am very much worried. Vir- 
ginia, poor dear, is a little unpractical. She and Dr. Lang- 
jEam insist on my having a companion during my stay at St. 
jCroix, and without aTuoment's hesitation I fixed on you; and 
now Virginia is unwilling that you should be told tne object 
of our journey. Perhaps, in my heart, I am as unwilling as 
she; but how are you to be any help or comfort to me if I 
may not repose confidence in you ? You will go your way 
ana 1 shall go mine, and there will be no question of pleasure 
for either of us; when you see me worried you will not ven- 
ture to question me, and as for me, my lips will be closed. 
" Why need we tell any one ?'* that is all she says — ^you know 
; Virginia's way.' 

I must confess I was somewhat hurt at this. They were 
so much to me, these two dear women, and I was so much to 
them; and now Mrs. Lyndhurst had judged me to be un- 
worthy of their confidence. I was only a girl, only Qlga, it 
was safer to be silent! 

Aunt Catherine looked in my face, and r. ad my thoughts. 

* No, you are not unworthy of our confidence/ she said 
quickly; * if you are young you are reliable. Virginia knows 
that as well as I do. But there a/e difliculties, complications: 
it is a troublesome sort of business — ^you must let me think 
over it quietly. If I make up my mind that it is necessary 
to tell you, Virginia will have to yield, for I shall go only on 
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my own t^nns. I think, after ally the chief difficulty consista 
lin my own reluctance to tell a painful Btory/ 

Of course, after this there was nothing more to he caid, and 
t was ready to so to St. Croix in passive ignorance if she 
wished it. Notning could^ really cloud the pleasure of our 
intercourse. I was not parti ^ulariy curious hy nature^ or given 
to meddle in other folks' husiness, whatever Jem might in- 
sinuate to the contrary; so I only begged Aunt Oatherme not 
to disturb herself. * Whatever you decide will be right/ 1 ob- 
served conclusively, when at liast I bade her good*by, 

I wanted Jem to be the first to hear my wonderful pieco of 
news, but to my disappointment he was playing tennis with 
Hubert, and Kitty was sitting in her long cane chair outside 
the drawing-room window watching them. She was wrapped 
in her favorite gray woollen shr^wl, and looked very tirea and 
bored. I knew just as well as though I had heard him that 
Hubert had coaxed her to put away her work and rest a little 
— ^he had made her believe that he would en^'Dy his pame all 
the more if she were looking on, and it was not in her wifely 
soul to refuse compliance with his request after such a com* 
pliment. 

' Forty— love,' shouted Jem, for he always beat Hubert, and 
then he waved to me with his racquet, and Kitty looked up 
at me with a dubious sort of smile. 

* You might have told me you were goinff to the Hall,' were 
iier first words as I sat down beside her. 

^ Mi^ts ' and ^ ousfhts ' made up a great part of Kitty's con* 
versation. 

^ I was in the Surprise when Jem brought me Aunt Gath- 
ieHne^s message,' was my suave answer, for I could atford to 
be good-natured this evening, 'and it was too much trouble 
to come up to the house. Jem told you where I was sone ?' 

* Yes, Jem told me when I was tired of wondering why you 
Bid not come in to tea. Of course, you are your own mis- 
Ifcress, Olffa' (I wish I were); 'but you might have thought I 
should hke to send a message.' <A second 'might,' now for 
an 'ought.') *I wish you were more thoughtful in little 
things.* 

I took no notice of this dignified rebuke, which m^nt thp.t 
Kitty would have liked an invitation too. 

' It is such a warm evening,' I observed carelessly, ' how can 
you muffle yourself in that shawl ? ' 

' I am never warm now,' she replied, and sne actually shiv- 
ered as she spoke. 'Hubert wanted me to sit out here; but I 
would much rather go hi— I have not half finished my work;' 
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t)ut here she caught Hubert's eye, or more tmly, the gleam 
of his eyes through his spectacles, and nodded and smiled ^ 
him in her old sprightly way. 

What a pretty creature sjie Tiad been when Hubert first 
brought her home 1 Even now, when anything pleased hrr 
and die looked bright and animated, and the color came to 
her lace, and her eyes got dark and big^ she reminded me of 
the Kitty of old. I do not believe Hubert noticed the 
change in her; he admired her as much as ever in his simple, 
honest way. I have seen him gazing at her through his 
spectacles in the most lover-like manner; and,, to do her 
justice, she admired him just as much in return. 

'I wish Hubert played as well as Jem,' she said rather 
disconsolately, as another 'fifteen— ^thirty ' reached our ears. 
'Jem has b^en beating him all the tiine, and yet Hubert is so 
iond of the game.' 

'I don't believe Hubert minds being beaten. He knows 
Jem is a crack player, as Hany calls xiim. He should not 
play single against Jem; they are not evenly matched. Mr. 
Cunningham is a better opponent for Hubert' 

*I should like him to win one game,' returned Kitty 
rather pathetically, as her eyes followed the two players. 'I 
dare say you think me foolish, but you will understand it 
yourself, one day, how one likes one's husband to win.' 
' * Even in a game,' rather sarcastically, f qr I thought pathos 
!a little out of place here 

To bring strong feelings into the trifling amusements of life 
seemed to me as wise as children playing at soldiers with 
real swords; we should be sure to cut and wound each other 
all day long. But, then, Kitty never liked Jem to excel in 
anvthmg. It was my private opinion that she shut her eyes 
wilfdlly to Hubert's slowness, and that she 'made believe/ 
as children say, that he was the wisest and cleverest of 
men; 

I thought it better to change the subject, lor really Jem* 
was playTng splendidly. His Tithe, agile figure seemed liter- 
dly w) bound over the grass; he. never seemed to miss a ball. 
Hubert was blundering more than usual; so I distracted 
Kitty's attention by teuing her of Aunt Catherine's proposi- 
tion. 

She listened to me in silence. 

* You are a very fortunate girl, Olga,' she said, when I had' 
finished my recital; * people always seem to take a fancy to; 
you; ' and here she paused and looked at me in a critical sort 
^of way. 
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* I wonder why people take a fancy to you ? ' was evidently 
her unuttered thought. 

'I am sure I don't know/ was my careless answer; hut 
Kitty started and colored as though I had read her truly. 

' Of course, vou are very nice, dear,' she went on, with ready 
repentance. ^When I was a girl people took a fancy to me 
too; hut that is so long ago.' 

' You were so pretty that people could not help falling in 
love with you.* 

* Well, I suppose not,* was her candid answer; for, with all 
her faults, Kittjr was singularly devoid of vanity. She' liked 
Hubert to admire her, hut, with that exception, she cared 
little for compliments. * But many people think you are nice- 
looking, too, Olga — ^thai is, when you take pains with your- 
self.* 

' Thank you, Kitty,* I returned gratefully, for 1 knew that 
she had done her utmost for mo in that, sentence. My glass 
had long ago told me that I wad no beauty, and Jem's brotherly 
frankness nad not left room for doubts. 

' Hubert is the only good-looking one of. the family,' ho 
said once ; ' for a girl you are very sonao; your complexion is all 
right, but your upper lip is too long, and your nose is just 
what a nose ought not be, and your forehead is too high. I 
like a forehead to be like Clyt^'s, low and broad. Yes, your 
eyes are nice — ^but there, what does it matter ? we are all aa 
fond of you as though you were a daughter hi Venus,' and 
after this speech I had no farther illusions on the subject o| 
my personal beauty. 

'Aunt Catherine is anxious to know if you can spare me,1 
I went on, for Kitty seemed in such a comfortable frame of 
mind. Unfortunately this seemingly harmless remark grazed 
her sensibilities too closely. I knew by the way she pursed 
up her pretty little mouth — Kitty had such a pretty mouth 
^that sne was thinking of Jem's unlucky speecn. 

' Do you think I should allow my selfish considerations to 
stand m your way, Olga ? I wonder what Jem would say if 
I deprived you of such a treat; all the same,* relenting visi- 
bly, * I shall miss you dreadfully, and so will the poor chil- 
dren. I think you have spoilt us by being so good to us.* 

Could I believe my. ears ? 

* Do you really mean that you will miss me, Kitty ? that 
sounds almost too nice to be true.* 

' Have I been such an unkind sister that you do not be- 
lieve in my affection ? I did not think you would htfve mis- 
understood a few sharp speechen/ and here there were actu- 
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ally tears in her eyes. 'I have always been fond of you, Olga 
— always; you Jiave such nice ways with the children, and 
you never seem to think anything a trouble. Of course it is 
very dull for you here— Hubert says so sometimes. You are 
clever, and I am not a companion for you; but I want to do 
my best for you, and so does Huberl;^ and he is goodness it- 
self, although he is not Jem.' 

Now what could I do but kiss her and tell her that she was 
a dear little soul, and that of course I was as fond of her rs 
possible ? and so I was, though she never gave me any real 
comfort. Very sensitive people always remind me of a hedge- 
hog: there is no going near them without pricking one's self 
against their bristles. 

* What has become of Hugh ? ' I exclaimed, after we had 
gone through this little scene of reconciliation. I always 
thought Kitty loved scenes. 

' He is learning his imposition in the school-room. He did 
his lessons very badly tnis afternoon, and so Hubert kept 
him in.' 

I sighed; poor little Hugh was so often kept in^-he had 
inherited his father's slowness. Hubert had been stupid as 
a child. I wonder why the parents did not remember this; 
kind as they were to all their children, they were disposed to 
be hard on Hugh. He was my favorite. Wilfred was a dear 
little fellow, and the twins, Jessie and Mab, were bright, 
pretty little girls, but none of them came up to Hugh in my 
estimation. He was such an unselfish, tender-hearted boy, 
so devoted to his parents and to his brother and sisters. I 
have known him go without things— his share of fruit or 
sweets — ^that the twins might have more; perhaps he was not 
clever, but he was the most perfect little gentleman — no one 
ever heard him say a rough word; all the pupils were fond 
of him, because he was always ready to do them a service; in 
his childish way, for he was only nine, Hugh had a passion 
for service. 

Poor Hugh shed many tears over his own stupidity. He 
could not learn as quickly as other boys of his age, and I used 
to fancy that Hubert was a little exacting; his boy's lack of 
brains seemed a reproach to himself. I used to speak to 
Kitty sometimes on the subject, but I never could get her to 
see with my eyes. In the first place, she would have to blame 
Hubert, a piece of presumption that never entered her head; 
a id in the second place, she would have to take her son's part 
against his father — an equally impossible proceeding; so she 
ni^ovo oiionned m© with the same speech; 'Hubert knows 
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best; it is not for mo to interfere with my husband/ For 
Kitty always got the best of an argument: when every means 
failed, she rolled herself round in certain stereotyped femi- 
nine aphorisms, much as the hedgehog afore-mentioned 
transforms himself into a dust-colored, spiky Sail; and ' Hubert 
knows best ' clinched the most obstinate discnsaion. 



CHAPTER IV. 

AK EVENING AT FIRCBOFl?. 

* I do believe, that there ought to be more interest in humanity, 
and more i)ower of throwing one^s self into the mind of every one, so 
that no visit should appear dull.'— Rbv. Fbedebick Robertson. 

Just at this moment Hubert threw up his racket with a -de*- 
spairing groan, but Jem promptly and figuratively patted 
him on the back. 

' Cheer up, ol(^ miEin; you will do better next time. Yote 
did not play so badly last set/ 

' It is no use playing against this fellow,' observed Hubert^ 
ruefully; 'he has beaten me hollow, as usuaL Never mindji 
I will have my revenge yet/ 

'All right/ returned Jem cheerfully, as he threw himself 
down on the grass by my side, looking quite cool and fresh 
in comparison with Hubert's flushed face. * Well, what have 
you two young women been talking about all this time ? ' 

*1 was just going to ask the same question/ put in Hubert, 
who had taken possession of the sole remaining chair. 

Now we were both of us longing to tell the same story. I 
— because it was my own peculiar and legitimate piece of 
property — ^being both eye and ear witness of the whole afPair; 
Mnd Kitty-^because she always liked to mondpolize Hubert's 
attention—and to be the channel throu^ which he should 
receive all interesting communications. Knowing this pecu- 
liarity of Kitty, and being bent on being the spokeswoman 
on the present occasion,! commenced at racing speed; not 
withstianding which, Kitty's interpolations tripped me up 
everv minute much as follows: 

' Oh, Hubert, I have such a delightful piece of news to teU 
you I Do listen, Jem, and idon't tear my new print gowA with 
your clumsy foot/' 
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' Yes, indeed, I call it a piece of good fortune, Hubert.* 
from Kitty. 

/Aunt Catherine is going to St. Croix on business — * 

' Most important business,' corrected Kitty. 

'And she nas asked me to accompany her.' 

'And Olga will not have a farthing of expense. Think of 
that, dearr 

' Somp friends of theirs, the Milners, have let their house 
Id Aunt Catherine for three months.' 

'But we could not spare Olga all that time, could we? 
and, indeed. Miss Sefton would not require her nearly so 
long/ from the irrepressible Kitty. 

But I frowned her down, and went on : 

' St Croix is a lovely place, about two miles from the town 
of St. Genette, and the house is delightfully situated; but 
Aunt Catherine would not describe it to me. And there -are 
several nice English families, only Aunt Catherine says she 
will have no time for visiting, and she haB particularly de- 
sired the Milners not to ask their friends to' call.' 

' I am afraid that will be a little dull for Olga; she does bo 
love society.' 

'Aunt Catherine purposes to start early next month, and I 
am to get my things ready; and she hopes, Hubert ' 

' Of course you can have no objection, dear ? Olga is her 
own mistress, and it will be such a nice change for her.* 

' Dear me, Kitty, I think you had better finish -yourself, 
for Hubert is staring at us both as though he were utterly 
bewildered,' which was the fact — ^he was looking at us blankly 
through his spectacles; his slow comprehension had evid^itly 
not groped its way to a full understanding. 

' I thmk if you were to talk one at a time- ' he sbX'1 



And then Jem gave me such a look! He once observed,^ 
rather profanely, in my hearing, that he wondered Hubert 
had been ordained at the usual age, as he must have been 
twice as long as other men in making up his mind about the 
Articles of the Christian Faith, ' though I will say this for 
him,' finished the irreverent boy, ' that when he hai once set- 
tled what to believe, he would stick to it for the rest of his 
life.* 

'Poor old duffer!' Jem's look said so plainly that I burst 
out laughing, and Kitty looked a little offended. I knew by 
the way she bridled her neck and elevated her little white 
chin, tnat no amount of pressure would induce her to say an- 
other word on the subject; so, as Jem afterward remarked* 
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I had nnr innings, and could put tlio whple matter plainly 
before Hubert. He was very much pleased when he fully 
understood it all, and exprc^sscd himself as being very grate- 
ful -to Aunt Catherine for her kindness to mo. 

' She is a good creatu're/ he observed feelingly, ' and I an\ 
very much obliged to her.' 

' She is a darling! ' ejaculated Jem, under his breath.^ 

' I think we ought to call at the Hall and thank her, Kitty> 
Will you go with me to-morrow afternoon, my dear, and thed 
we can inquire after Mrs. Lyndhurst ? ' 

' I think you had better go alone, Hubert,' returned Kitty,^ 
with a touch of her old plaintiveness. *I am afraid -I am 
out of favor at the Hall, for they never ask me now. ^j he 
only one they want is Olga^—they make that veir evident.' 

'Stuff — nonsense!' broke from Jem's lips. He was never 
tolerant of Kitty's morbid fancies. ' You are a pretty sort of 
clergyman's wife, Kitty, to let your husband pay all his pas- 
toral visits alone. I thought a clergyman advocated charity, 
and all that, sort of thing, and here you are harassing the 
qurate-in-charge with doubts about his parishioners. I will 
wager my best hat that Miss Sefton, and Af rs. Lyndhurst, too, 
will be delighted to see you to-morrow. If I were you, Hu- 
bert, I would make her go. What is the good of being a hus- 
band if one can't order one's wife about ? ' 

Strange to say, Kitty did not take umbrage at this plain] 
speech, though Hubert looked alarmed at Jem's audacity. 

^Of course I shall go if Hubert wishes it,' was all she said ; 
anci Hubert looked as delighted as though she had paid him 
the choicest com|)lhnent. It was such a pity Hubert had so 
little tact. iTe did not in the least understand how to man- 
ago Kitty. In spite of her little tempers and tiresome ways, 
she was a good little creature at the bottom. Jem wouldj 
have made her a much better husband; he would have tyran-j 
nized .over her in a good-natured way, and rooted out all her 
fancies, and dominated her for her own good, and there would' 
have been an end of all these wearv discussions and misuiv. 
derstandings. . 

The gong sounded as we reached this point in our conversa-' 
tion, and^ we could hear the young men racing dowri the 
passages on their way to their rooms. 

' We must go and change, Jem,' and Hubert started up,' 
and Kitty and I followed them more leisurely. 

But I had not forgotten poor little Hugh, and I hurried 
up to the schoolroom to see now he was getting on with his 
imposition. Contrary to my expectations. I heard voices^ and 
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on opening the door I was surprised to see Harry and Yivian 
sitting on the schoolroom table with Hagh's slate in his hand^ 
and Hugh standing beside him with a radiant face. 

' Oh, thank you so much, Mr. Vivian; I quite understand 
it now.' 

'AH right, little 'un; now go and show it to your goTernor.' 

And then he caught sight of me, and jumped up with a 
Loyish blush on his face, as though he had been discovered 
in some wrong-doing. 

' Have you been helping Hugh, Mr.* Vivian ? That is very 
good of you.' 

'Yes; isn't he awfully kind, auntie? He has been here 
ever so long showing me how to do my lesson.* 

' Well, it. was hard lines on him, poor little chap, being 
mewed .up on such a lovely evening. Now, do as I tell you, 
Hugh : go and show your imposition to Mr. Leigh, and then 
run out in the garden.' 

And Hugh, with a grateful look at his friend, tucked his 
books under his arm, and ran downstairs to his father's 
dressing-room, • 

' I wish Mr. Leigh were not quite so strict with the little 
fellow,' observed Mr. Vivian, as soon as he found himself 
alone with me. ' I beg your pardon if I am saying too much, 
but I always think both he and Mrs. Leigh are rather hard 
on the boy ; they don't give him credit for his good inten- 
tions. He does his work to the best of his ability, and we are 
not all blessed with the same amount of brains.' 

* I agree with you,' I assented warmly; 'thank you so much 
for helping the poor child. I am quite as grateful to you as 
he is.' 

'Nonsense; I liked doing it, don't you know. I have not 
forgotten how a boy feels under these circumstances. Must 
you go. Miss Leigh ? What have you been doing all the after- 
noon — taking a walk with Rollo ? ' 

'I am going to leave Rollo in a week or two; will you be 
Tery good to him in my absence ? ' and I gave Mr. Vivian a 
hasty sketch of my plans. His face fell at once. 

' 1 ou are going away. Miss Leigh, and we do not break up 
until- the second of August — nearly a whole month without 
you ; what will Rollo and I do ? ' 

'You will do excellently well,' was my unfeeling reply. 
' Rollo will miss me, of course — dear old fellow — because he 
is my constant companion ; but, now I come to j;hink of it, 
why should I not talce him with me ? Miss Sefton will not 
xnjnd. Yes, Rollo shall go too; he shall take his first sea- 
3 
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voyage, an^ sea foreign life with his mistress. Oh, how de- 
lightful I ' and T clapped my hands in pure girlish glee. 

'You care more about that dog than you do for the whole 
of us put together,' returned Mr. Vivian reproachfully. * You 
are so different to other girls; one cannot make the least im- 
pression on you.' * 

'Au revoir, monsieur,' I replied lightly, making him a pro- 
found curtsey, and the next minute I was in the passage. 

We all liked Harry Vivian, he was such a nice, gentlemanly 
boy — young man, I suppose I ought to say, for he was twenty. 
He had been in bad health for some years, and this had re- 
tarded his education ; but since his recovery he had made up 
for lost time, and was now working to some purpose. Hubert 
was in hope that he would be ready for his matriculation in 
a few months. He and Jem were great friends; they had the 
same tastes and opinions. I liked him immensely; indeed, 
I preferred him to the other two pupils. Mr. Campbell was 
handsome, but he was decidedly stupid ; and Mr. Cunningham 
was unpleasantly rich, and thought too much of himself in 
consequence; # but Harry — I called him Harry to Jem^was 
always nice and gOod-natured and ready to do kind things, 
and if only he would not try to make pretty speeches ; but 
that was so like a boy, and I suppose he could not. help his 
nature — only it sometimes gave me a good deal of trouble to 
keep him in proper order. I could not help laughing, as I 
dressed myself, at the remembrance of his long face. ' Nearly 
a whole month without you! ' Poor boy! I am the only girl 
about, so he thinks he is obliged to fall in love with me. 
How Jem would chaff him if he knew; but he is too nice a 
boy, and I will kfeep his little secret for him. Why, Kitty 
had half a dozen lovers before she was eighteen, and I am a 
whole year older, and, with the exception of Hirry Vivian, 
no one has ever paid me a single compliment; but 'when a 
person has too long an under lip and a nose that is everything 
a nose ought not to be,' recalling Jem's severe criticism, ' that 
fact need excite no special wonder;' and in this philosophic 
frame of mind I finished my toilet. 

The* dinner-hour afe Fircroft was always the most wearisome 
to me in the twenty-four. Hubert's bland conversation, some- 
what tinged with pomposity, seemed to cast a dead-weight 
over everything. His twofold character of pastor and master 
invested him with added dignity; and with Kitty in her 
pretty evening dress at the other end of the table, drinking 
m his words cf wisdom as though ho were Solon and Solomon 
combined, no wonder he seemed to expand with mingled im- 
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ertance and benevolence. I always sat between Hubert and 
r. Cunningham — a position I hated. If Hnbert's rounded 
sentences were not to my taste, Mr. Cunningham's remarks 
were even less so. I never knew a young man so entirely 
satisfied with himself. He ought to nave married Miss Kil- 
manse^ with her golden )^g, for every word related directly 
or indirectly to what regenerate souls term filthy lucre. Ego- 
tism eked out with a stammer and an eye-glass had ^ittlo at- 
traction for me. 

'Have you heard from home lately, Mr. Cunningham?' I 
would remark, with an attempt to be gracious. 

* Yes — my — ^my — father wrote. He — he — has had a stroke 
of luck — ^made a pot of m-m-money lately;' and thereupon 
would follow some stuttering account of speculations or in* 
vestments which I did not pretend to understand, or anec- 
dotes of ' my hunter, my dogs, my people.* 

I never knew any one so fond of the possessive pronoun., 
When Jem was at home things were for better. He always 
sat opposite to me, and when Hubert was unusually prosy we 
would telegraph our amusement to each other, or Jem would 
strike into the conversation; he was the only one who dared 
to contradict the master of the house. 

* Come, come, we have had enough of these Greek fellows,' 
he would say; Hhey were precious ruffians, I can tell you. 
It is too bad to talk shop and hinder our digestion. Did you 
lee Roberts, of Merton, nas distinguished himself ? Ho was 
always a plucky one.' Actually the audacious boy would 
change the converse' tion after this fashion. Or ho and Harry 
Vivian, who always followed his lead, would begin a snarring 
match; witticism would follow witticism. It was droll to seo 
how Hubert looked through his spectacles trying to under- 
stand them. 

* What do you two fellows mean ?' he would ask helplessly. 
' I wish you would talk sonde, Jem.' 

* Only clever people can talk nonsense,' Jem retorted once. 
*If you would only try your hand at it for half an hour, Hu- 
bert, it would do you a world of good.' 

. *You have forgotten, then, the great Roman warning: 
''Nescit vox missa reverti'^' — that means, Olga,' with explana- 
tory courtesy, * that a word once uttered is irrevocable.' 

Jjem shook his head sorrowfully. 

*You are crushing butterflies with a garden-roller. Can't 
you find a lighter implement to brush the powder off our 
gauzy wings? Vivian looks quite depressed; ho is choking I 
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with conscious guilt. " Nescit vox missa reverti." My poor 
Harry! what is to become of all thy breezy jokes ?' 

* Keally, Jem/ and Hubert drew himself up in an offended 
manner, 'there are limits to everything — even to jesting;' 
for his feelings were hurt on perceiving his quotation had 
foiled to make its mark. But Jem contrived to soothe him. 
Q?he ^brothers were really attached to each other; but Jem 
could not always forbear a joke at Hubert's expense. I am 
afraid he and Harry delighted jn getting a^ ' rise out of him, 
&8 they called it; and really, to watch his puzzled expression 
over one of Jem's ridiculous jokes, was enough to make one 
^ie with laughing. No, the dinner-hour was never .dull when 
Jeim was at Fircroft. 

It was our habit — Jem's and mine, I mean — to' escape the 
tedium of the drawing-room circle as often as we cpuld, and 
retire to the garden, where Harry would join us. 

Hubert and Mr. Campbell generally played chess — a game 
jof which they were both passionately fond; but Hubert, who 
was a strict disciplinarian even in trifles, had laid down the 
law that music was a necessary part of every evening's enter- 
tainment. Mr. Cunningham played the flute atrociously, and 
Harry had lately taken lessons on the violin ; so Kitty or I 
w«re ip requisition as accompanists to these misguided voung 
men. To add to our misery, Mr. Campbell had recently dis- 
povered he had a fine bass voice. The adjective ' fine * was 
dubious; but, alas! the voice was undeniable, and the game 
of chess was often curtailed in order that Mr. Oampbell's 
sonorous notes might be heard and admired. 

Now,^a musical evening jnade to order, and with indifferent 
musicians, has always been my abomination of abominations; 
and yet I protest, by the shades of Beethoven and Handel, 
that I am a devput lover of music; but a cut-and-dried routine 
of badly-executed pieces, wherein the same faults recur every 
evening, was enough to sicken any one. Elitty was far more 
patient under the ordeal. 

' That's right, Kitty, my dear; you and Cunningham played 
that last piece very well. Bravo, Cunningham I that does you 
credit, really;' and Hubert, who had not the least ear for 
music, and whose nervous system was proof against any 
amount of diabolic squeaks and quavers, though even BoUo 
protested against them in his doggish way, would beam on 
the complacent youth who had just distinguished himself. 

^ I make a point of encouraging my pupils' musical tastes,' 
I h^ird Hubert once say to an anxious parent. * ' Nothing 
bu-monizes young men more, or better disposes them to d<> 
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inesticity. My wife and sister are accomplished pianists' 
(oh, Hubert, what a fib I though certainly Batty had a pretty 
touch), [and our evenings are delightful. We have the flute, 
the violin — auite an orchestra.' 

Who ever neard a flute in an orchestra, you silly fellow ? 

I was bent on making my escape this evening;, so I whis- 
pered to Jem as he opened the door for us after dinner: I 

* Get rid of Harry; I want you all to myself;' and he 
nodded in his quick way. 

Jem always understood me in a moment. I found him 
waiting for me in the hall a minute later. 

* Don't go in the garden, Olga,' he said; 'Campbell and 
Vivian are smoking their cigarettes out there. Let us take a 
turn in the Elm Avenue instead; no one will flnd us there;' 
and of course I consented to his proposition. 

We had so much to talk about that I am suro we walked 
miles before we had half exhausted the subject. Jem was 
full of my projected journey to Sti Croix — he always tcok an 
interest in my smallest concerns — and he wanted me to tell 
him everything Aunt Catherine had said. 

I was so full of my recital, and Jem was so nice and sym- 
pathetic, that I took no notice of where we were going; but 
all of a sudden I woke to full consoicnsness. The elms, with 
the slumbering rooks, were no longer over our heads [ we 
were walking down a side-path in the. Italian garden, and just 
before us was the Lady's Walk, looking more sombre and 
mysterious than ever in the moonlight. 

' Jem,' I remonstrated, * why have you brought me here ? 
You know nothing on earth wul induce me to enter the Lady 
Gwendoline's Walk.' 

* What nonsense, Olga! Do you me^n you are afraid to f^o 
there with me ? ' And Jem's voice had a touch of scorn that 
nettled me in spite of my nervonsnesr*. 

* I would ratner not. Don't be tii«6ome. Every one has 
his or her special fancy. I cannot bear that ghostly terrace. 

I always imagine Oh, Jem — Jem! what is that ?' * And 

I pinched his arm in my agitation, for, arf though my nervous- 
ness had found its actual embodiment, a white figure glided 
from behind the dark trees. Was it Ijady Gwendolme waiting 
for her Puritan lover, Ralph of the Iron-Heart ? ' Oh, Jem I ' 

'Hush, Olga! don't be a fool.' Jem was just a little rough 
with me because my paleness alarmed him. 'What a goose 
you are! don't you see it is Mrs. Lyndhurst ?' 

Mrs. Lyndhurst! I recovered in a moment. Of course it 
was Bhe« only she looked so strange and unlike herself. Her 
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blaok gown was hidden undor a looso white bnmoufli^ and she 
had drawn its hood over her gray Jiair, so that she really 
looked ^host-like in the moonlight. The next mmuko I 
begged Jem in a whisper to como avay. 

^Bo come, dear! She will bo co vexed if she thinks cho is 
watched. Annt Catherine has told mo so. She often takes 
solitary walks, and nothing annoys her more than for any one 
to follow and speak to hor. ifou know she is odd in her 
ways. She is coming toward us now; what shall we do ?' 

fiut Jem, with ready presence of mind, drew me behind a 
great flowering shmb, that completely hid us, though wo 
could just see through the branches. 

How I wished we were safe in our own Surprise I It was 
BO uncanny to be hiding there in the moonlight. Mrs. Lynd- 
hurst was coming toward us with a soft, gliding motion that 
conveyed no sound; "her pale face was paler than ever, and 
there was a fixisd look upon it, as though some sad thought 
dominated her. Just as she was opposite to us — opposite our 
hiding-place, I mean— she suddenly stopped and wrung her 
hands, as though with involuntary pain. 

* 0\ my sin ! ' we heard her say — ' will it never be condoned 
in this world ? Will there never bo an end of all this sus- 
pense and misery ? Only God knows! ' 

And then she turned away, and we heard such » heart- 
broken sigb. 

* Now. we can go,' whispered Jem eagerly; 'quick, Olga, 
before she turns.' And„ holding my arm tightly we ran 
lightly down the garden-paths and gained the avenue; but we 
neither of us spoke until the Hall was out of sight. 

* Oh, Jem! what does it mean ?* 

* Thkt is not for us to inquire,' was the unexpected response. 
* Poor woman, I always guessed that her life had an unnappy^ 
secret in it. I never saw sorrow more legibly written on any 
huihan countenance.' 

* I knew her husband was a bad man.' 

'Yes, we all know as much as that; but, Olga, we mus^ 
forget what has just passed. We must not even let our 
thoughts dwell oh it. Mrs. Lyndhurst imagined that she 
was Sone — you must remember that.* 

* But I can never forget her words, Jem.' 

'Perhaps not; but I do not mean to think about them. If 
I can, I will wipe them out of my memory. They shall bo to 
me as though tney had not been spoken.' 

I knew «fem had a keen sense of honor, but I never felt 
before how much he was above me in that respect, I am 
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afr^d women are often faulty in this respect. I do not 
mean by this that they vcild listen at doors, or Toluntarily 
intmde into other folks' conversation, but they are often 
wanting in the finer points of honor. I do not fancy a man, 
for example, would criticise his visitor as soon as the outer 
door closed on him, and yet I heard ladies discuss their 
friends in the most heartless way, and indulge in innuendoes 
at their expense. 

* Poor dear woman I Yes, we will forget all about it, Olga/ 
repeated Jem decisively, as we reached Fircrof t. 

But though I tried hard to follow this advice, I found it 
impossible. All that night, waking or dreaming, the words 
eeemed to haunt me: ' Oh, my sin! will it never be condoned 
in this world ? Will there never be an end of this suspense 
and miseiy ? ' and ' only God knows! ' seemed to echo and re-, 
echo through my brain. 



I CHAPTER V. 

'SHALL YOtr LET MB 00> MOTHER?' 

' In no relation does woman exercise so deep an influenoe, both 
immediately and prospectively, as in IMt of mother.'— Cabteb. 

Fuman nature is exceeding complex; it is many-sided and 
Proteus-like in its shifting transformations, 'i here is some- 
thing mysterious, almost oaffling, in seeing any one we know 
intimately under an entirely new aspect — the sudden meta-' 
morphosis startles and alarms our inner consciousness in 
much the same way that a flash of lightning dazzles our out- 
ward vision. The arrowy brightness of electricity illuminates 
the darkness, bringing sombre depths and unknown objects 
intp strange significance; but before we can grasp the mean- 
ing of the spectacle the weird effect is swallowed up in the 
blackness of vacancy. 

In the same way human nature suddenly reveals itself: in 
a moment some unseen force or agency, some combination of 
circumstances at once grotesque and terrible, asserts its power; 
with a «hock, an upheaval as of an earthquake, our foregone 
conclusions tumble about our ears, our preconceived ojjinions 
are thwarted — strangled. Nothing is the same, there is con- 
fusion, chaos, the old order changes ; then the turmoil sub- 
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sides — there is qniet, a cessation of strife; but to ns the calia« 
ness is ominoup— what has been may be aeaini 

It was in thu way that I thought of Mrs. Lyndhurst the 
next morning on waking; my girlish faith haa sustained a 
shock. Jem would haye scoffed at the idea of a few wild 
words altering my estimation of a person, but I could not 
take thenf lightly; to me they were pregnant with mysterious 
meaning — ^they. hinted at something chaotic, terrible. If only 
I could naye talked it over comfortably with Jem; if he could 
have reasoned my doubts away — ^but no, there was his ^sense 
of honor warning me off forbidden ground. On certain 
points Jem was inexorable. I knew him too well ever to 
nope that his reserve would yield to curiosity; it was no 
affair of his or mine; we had been innocent eavesdroppers, 
that*was all. Jem would have cried shame on me for letting 
my truant imaginations play about a neighbor's secret * Have 
you no sense of honor r he would have said, with crushing 
sternness, if I had- weakly applied to him for a solution. 
There was no comfort to be ^ot out of Jem on these sort of 
emergencies. If only I could follow his creditable example, 
and wipe out the memory of those words; but to me it was 
impossiole. All the world knew that Mrs. Lyndhurst was an 
unsatisfied, unhappy woman, but that she had sinned — no, 
impossible. It was th^t word ^ sin ' that haunted me, and the 
despairing tone in which it had been uttered. 

i felt I could not ro up to the Hall; my looks would have 
betrayed my inwara uneasiness. I was a bad actor; Jem 
always told me so. I should have felt like a culprit before 
Mrs. Lyndhurst, and should have stammered over the 8im-> 
plest sentence; and in spite of her gentleness Mrs. Lyndhurst 
was very clear-eyed and observant. She was by no means 
indifferent to people's good opinion; she liked to stand well 
with her friends; any want of respect or consideration would 
have hut her grievously. 

'I suppose I had better not go to the Hall this afternoon,' 
I said rather tentatively to Jem, when I encountered him in 
the garden; but Jem refused to see the feeble bait I flung 
out to him. 

' I suppose not, as Hubert and Kitty are going,' he replied 
drily; ' tne^e is no need for the whole family to show up, is 
there ? ' and he went off without another word, the tiresome 
boy. Of course, he saw from my face that I was dying to 
taik to him, but I might as well have attracted a whale with 
a gaudy fly I such is masculine human nature and the man* 
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ners of brothers, that I belieye Jem thoroughly enjoyed dis- 
appointing me. 

But my morbid curiosily was not to be repressed, and on 
Kitty's return I followed her upstairs on some pretence or 
othelr. Kitty was not averse to my company, and she chatted 
comfortably about her visit, as she smoothed out the fingers 
of her gloves so skilfully thai they looked like new. It was 
a sort of education to watch Kitty at her toilet; she had won-* 
derfully methodical little ways. She had lost her parents 
when she was a child, and had been brought up by her grand- 
mother; all Kitty's prim habits had been inculcated by her 
aged relative, ^tty's room, her drawers, .are models of 
tidiness; she often volunteered to turn out my drawers and 
boxes, and reduce their chaotio consents to the came state of 
elaborate neatness — ^her lectures to me on this point were 
higUy 3dif}ring and amusing. 

' Well, it is a shame for girls to be untidy,' Jem once said 
when I retailed part of Kitty's lecture, giving it a humorous 
meaning. * Kitty is qnite right, and you ougnt to turn over 
a new leaf. A pretty sort of wife you will make, Olga I I 
guite pity the poor fellow who ever aspires to be my brother- 
in-law,' which was rude of Jem, imd a cowardly going over to 
the enemy. 

' Did you see tha ladies, Kitty ? ' for, in common with the 
whole of the village, ve always called them * the ladies.' 

^Yes; and Miss Sefton insisted on our remaining to tea. 
They were nicer than usual, very kind and friendly, only 
Mrs. Lyndhurst looked dreadfully ilL I never saw her face 
Ao pinched and white. Hubert noticed it; he spoke to me 
directly we left the Hall. " How wretched Mrs. Lyndhurst 
looks 1'' thai; was what he said.' 

' You and Hubert generally think alike, do you not ? * But 
taere was no sarcastic meaning in m^ question. 

Kitty took it seriously, as usual. 

' When I first married I thought husbands and wives were 
bound to think alike/ she said quietly, as she tried to smooth 
her dark, curly hair. Kitty's hair would ripple into sofb 
little curls and waves above her forehead, though she vainly 
tried to repress them; bufc bae might as well have tried to 
straighten Girlie-gar's curly crop. 'I was so young, you 
know, Olga, and so dreadfully inexperienced. Why, I was 
only twenty when dear little Cecil died, for Kitty had lost 
her first baby, and it had been a great sorrow to her. 'I re- 
member !>ow hard I tried to agree with everything Hubert 
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said; bnt it was no nse^ one must have one's own opinions, so 
I gave it up/ 

* I am glad you were so sensible/ 

'I did not become so for a long time/ with a faint sigli; 
'girls are dreadfully silly. Hlibert cured me at last, but I am 
not going to tell you how; you will find it out for yourself 
some day, when you are married. I think I like disagreeing 
with Huoert now and then, because he takes so much trouble 
to bring me round to his opinion, and there is the pleasure 
of giving in at the end.' 

'And it would be too matter-of-fact to think alike on every 
point?' 

' Of course * — with a knowing nod — ' too humdrum alto- 
gether; I am afraid' — penitentTy — 'I often give Hubert a 
great deal of trouble with my little tempers ; but he is so dear 
and patient that it makes me love him all the better.' 

I pondered over this wifely speech, which Kitty made with 
a good deal of feeling; then I shook my heac'. 

^ If I had a husband,' I remarked, ' I should wish to be per- 
fect in his eyes. I should not allow him to see my faTilts 
more than I could help.' 

' That sounds rather fatiguing, Olga, as though one were to 
be in permanent full-dress. One could not Keep that up, 
you know; there would be a break-down soon/ 

* Do you think so ? ' doubtfully. 

1 am sure of it. Why, my dear, two people cannot live 
together without a good deal of friction, without rubbing 
against each other's angles. Men are so dreadfully tiresome, 
you see; they are obtuse, and do not notioe little things, and 
that aggravates a woman. They want you to think them 
perfect; and if you point out a defect, well, they are as hurt 
as possible, and yet they will lecture you for half an hour at 
a time, and tell you not to do this and how to do that; and 
they expect you to listen with a smile on your face, and if 
you turn the least bit cross they are off in a moment, and 
think you unreasonable and ill-tempered.' 
' I am sure Hubert is not one of those men/ 
' How do you know ? ' turning on me quite sharply; ' he 
has his little faults like other people; he can be dense, too, 
and misunderstand one. Not that I have not often given 
him a bit to bear,' with another sigh, 'and of course it was 
oftener my fault than his. I know that as well as you do, 
Olga; for I quite understand what your hint implies, and 
what you and Jem think— that I have never been good enough 
for Hubert/ 
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Oil, good graciotis! I was in for it bow; but fortunately 
Kitty only grazed the dangerous points and went off ait a 
tangent. 

'1 dare say you are both of you right, and I am an uncom- 
fortable sort of person to live with; but I cannot help my 
nature, and Hubert seems happy enough. Well, we won t 
talk about that any more, though I do wish I were different, 
for all your sakes/ 

'My dear Kitty, I don't believe Hubert wants you to be 
different; he is far too fond of you/ 

She broke into a little smile at this. 
. 'Hubert is my husband, so of course he is good to mo; but, 
OJga/ looking at. me wistfully, 'I wish you and Jem under- 
stood me bettor. You don't know,' her voice trembling, 
' how hard it is never to feel well, or as stroiig as other people. 
It makes me fanciful. I remember when 1 never ailed any- 
thing — ^when life was just beautiful to me. I never thought, 
then that I should ever come to feel as I do now.' 

'Are you feeling worse than usual, Kitty ? ' I asked, some- 
what troubled at this. 

' No; I am neither better nor worse. It is the same every 
day. Dr. Langham says it is want of vitality. I suppose he 
is right. I try not to trouble Hubert more than I can help. 
I do not like him to know how tired and good-for-nothing I 
am; he has enough on his mind without that.' 

' I ought to help you more,' I began, feeling rather coi^- 
Bcience-stricken ; but Kitty would not allow me to go on. 

" You do help me, Olga, and I would not willingly monop- 
olize your time. This is your reason of pleasure,' looking at 
me kindly; 'I have had my time. Yes, indeed, I have much 
to be thankful for. Hubert is good to me, and I have the 
children. Perhaps if I were stronger I should enjoy my life 
more, but we are not sent into the world for our own enjoy- 
ment,' finished Kitty, with vivid recollection of last Sunday's 
sermon. 

We had wandered far away from Mrs. Lyndhurst, and I 
dare not return to the subject, especially as Kitty seemed 
disposed to moralize; but all at once she cnanged the subject 
somewhat abruptly. 

' We have settled about your trip, Olga. Miss Sefton wants 
you to get your things ready at once. I suppose you will re- 
quire a new dress ; your summer tweed is rather shabby.' 

' I am ^ot sure that I shall buy anything,' rather dubiously. 
'I have spent my quarter's allowance already.' 

'What a pityl' Kitty had quite recovered herself now. 
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'If only my things would fit you I Hubert made me get that 
gray govn and jacket, and I haye not worn them more than 
three times; but vou are too tall/ regarding me ruefully, for 
Kitty was one of the most generous of beings, and would 
have strippe(i^ herself^ of her pretty things willingly. ' So it 
is no good thinking about that; you must just ask Hubert 
for a cheque; tell him from me, if you like, that you must 
have a new tweed dress and jacket and a hat to match. Miss 
Sefton must not be disgraced by your shabbiness. He is in 
his study now. Why don't you go to him and get it over, • 
and then we can buy the dress to-morrow ? ' 

This was sensible advice, and after a minute's hesitation I 
resolved to follow it. Perhaps Kitty saw the reluctance witli 
which I made up my mind, for she patted me on the shoulder 
kindly and said : 

' You need not be afraid ; Hubert is sure'to give you what 
you want; he is always generous.' » 

Perhaps it was my pride; but I did so hate to ask for 
money. So I marched into the study in rather a shamefaced 
way. To add to my embarrassment, Hubert was making up 
parish accounts, and looked up with rather an annoyed air at 
the interruption. 

'What do you want, my dear? This is Friday evening, 
and I am extremely busy — ^will not the business keep until 
another time ? ' 

' Oh yes, of course, Hubert, only Kitty wanted me to come; 
It is about money; but I can wait verv well until to-morrow.* 

'No, no; perhaps you had better tell me now,' he returned 
fussily; 'but Kitty might have remembered; it is rather in- 
considerate to interrupt me just now,' and then he leant back 
in his chair and took off his spectacles and regarded me in a 
reproachful way as I stammered out mv request. He was 
still shaking his head over Kitty's want of consideration as he 
wrote out the cheque and handed it to me. 'Another time 
please cio not choose Friday evening,' he said with mild in- 
sistence. 

I had gained my point; but, in spite of his rebuke, I lin- 
gered a moment to ask after Hugh, who had been missing all 
the afternoon. 

' Do you .know where he is, Hubert ? ' I ventured. , 

Hubert's f ussiness vanished, and heput on at once his stem 
IBchoolmaster's air at the mention of Hugh's name. 

'He is in his own room. I sent him there a couple of 
hours ago. He had to do his sums over again. His work 
has been disgraceful this week— absolutely disgraceful I I 
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&m beginning to think he needs competition. We seem at a 
dead-lock at present. He must go to school. Vivian thinks 
SD too; only Kitty is so against it; but it has come to this — 
that I cannot teach him any longer/ 

Hubert was walking about the room as he spoke. In men- 
tioning Hugh's name I was touching on a very sore point. 
His boy^s slow perception was a bitter humiliation to him. 
His parental pride suffered a martyrdom. I felt for him; 
but; all the same^ he was too hard on Hugh. 

' Oh, Hubert,* I exclaimed, ' do try him a little longer. 
You have no idea how hard he really works; only lessons are 
BOt BO easy to him as to other boys. I think it will break his 
heart to send him to school.' 

' He is breaking mine with his stupidity! * returned Hubert, 
so bitterly that I stood aghast to hear him. Hubert rarely 
spoke strongly about anything. 'I can do nothing with 
him. I talked to him yesterday for nearly half an hour about 
his bad preparation, and he promised to do better; and this 
morning his lessons were worse than ever, and his only, excuse 
was, one of his rabbits had died and put everything out of 
his head.' 

I half smiled. Hugh was very babyish for his age, but I 
knew he was devoted to his pets; but Hubert's stemneSB did 
not relax. 

' He is my greatest trial. It is hard to be punished in one's 
children. I thought I should have been so proud of Hugh — 
ho was such a bright little fellow once; but he must go to 
sclTool — I have made up my mind on that point. Where is 

Kitty ? I want to talk to her. These accounts must keep ' 

and Hubert stalked off, grim and melancholy, to find his 
wife. How I wished I had not mentioned Hugh! Now he 
would make Kitty miserable for the rest of the evening. 

I hesitated for a long time before I ventured to go in search 
of the culprit. When Hubert was in one of these moods it 
Was dangerous to go against him ; even Kitty did not dare to 
oppose him. Slow-natured men like Hubert let their wrath 
smoulder unperceived for a long time; but when they are 
once at white heat, they are not eacily mollified. His very 
love added fuel to his anger. Hugh's punishment was likely 
to be commensurate with his father's disappointment. After 
a time I took courage and crept up to Hugh's room. I could 
hear the click of spoons and cups in the schoolroom as I 

Csed — the children were having tea. I wondered if nurse 
remembered Hugh. The room felt hot and close as I 
entered it, and Hugh was stooping over his books in the hot- 
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test comer. He looked np at me piteonsly as I entered, and 
then put down his head on the table and sobbed. 

' Oh, Aunt Olsa, I cannot do xaj sums! -My head is so hof, 
and the figures &nce about so'. I hare been trying for hours, 

and they will not come right, and father says Oh dear! 

oh dear I what shall I do ? ' and the poor little fellow cried as 
though his heart would break. 

*&ve you had your tea, Hugh?' 

' No— ^; father said I was to stop here until I had finished 
my sums.' 

I glanced at the hopeless array of figures and at the dog's- 
eared book, and then spoke with decision : 

'Don't cry any more, Hugh; it is babyish. Boys ought 
not to cry. Go and wash your face; sponge it well, and brush 
your hair; and I will bring you some tea. Why don't you 
open your window wide ? there, the room will be fresher so. 
!Now do as I tell you> and I will be back directly;' and I 
nodded cheerfully and vanished. Hugh was a great favorite 
with nurse, so she willingly supplied me with all I wanted, 
and even cut an extra large slice of cake. 

Hugh had finished hii ablutions when I returned; but he 
could not call up a smile even -at the sight of the cake. Still, he 
was veiT glad of the refreshing cup of tea, and I coaxed him 
to eat oy telling him an amusing story of adventure that I 
had just read. It was deliciousljr horrible — just what boys 
love, and the anxious puckers in his face relaxed involuntarily 
as he listened. 

' What a wonderful man he must have been. Aunt Olga! 
I should like to be a traveller when I grow up. Father says 
I shall never make a clergyman, because I can't do my Latin, 
and this morning he said J should not even do for a bnsiness 
man,' and here his chest heaved ominously. ' I know I did 
my lesson badlv; but I had to bury poor little Guddy — ^you 
know Cuddy, the white rabbit yoti liked so. He was such a 
pretty little fellow. Something poisoned him, and I found 
nim dead this morning, and Mr. Vivian made a coffin for 
him, and we had a funeral, and the old gray rabbit had 
a crape bow, and ' but I sternly checked tnese reminis- 
cences. 

'We will talk by-and-by, Hugh; but it is getting l^te, and 
I want to help you with those sums — at least, I w3l' explain 
the principle, and you must work them out yourself.' 

Hugh nodded, and sat staring at me with his beautiful 
eyes, trying with all his might to understand my instruction^ 
but it was Jiard work. I could comprehend Ilubert'^ fit ox 
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disgnst and impatience. Hugh was dreadfully filow. We 
' succeeded at last, but not before Hugh complained that his 
headache had returned ; so I persuaded him to go to bed. 

* I will put the books in your father's study/ I said; *but 
there is no need for you to come downstairs. You have 
worried yourself into a fever. You see, the sums were not 
80 difBcult after all.' 

' You made it all so easy. You explain things so nicely, 
auntie. Oh, if I were only as clever as you and mother! I 
wonder what makes me so stupid ? Do you think I was born 
80 ? It is not really naughtiness, as father thinks; it Is not, 
really, Aunl Olga.' 

I told him that I was sure of that, and he looked a little 
happier at this assurance, and |ust at this minute Kitty in- 
terrupted us. She was dressed for dinner; but I coula set 
from ner eyes that she had been crying. 

' Hugh has done his sums,' I observed hastily; - ' but his 
head aches, and I persuaded him to go to bed.' 

' My head does really ache, mother,' added Hugh anxiously. 

Kitty went up to him without a word and felt his forehead 
and hands; then she glanced at the empty tray; finally she 
sat down by his bed. Hugh, who adored his mother, threw 
his arms around her. 

'Are you Roing to stop with me a little?' he said joyfully. 
'Aunt Olga has been so kind. She showed me how to do my 
sums. I did try so hard, mother, only father will not believe 
it.' 

'Are you sure you tried, Hugli ? ' And then she continued 
sadly, 'You are making your father and me very unhappy. 
II don't think father has ever been so angry with you before. 
He says he cannot teach you any longer — that you must go 
to school.' 

The boy's arms fell away from her neck in a moment. He 
seemed to shrink into himself at this announcement. 

' Oh, mother! ' was all he said; but his tone touched Kitty's 
motherly heart. She was very tender with her children. 

'Father has tried his very best,' she said softly; 'but he 
feels it is all no use — that a stranger will teach you better. 
He has been talking to me about it, und I can see he means 
what he says!' 

' Shall you let me go, mother ? ' in a reproachful voice. 

'I must let you go,' she replied quietly; 'you are father's 

' boy as well as mine, and he knows what is best for you. I 

/ don't want to part with you, my darling,' as the boy lay 

' shaking with sobs, and she stooped over and kissed him very 
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lovingly; ' but I must help father to do his duty. He is not 
Bending you away because ne does not love you; but because 
he knows it will he best for you to learn with other boys.' 

The gong sounded at this moment, and I was obliged to 
go; but I left Hugh more comfortable. I knew Kitty would 
not leave him untu she had drawn the sting from his pain. 
Her maternal instinct was very strong. She was always at 
her best with her children. 

When I had finished dressing I stole to the half-opened 
door and peeped in. Kitty was on her knees beside the bed. 
She seemed speaking very solemnly, though I could not heai' 
the words. When she had finished, Hugh said : 

* Mother dear, won't you say another prayer, asking that 1 
may be a clever boy ? 1 often do.' 

' I don't think those sort of prayers help us, dear,' she re- 
turned gently. ' Perhaps it is God's will that you are not as 
quick as other boys of your age. It may be your trial; we 
all have our trials, Hugn. Onbr tiy to beliqve that father 
loves you as much as he does "Wilfred and the twins, and that 
we are only sending you away for your own good; and ask 
God to make you brave, and more willing to go — that is a 
much better prayer.' 

'Very well, mother. Now you must go down to dinner; I 
must not keep you any longer.' 

'Good-night, then, my dearest boy I' 

What put it into Kitty's mind to say that ? Was he, after 
all, her dearest, although at«times she had seemed hard to 
him ? I could fancy the happy smile on Hugh's face. The 
boy doted on his parents. If he could only bring himself to 
believe that he was as dear to them as their clever, sprightly 
Wilfred, he would be a far happier boy. 

I drew back from the door as Kitty came out; but I could 
not help kissing her for being so nice to Hugh. There was a 
wonderfully gentle expression on her face as she smiled back 
at me; but she did not speak, neither did I. 
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CHAPTEB Vf^ 

'the lady's WAIii/ 

**Ti8 life whereof our nerves are scant ; 
More life and fuller that we want. 
No heart in which was healthful breath 
Has ever truly longed for death.* 

WOBDSWOBTH. 

Hugh's cWldisb griefs Had banished the tragical recollec- 
tions of last night from my memory, but they revived wi.th 
added intensity when, later in the evening, a note arrividd 
from the Hall. Aunt Catherine was going to London ou 
business the next morning, and would be away the whole day. 
Mrs. Lyndhurst was more unwell than usual, and—here the 
words were underlined — would I take my work and spend the 
afternoon with her, and so shorten the hours of her loneliness ? 

There could be only one response to this. I was accustomed 
to these friendly demands ; it was auite a usual thing for me 
to sit with Mrs. Lyndhurst during ner sister's brief absences 
in town; nevertheless, for the first time I was unwilling to 
obey the summons. When I passed the note to Jem I looked 
at him meaningly and shrugged my shoulders, but his sole 
answer was a blank stare. This vexed me^ and I said with 
some degree of pettishness : 

* These visits to town are endless just now; it is rather a 
bore leaving home so much duiring your last week — don't vou 
think so?' 

' If Aunt Catherine wants you, I don't think we ougnt ta 
consider ourselves,' he replied in the most indifferent voice. 
That was the worst of Jem — he never would encourage what 
he called sentimentality; with alibis affection for me — and 
I believe he felt far more than he expressed — he always 
damped anything like effusion; lingering lea vetakings, terms 
of endearment, or unnecessary caresses were abhorrent to his 
somawhat stoical nature. 

Tnis little appeal that' vaguely implied a necessity for hirf 

presence did not touch him in tho least, and when I begged 

him rather urgently to keep himself free for th^ following 

afternoon, that we might have a nice long walk together, he 

4 
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returned dryly that Viyian had already^ boi&fid. hiin t(^ % 
bicycle trip. 
, This was too much for my philosophy;, 

* Oh, Jem, and we shall only hare two whole dayB toffeihex 
after that I' 

Jem put down his carving tools; he was^making a bi^ket' 
for Kitty, and looked at me with profpund anxiety. 

' Do you feel ill, Olga ? This is the first I have heard about 
it, but —with a glance at the timepiece — * it is not so very 
late, scarcely half-past nine, so I can easily go down for Dr. 
Langham/ 

' What do you mean ? ' I returned, utterly bewildered. 

Had J^m taken leave of his senses ? he was actually hold-^ 
ing my hand and fumbling at my pulse; but I wrenched it 
from him quite crossly. 

' I thouffht you were going to die or do something equally 
disagreeable, as we had only two whole days before us; it 
made m3 feel quite bad for a moment; ' and the tiresome boy 
sighed heavily, and took up his tools again. And then what 
did he do l)ut paraphrase Mrs. Hemans's exquisite little 
lament : ' Oh, call my sister back to me I I cannot play alone; ' 
but I would not listen to him. 

I am afraid I was decidedly cross with Jem that night — a? 
though he cared I I heard him laughing as I left the room. 
I would not say good-ni^ht to him. Yes, I made up my mind 
that that would be a fitting punishment for his hard-hearted- 
ness anc! want of feeling. I knew the resolution would cost 
me a good cry, for I was so fond of Jem that I could not bear 
to be angry with him for a moment, and I very seldom was; 
but his manner was decidedly trying this evening; and he 
must be taught th^t a sister had feelings. As I was still in 
the same humor lialf an hour afterwards, I went up to my 
room, taking no notice of Jem, who was still busy with his 
bracket; but a short time afterward there was a great ^ap 
against my door. It was a sound I knew well, most likely 
Rollo wanted some water; but when I opened it there was 
KoUo wagging his huge tail with an air of immense satisfac- 
tion, and holding a brown-paper parcel in his mouth, which 
he dropped at once at my feet. I eyed it gingerly. Could 
Harry aave dared ? I was quite afraid to touch it; it was so 

unpleasant giving back presents, and yet if I kept it ^but 

I was too sensible to thinK of doing such a thing. I hesitated 
60 long that Rollo whined and scratched at the parcel with 
his clumsy paw, as much as to say, ' Why don't you open it ? ' 
80. to Leep him quiet, I untied the etrinij. 
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But to" my delight it Was not from-Hariy at all; itVas 
actually from Jem. Oh, the dear fellow! it was his own 
handiwork, a pretty little carved box with a lock and key, 
that he had made to surprise me, most likely — his parting 
gift! It was quite- empty No, there was a folded paper in- 
side. I opened it eagerly — ^a copy of veirsesi ^ Oh, Jem, how 
delicious I ' 

<* Oh I call my brother back to me^ 
But do not call too loud. 
Poor chap I alas, I warrant thee 
He lies within his slii'oud I * 

and so on.^^ 

At this moment I heara a low whistle."^- Hollo heara it, foo^ 
for he pricked up his gloSsy ears and vanished. I followei 
and peeped over tlie banisters. Jem was coming lazily up- 
stairs with his candle, but he suddenly thought better of it,' 
and deliberately sat down on the staircase, while Rollo squat- 
ted on 1iis iiaunches beside him. In this position the most 
remarkable colloquy ensued. 

' I say, Rollo, old fellow, what's up with Olga ? ^ Tell us, 
there's a good chappie.' 

' Don't be vulgar, Jem,' in a hoarse voice; *' cjiappie^s " low, 
dear boy.' 

' Oh, shut up I none of that.' 

'Well,' still more hoarsely, ' mind your manners then; out 
I am sorry to tell you the missis is horribly cross.' 
» * No, you don't say so.'' _ 

'In a regular passion. "Rollo," says she, " where's tliat 
rude, unfeeling boy, Jem?" says she. "Talk of brothers, 
he's a regular bad one, ' says she, "and I should like to box 
his ears; but as I shall only have a brother for two whole days 

" and here she fetches out her handkerchief and cries 

awful.' 

'Awfully, Rollo, awf ullv I ' but here I <3ame upon Jem like 
a whirlwind ; and if, as he said afterwards, he had not had 
the presence of mind to blow out the candle, nobody would 
hava known what might or what might not have happened, 
for he was in imminent danger of strangulation. 

But in spite of his struggles and Hollo's wild barks of joy 
I managed to thank him my own way. 

He was quite limp and melancholy when I got him into 
my room at last, and looked at Rollo in a very feeling manner. 

' What a pity our nice little teie^-tite was interrupted,' he 
observed sadly; ..'my peculiar nature needs sympathy and 
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plenty of it—" what I takes I takes strong," as the charwoman 
observed when the cabman pressed her to take a glass of 
Bomethingj 'ot— that's the way the lower orders talk; "but, 
old chappie/' says she ' 

* Now, Jem, I will not have it — ^not a word more; it is no 
use your pretending to be vulgar — of course I understand 
what your ridiculous remarks meant.' 

* Indeed I' and Jem looked at me stolidly— such an absence 
of expression I never saw in any human face. 

* Yes, you wanted me to understand that these little matters 
of detail do n^t matter a bit; that I have got vou, and you 
have got me * 

' Observe how exquisitely worded,' groaned the incorrigible 
. Jem; *go ahead, Olga — ^you have got me and I have got you; 
all right, what comes next ? ' 

'This;' and then I did actually box Jem's ears, and he 
called out and RoUo barked furiously, and Hubert s voice was 
heard in the distance asking what on earth was the matter 
— were we going to wake the children ? And then Jem gave 
me a hasty kiss and fled. How I laughed when Rollo and I 
were left alone I Jem could be ridiculous when he liked, but 
all the same he meant to teach me a little lesson. 

Thi^ absurd scene had refreshed me, and I set off for the 
Hall the next day in much better spirits. I found Mrs. 
Lyndhurst in her private sitting-room, a small room on the 
first floor, with a window overlooking the Elm Avenue. It 
was not so handsomely furnished as the library, which was 
Aunt Catherine's special sanctum, but it was a pleasant room 
nevertheless; the furniture was old-fashioned, and the walls 
were covered with family portraits, but there was an air of 
coziness about it. Mrs. Lyndhurst was lying back in a low 
cushioned chair that she used as a lounge. As I entered she 
held out her hand to me with a beseeching look; it was a 
look that seemed to say a good deal — ^to claim, in a dumb sort 
of way, a large portion of forbearance and sympathy. I 
never knew eyes to express so much ; to-day they reminded 
me of some animal in pain; for the first time I felt confused 
as I met them. 

* You are very good to come so early, Olga,' she .aid, with- 
out noticing my embarrassment; 'will you take off your hat ? 
I see you have brought your work; that is nice. 1 have not 
been feeling myself for some days, so Catherine thought your 
company would be soothing. You see I am so used to you,' 
with an affectionate smile ; ' the society of some young people 
would make me restlesd, but I never feel so with you.' 
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TMa little compliment touched me. ' I always like oomv 
Ing lifire/ I rietunied graciously*' *Jem w^ilkM with me to 
thu door; he sent his ioyo to you; he 'was so sorry that you 
werehot well enoQgl\ to43ee hint: ^.Benn^tt told us so.' 
' 1 thou^t Mrsi Lyndhurst looAjad disturhed; her face 
clouded^ 

'Qiiite right; Bennett knew that I was not fit to tslk to 
yoang men. Jem is a nice boy — a very nice hoy; Catherine 
15 exceedingly fond of him. But no, I could not see him; it 
would have troubled me — it * 

She' passed her hand over her forehead as thoufi;h she were 
.tired or harassed; a sort of feebleness came into her face. I 
do not know how to deseribe the expression, but it dlwajB 
distressed me when she looked like thiftt, so I hastened to »et 
her mind at ease. 

* Jem quite understands — he never minds being sent. away. 
Perhaps you may be well'enoagh in a day cfr two to bid him 
good-by — he is going back to Oxford on Tuesday; oh, I am 
so sorry! Fircroft is never the same without Jem; ho is so 
full of life, he energizes so,, he puts spirit into one's daily ex- 
istence— -oh, I do not know how to Express it, but it seems to 
pervade the whole house.' 

'The other youn^ men will be still there, will they not? 
she said, smiling a little at my enthusiasm. 

* Yes, but they are just young men; nobody wants them. 
They are often m the way; younp men are so stupid. Per* 
hai)s Mr. Yivian is an exception. He is really nice; not at all 
insipid or slow, like the others; hut he is nqt Jem.' 

Vdm will not always be the first, Olga.' 

'Yes, indeed he will,' rather vehemently, for though of 
course I knew what Mrs. Lyndhurst meant — and why will 
middle^ged people always hmt at these sort of things ?— I 
felt confident in^my own mind that no one but Harry would 
ever think me attractive, or want to make love to me, and I 
should certainly never listen to him. Harry would never be 
anything but a nice boy to me. 

* Well, well, we shall see. Now, Olga, dp you feel inclined 
to read to me ? The box has come down from Mudie's, and 
there are some nice new books. You can choose any you likci' 

This was an unexpected treat. Mrs. Ljmdhurst did not 
often- ask me to read to her; but she seemed too fatigued to 
4;alk much, so I made my selection and- read aloud with the 
greatest enjoyment to myself, and, I hope, to her, until Mrs. 
Lyndhurst's maid brought up the tea. Marsden was a kind- 
hearted creature, and devotea to her mistress, and she always 
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seemed pleased to see me. She smiled as she placed the low 
table beside me and arranged the cups and saucers. 

' I am glad yon are able to come, ma^am/ she said pleas- 
antly, ' for my mistress seems a little low to^ay.' 

'That is no new thing,. Marsden/ returned Mrs. Lyndhurst^ 
who had overheard this. 

* It is none the better for being old, is it, ma'am ? and I am 
snre Miss Olga's company is always good for '"you. Young 
folk have cheerful ways with them. Will you ring for any- 
thing you want, ma'am ? ' 

And Marsden, with another benevolent look at us both^ 
withdrew. 

Making tea at the Hall was one of my minor luxuries; it 
was a pleasure to me to handle the beautiful Worcester cups, 
while the mere sight of the little melon-shaped silver teapot, 
with its rich chasing, and the quaint dumpy cream-jug, gave 
me a feeling of satisfaction. I was, like other girls, very 
partial to pretty things. It was so peaceful at the HaU this 
afternoon; only the hoarse cawing of the rooks broke the 
ttillness. The avenue looked as quiet as though it were a 
glade in an enchanted forest; patches of sunlight were 
chequered by faint purple shadows, while a zigzag of golden 
mist, shot through with radiant color, seemed to stretch be- 
tween the tree-boles like a fairy-ladder, all vaporous bright- 
ness. We talked for a little while, and then I took up the 
book again; and so the time passed, until Marsden came to 
warn her mistress that it was time to dress for dfhner. I rose 
to take my leave, but, to my surprise, Mrs. Lyndhurst refused 
to part with me. I had done her good, she said, and, as 
Catherine would be late, I might stay and keep her company. 
My white, dress was quite nice enough for anything, and Ben- 
nett should send a message to Fircroft; and^ as Marsden 
looked at me rather wistfully, as though she would beg me 
not to refuse her mistress, I consented to remain. 

. So it was settled, and Mrs. Lyndhurst and I dineji in state 
in the big dining-room, waited upon by Bennett, the white- 
haired butler, and his subordinate, Rejnolds. Mrs. Lynhurst 
hardly spoke, and ate very little, and the silence was only 
broken by the servants' quiet movements about the room. 
Now and then I looked up, and saw the whole scene repro- 
duced in a long mirror that hung opposite to me. The sad, 
pathetic-looking womfin, in her black draperies, sitting silently 
at the head of the table, nnd facing her a slim girl in a white 
gown, wtih smooth brown hair, and large questioning eyes 
that seemed to appeal against the dulness. I think Bennett 
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fell*' for me^ for he handed me everything himself withoat 
waiting for Beynolds; and there was something persuasive 
in his tone as ne named the various dainties, as though he 
feared a refusal. Bennett and I were on excellent terms. At 
the Hall I was generallj Miss Olga to the servants, never 
Miss Leigh. 

Mrs. Ljmdhurst proposed a turn in the garden after dinner, 
and to this I willingly assented. The long sitting had cramped 
my young limbs, t felt restless, as though I wanted to run, 
to laugh, to do anything, in fact, but accommodate my steps to 
Mrs. Lyndhurst's languid pace ; but she took my arm, and 
leant rather heavily on it, as though she were weary. As! 
usual, she led the way to the Lady's AValk, and I dared not! 
remonstrate. The sun was setting, but under the thick shade' 
of trees it was already twilight, and the old eerie feeling crept 
over me. 

Mrs. Lyndhuffit did not seem to notice my uneasiness. The' 
soft evening air refreshed her, and she began talking in her 
ordinary way: 

'You have done me good, Olga. I am glad Catherine pro- 
posed sending for you; but it has been a long dull day for 
you, my dear.* 

* Not at all,* I interposed hastily. 

'It is kind of you to say so; but I am not- an amusing per- 
son. Catherine is used to me, and so she puts up with all my 
odd ways. After all, there is nothing like- a sister. Catherine 
has been far too good to me all her life. I am a great trouble 
to her, but s"he never will own it.* 

I knew the sisters were devoted to each other; but they 
were not demonstrative, and seldom spoke of their feelings. 
I was glad to hear Mrs. Ljrndhurst express herself after this 
grateful fashion, for I knew she often gave Aunt Catherine 
a great deal to bear. 

' You will miss her very much when she goes to St. Croix.* 

'Yes; but I must not think of that,' she returned quickly. 
' One must not consider one's self in the matter. There is 
business to be done — important business — and no one can do 
it but Catherine — she is so strong, so clear-headed. She is 
so different to me altogether. I am not old, Olga, in spite 
of my gray hairs, and yet the time has come to me when the 
grasshopper is a burthen. Do you remember how the Wise 
Man puts it : ''And fear shall be in the way ? ** It seems to 
me as though I dread my own shadow sometimes.* 

'I wish I could help you and Aunt Catbeirine/ I began 
wistf ally> but I dared not proceed. 
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Mrs. Lyndhnrst gave me a furtive looiC She nnderstood 
withont words what I meant. * That is for Catherine to de- 
cide. She has been talking to me again. She makes kne 
miserable — as though I had not enough to bear withont that. 
I do not like reposing confidence in jonng neople— they are 
Bo hard^ they judge so severely. It is the old who are merci- 
ful, who know how to make excuses.' 

* Mrs. Lyndhurst, it is you who are hard now* ^ When yon 
wereyoung you y^ouldi not have said that.' 

Was I ever young ?— it is very long ago then; but you 
must not quote me as an example, Olga/ 
' Why not ?' rather curiously. K 

* Because — I was not good — not whata girl ought to be. I 
was self-willed, and bent on having my own way. Catherine 
would tell vou that she does not condoae the past, for all heif 
pity. If Inad only listened to her, if I had allowed her to be 
my conscience, I should not be the lonely, unhappy woman i 
am now.' 

She seemed profoundly agitated, and I dared not question 
her any more; but my thoughts were very busy over this 
speech. Why was Mrs. Lyndhurst lonely? she had Aunt. 
Catherine ; and, in reality. Aunt Catherine was just as lonely 
as she, and yet I had never heard Aunt Catherine complain. 
. It might be that in her secret heart she wotlld have pre- 
ferred a fuller life; that the love of husband and children 
would have been as precious to her as to other women; but 
she never bemoaned her solitary state — on the- whole, she 
seemed busy and happy. Perhaps I was not competent to 

i'udge; but it always seemed to me that the position of thQ 
[idies at the Hall was singularly enviable. They had wealth, 
freedom and consideration; they were beloved by their pdorer 
neighbors, and respected and liked by all who shared their 
friendship. After all, was it a bad thing to be free as aix', to 
do what One liked^ to follow one's bent unchecked and un- 
trammelled by a husband ? That obedience was a formidable 
item in the marriage ceremony — ^to love would be compara- 
tive! v easy; but to voluntarily submit to a master was ^uite 
another thing, I began to take counsel with myself, if it 
would not be as well always to remain Olga Leigh. 

r was roused from this reverie by a toucn on my arm. Mrs. 
Lyndhurst was looking at me fixedly;, her manner was full of 
suppressed melancholy. 

'Do not take example by me, Olga/ she said imploringly; 
' I^ I had my life over again — oh, if we only could ! — now 
differently I would act nowl It is terrible to grow old, my 
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defif, wbell one's jottth has been a failure. It is as thongh 
some inexorable power were compelling us to sit still and 
watch the result of our life-^work — we cannot turn our eyes 
sway if we would — ^' Giye an account, add up the losses of 
.the years before death comes/' that is what it says; and some 
of us who are miserable, bankrupts fear to turn oyer a single 

Jeaf/ 

'Dear Mrs. Ljmdhurst, we are none of ns without faults/ 

'But some are more guilty than others, Olga. You are 
young, but you are good and true ; keep so ; dread the first stain 
of wrong-doing. One wrong act inyolyes another, until we are 
lentanded in our own. web. I am talking strangely to-night^ 
dear child; but one of my>melancholy fits is on me, and the 
0ense of loss is heayier than usual/ She paused, and I could 
Bee her eyes wei^e full of tears. ' It is getting late now, and 
jou must go home. Leave me to take a turn by myself; 
solitude often soothes me/ 

'Must I go, Mrs. Lyndhurst ?* 

*yes, my child, I think it better; but to-morrow you may 
Come to us again/ 

She kissed my cheek with her cold lips and turned away. 
t was 1 *t by myself, and the uncanny feeling returned — Lady 
Gwenduiine might be near me. I spad away through the 
earden-paths as though my. feet were winged; only once I 
looked back. The moon had iust risen, its faint, silyeiy light 
illumined the dark walk. Mrs. Lyndhurst was pacing up 
iand down it slowly. I could see her tall, graceful figure dis- 
jtinctly; she had drawn her lace-scarf over her gray hair, and 
she looked weird and strange in the dim light. Suddenly she 
stopped and fiung up her arms. I could see her thin white 
hands clasping each other. ' Will it be too late ? *— did I hear 
the words or only drefta theift h^^^Q late for me ? too late 
for himt^ 



\ 
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CHAPTER VII. 

TTKLOCKINd PANDORA'S BOX. 

Heigh ho t daisies and buttercups, 

Fair yellow daffodils, stately and tall ; 

A sunshiny world full of laughter and leisure. 

And fresh hearts unconscious of sorrow and thrall f 

Send down on their pleasure smiles passing its meaBure, 

God that is over us all t 

Jean Inoblow 

Soon after this I.^ad to bid good-by to Jem. It wa» 
always a trying ordeal, and r amotint of nsage could recon- 
cile me to the parting. The Hoods of tears that that boy cost 
me! Not that I would have let him know how I cried my 
eves out directly he was out of sight! Jem's behavior durinji 
tne last few days 'had not been wholly satisfactory To teU 
the truth, I found his light-hearted philosophy very trying 
under the circumstances; his cheerfulness was almost aggres- 
sive. He took no notice of my lugubrious looks, and whi^e 
I was counting up the x^ours and minutes like a miser, and 
begrud^ng every duty that called ma away, Jem lounged 
away his time in the young men's study, talking nonsense' 
with Harry Vivian, or boxing X)r fencing with Mr. Campbell, 
The bicycle trip had come off, and Jem had been late for 
dinner that day, and though he had invited me for a walk the 
following afternoon, I found to my cha^in that Harry was 
to be of theparty. I could not help giving Jem a reproach- 
ful look as Harry went on to open the gate for Bollo, who 
was wild to get out. 

'What's the matter now ?* he asked innocently. 

* Why did you ask Harry ? ' I whispered crossly, for really 
Jem 'was incorrigible; 'you might have remembered that I 
^should want; you to myself for our last walk.' 

But my remark did not make the least impression on him; 
he only whittled, ^d then besfan to laugh as though he were 
amused. 




lows would be co good-natured as I am. pere are Vivian and 
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I putting onrselyes out for your pleasure, and this is the way 
you treat us. Vivian, I hope your young woman will behaye 
herself better than Olga does; she is always grumbling at me 
for something or. other. Why don't you do this or do that ? 
I have to put my foot down pretty strongly, I can tell you; 
it is the only way when one has to deal with girls/ finished 
Jem in a disgusted manner. 

And then to punish me for objecting to that tiresome 
Harry's company, he talked to him exclusively for the next 
mile or two, out he was very nice the remainder of the way, 
as though to make up for it. 

It was always an understood thing that I should help Jem 
pack, so on the last morning I went up to his room. I 
thought Jem was in better spirits than usual; he rattled on 
volubly: no other word would rightly ex{)ress his bright and 
inconsequent talk, or the rapidity with which he hurried from 
one topic to anoi<her. 

' Catch hold of these shirts,' and a pile of linen descended 
on my lap; 'ram them in hard, Olga. I don't believe women 
know how to pack; it wants a mathematical brain tp calcu- 
late distance and economize space. There are my new socks,' 
a flutter of gaudily-striped things aimed from the other end 
of the room, and caught with difficulty; *now set to work, 
old girl, while I pack my coats,' and Jem whistled an air from 
' Les Huguenots.' If one or two tears dropped on the new 
shirts no one was the wiser. Of course it was only Jem's 
way, and it was natural that he should be a little elated at 
the idea of his tutorship; it was such a beautiful liouse where 
he was going, and he would have plenty of fishing, and shoot- 
ing, and tennis, and a host of pleasant new acquaintances, and 
what could a young man ask more ? and of course he could 
not take me with him, so I was a goose to fret; but, still, if 
he would only talk to me, or let me talk to him, and not go 
on quoting French in that ridiculous fashion. 

Jem ate an excellent lunch; he was joking with Harry all 
the time. Harry was going with him to the station — he did 
not address me at all until the last moment. I had mn up 
to his room to see that nothing was left behind, when I heam 
him spring up after me three steps at a tin^e. 

'Good-by, old girl!' he* said, catching hold of me; ^iak« 
care of yourself, and don't ^et into mischief without me.' 

* Oh, Jem, don't go yet,' I im]^lored ; * I want to sneftk to yon.* 

* I can't stop, the cab's waiting; * and ho would not let sae 
detain him one moment. I followed him to the door, and ho 
waved his hand to me with a cheery smile. Not oTen saying 



\ 
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food-by to me for. five whole months — for I should not; se^ 
im before he went back to Oxford — could make Jem look 
grave, even for an instant. I shut myself up in his empty 
room, and had what women call a good cry, and it really did 
me good. 

When I went into the drawing-room, two hours later, feel- 
ing very sad and subdued, I found Harry there alone. He 
was evidently waiting for me, and I was quite sure, from his 
voice, that he was very sorry for me. 

' It always seems strange without Jem, doesn't it ? ' were 
his first words. * I am sure he felt going away very much 
this time; he was terribly glum as we drove to .the station—, 
that is not like Jem at all.' 

Jem glum ! I could not believe my ears. 

' He did not talk a bit, and seemed quite down, poor fellow. 
He does not like leaving you. Miss Leigh, that's what it is; 
and of course it is natural — for if you were my sister ' 

And here Harry heaved a tremendous sigh which aggra- 
vated me in my tender state, and made me rather short witb 
him. 

' But I am Jem's sister, you see.* _ . 

'Yes,' and here Harry sighed again; 'but if there is any- 
thing I can do for you in Jem's absence — any little service, 
1 mean — ^I am sure I w-»uld gladly do it; it would be no end 
of pleasure,' continued the poor boy rather sadly; ' for though 
I know I am nothing to you beside Jem — and where would 
any one find a nicer fellow ? — still, I do think a lot of you, as 
you know, and it would be just a happiness to me to find out 
anything I could do for you.' 

After all, sympathy is very soothing, especially when one 
is very low, so I could not help looking kindly at Harry, and 
thanking him; and I suppose my manner was softer than 
usual, for the foolish fellow turned quite red with pleasure. 

' You could not think of anything just now, could you, 
MissOlga?' 

' No, not this minute; but I will pour you out a cup of tea, 
as Kitty is keeping us waiting.' I did not like Jihat * Miss 
Olga,' it was too familiar; and I did not quite like the ex- 
pressive look that accompanied it. Really, young men were 
very difiicult to manage; to think of all the snubs I had given 
Harry, and yet he presumed to call me ' Mies Olga ' in that 
tone. But I was too low-spirited to resent it actively, and so 
Harry had the best of it that day. 

Jem wrote me a nice little note the next day, to tell me of 
his safe arrival at Middleton Park* 
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'I am in clover/ he wrote: 'it is an awfully jolly place — 
deer park^ and snch preserves^ and the honse as hig as a har- 
rack. The widow' (Mrs. Middleton had lost her husband the^ 
previous year) 'is very civil; but, of course, she is a trifle 
melancholy, which is to be expected, poor thing! and the boy 
is a nice fellow, only not very robust.^ I expect to have a real 
good time here, and to meet no end of swells. Yon may 
write to me as often as you like> and mind you tell me every- 
thing about yourself. I always feel responsible for you, and 
though I don't like finding fault— being a soft-hearted fellow 
— ^there is a vein of sentimentality in your character that 
gives me a good deal of trouble. - The worst of an impulsive 
person is— you never know what thej are goin^ to do next. 
•But no more of this, from your affectionate brother — Jem/ 

Perhaps people might say there was not much in the note 
to make me feel so much happier, but I could read a great 
deal between the lines : Jem wanted to hear from me, he was 
anxious to continue my confidant; I was to tell him anything 
and everything; and, best of all> his stoicism had been in- 
tended as an antidote to my sentimentality, and was not really 
want of feeling. And when I had made all this clear to my-, 
Belf, I cheered up immensely. . .^ 

I was happier, too, about Hugh, after a little conversation 
we had together, ^ ^^ 

I was sitting on the lawSTone evening, watching an excite 
ing tennis match between Harry^ ahdiMr. GampboU^ when' 
jHugh ran over the grass and joined me» 

'Do you know where mother is, Aunt Olga?' 

'Yes, dear; she is in the schoolroom. ]^b and Jessie 
wanted her to hear th^ir new duet; they have been practising 
it so nicelv. I am sure she will be quite pleased to hear, 
them. Wnere have you been all the afternoon, Hugh ? ' 

For the boy had a bright, excited Idok. Hugh was not a 
handsome boy; the twins were decidedly pretty little girls, 
and Wilfred had his father's well-cut features, but Hugh was 
somewhat ordinary, and only his soft brown eyes redeemed 
him from plainness. Still, he was a gentlemanly-looking 
little fellow, and, after all, a boy does not need beauty. 

' I have been with father,' he returned, in answer to my 
question. ' We have been for such a long walk — to Blietchley 
and round by Wardley, which was ever so nice.' 

* You like a walk with father ? ' For his voice . w?n quite 
eager. 

* Oh yes! And he talked to me such a lot. Aunt Olga — all 
about my rabbits, and the chickens, and our new plan for the 
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garden; and lie has promised to let Mr. Vivian help us build 
our new summer-house; and then' — here Hugh's voice 
dropped a little — ' he talked about something else/ 

' You mean about the school ? ' 

* Yes ; did you know it is all settled, and I am to go to 
Mr. Fulton's next term ? Father says he knows Eastbourne 
well, and that it is such a nice place, and that I am sure to 
like it. There are eighty boys, and the house is so big, and 
they have a field to play in, and three times a week the boys 
go down to the sea to bathe ; and they have cricket-matches, 
and paper-chases, and all sorts of fun; and he says, too, that 
Mr. and Mrs. Fulton are such kind people, and that he knows 
I shall be very happy there.' 

' Dear Hugh, I am so glad ! * 

'That I did not like it at first, you. know, not until father 
talked to me. I used to cry about it every time I went to 
bed. I did not know what the twins would do without me ; 
and there was mother. But father was ever so nice ' — Hugh's 
favorite expression; Mie told me that he did not like parting 
with me, but that he knew it would be for my good, and that 
I should learn better with other boys; and that if I wanted 
to please him, end make him proud of me, I must be brave, 
and not mind leaving home, as my fretting made mother un- 
happy. And so I promised, and. he kissed me, and I think 
there were tears in his eyes. So ^on see. Aunt Olga' — ^with a 
curious blending of grief and triumph in his tone — ' father 
really does love me, though I am so stupid. He said it gave 
him great pain not to be able to keep me with him; and then 
he stopped suddenly and began talking about other things, 
and then we came home.' 

I was very glad to hear Hugh's account, but I had no op- 
portunity to say more just then, for Mab came running out 
of the house, closely followed by Jessie as usual-^no one ever 
saw the twins apart. 

'Oh, Hughiet' she exclaimed breafhlessly; 'mother is so 
pleased witn our duet ! ' 

'Yes; and we are to play it to father this evening/ added 
Jessie, ' We are to sit up on purpose. Shafi we ask mother 
to let you sit up too ? ' 

' Hugh must hear us, of course,' observed Mab decidedly. 
Both of the twins were devoted to Hugh. They each of them 
took a hand as thjy spoke. ' Jjet us go and speak to mother 
at once. Come, Hughie dear I * 

And they carried him off. What a pretty picture they 
looked — the little girls in their white smocks, with their fair 
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liflir streaming behind them, and Hugh's dark, closely-cropped 
head between! Once all the three heads seemed to touch 
each other in their eager talk. Tw6 little arms went round, 
his neck. 

'Oh, Hughie! must you go?' I heard Jessie say in a very 
sorrowful voice. 

Hugh was telling his story oyer again then. There would 
be lamentations and tears when Hugh left his little sisters; 
he was at once their master and their slave, the patient victim 
of all their little whims, and the grateful recipient of their 
overflowing affection. 

'Of course he must go if father sends him,' remarked* 
Mab, wTio was more strong-minded than her sister. 'Never 
mind, Hughie darling, we will write you long letters and tell 
you about the rabbits and everything, won't we, Jessie ? ' and 
then they each kissed him, ahd the arms went round his neck 
again, and in this &shion they proceeded solemnly to the 
house. 

Kitty was not the woman to refuse such a request. She 
was far too fond of spoiling her little daughters. When the 
twins played their duet that evening, Hugh was in the comer 
beside the piano. Kitty watched them delightedly : 

'Aren't they darlings r ' her eyes seemed to ask. Her voice 
was fall of maternal pride when she spoke. 

Hubert was far more moderate. 

' Very nicely played, my dears,' he said when they had fin- 
ished. ' Kitty, my love, your pupils do you credit,' and he 
made a bow to each of them in turn. How the twins laughed I 
' We shall have great pleasure in seeing these young ladies in 
the drawing-room again, he, Cunningham ? Now run away' 
to bed, and, Hugh, open the door for your Sisters like a gen<^ 
tleman.' 

Hugh obeyed, but Harry and Mr. Campbell were before| 
Jiim, and stood at the door like a pair of sentries. 

• Thank you,' said Jessie, lifting up her sweet little face 
rather shyly to the young man as she passed; but Mab, whoi 
fiaw the humor of the situation, exploded into a little laugh. 

'Aren't big people funny sometimes ? ' I heard her say wnen 
they were outside. 'Why did you get so red, Jessie; you 
always do. I am sure father liked our piece as well as mother 
did.' 

During the week that followed I saw very little of Aunt 
Catherine. True, I had resumed my old habits and went 
almost daily to the Hall, but I saw most of Mrs. Lyndhurst. 
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Aunt Catherine was always busy and pre- Dccupied, and never 
pressed me to stay. 

* We sTiall have plenty of time to talk presently/ she said 
once, dismissing me with a wistful smile. 

I had nearly finished my modest preparations by this time. 
A new travelling-box, the joint gift of Kitty and Hubert, 
sood in one corner of my room. I used to look at it every 
night with the pleasurable anticipation with which a pilgrim 
might eye his staff and scrip. It was a sort of Pandora's box 
to me, and most surely Hope was at the bottom. Oh! divine 
gift of all the goddesses, the especial heritage of youth, with 
what soft rainbow tints dost thou paint the future! whatr 
golden rays hover amongst those m^'sty distances — the vision- 
ary hilltops that inclose the fabulous kingdom of the Might- 
be ! I verily believe that to my young home-bred enthusiasm 
St. Croix seemed a sort of encha'ited place^ In youth the 
very charm of novelty is an exhaustive pleasure — to wake up 
in a foreign land, to hear a different language, to see fresh 
sights, to reap new experiences. AVhat would be more de- 
lightful ? It is the tedium, the routine, the changelessness 
of daily life, that weary the young. To inherit only a small 
bare comer of the globe seems very pitiful to the heir of all 
the afi;e8. 

In looking back on those days I am almost tempted to ex- 
claim with the aged Faust: * Oh, stay; the moment is so 
fair! ' As though one could arrest that strar je, sweet dre^m- 
ing-time that we call youth I 

I was beginning to wonder when marching orders would 
reach me, and to chafe a little at the delay, when one morn- 
ing one of Aunt Catherine's brief notes was put into my hand. 
An her arrangefhents were made, and she would be glad to 
see me the following afternoon. Would I come as soon after 
luncheon as possible — this was all it said. I scribbled off an 
affirmative answer, and then rushed upstairs in a high state 
of excitement to try on the new tweed dress and the hat that 
Kitty had trimmed for me. Then, I am ashamed to say, I 
oat down on the floor before my box and indulged in a delici- 
ous day-dream — ^in which position I was discovered by my 
nieces. The little girls seemed mystified, and stood hand-in- 
hiuid at the door regarding me in perplexed fashion. 

* May we come in. Aunt Olga ? ^ It was Mab who spoke. 
' We wanted you to tell us how to dress our new doll.' It 
was always* our doll' — our everything. The twins had every- 
thing in common. *You weren't busy, were you?' eyeing 
my lowly position rather dubiously. 
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-No, I was only thinking/ 

' Do yon always think on the floor, auntie ? ' 

'Oh dear no. I do my thinking anywhere! ' 

* We never think quite so hard, do we, Jessie ? We thought 
you were asleep, Aunt 01^; your head w:is quite down on 
the box, and Rollo was sitting up staring at you. It did look 
so funny, didn't it, Jessie ? ' 

*Very funny,' replied Jessie who generally repeated her 
sister's words with parrot-like precision. 

Mab had far more originality. Now, I do not know what 
fit of idle mischief was on me that I should infect those little 
innocent creatures with my grown-up nonsense; but I made 
them sit down one on each side of me, while Kollo blinked 
at us between his paws, and thereupon I told them a wonder* 
f ul tale of an enchanted kingdom, called Dreamland, wherein 
all manner of loveliness dwelt, and how there were magic key* 
forged that would unlock the mysterious portals, and how I 
was wandering in this strange, fair country when they dis* 
turbed me. 

I saw Mab knit her brows at this point, as though she were 
trying to understand, but Jessie exclaimed : 

' Why, you were sitting on the floor, auntie, doing nothing 
at all!' 

'Nurse never likes us to do nothing,' put in Mab; *she 
always says doing nothing is helping to spin Satan's web. 
She says so, doesn't she, Jessie?' . 

This was not a pleasant id^ft. Could it be possible that 
these spangles I was weaving were tJij part of the arch ad- 
verse ;y^s work ? Nurse's Puritan notions had spoiled every- 
thing. My aerial car of fancy dropped from the clouds. 

*My dear Mab,' I observed sententiously, 'only clover 
people can talk nonsense. Little girls like you cannot be ex- 
pected to understand everything. Now, whore is the doll, 
that I may give my opinion on her toilette ? ' 

And then, as Jessie produced her piece-bag, we were soon 
as busy as bees. Why do we always nse that comparison ? 
Spiders are busy, and worms and moles in a dark underground 



way; but to be busy as a worm somehow saggcsts a crawling 
policy, and subterranean deeds unfettered by wholesome day- 
light. To be busy as beavers would be better and more orig- 



inal. I do love those dear clever arlQhitects and builders ! 

The next day, as ill-luck would have it — Hubert would 

have preached me a sermon if he had heard me use that most 

heathenish expression — some old friends whom we had npt 

seen for years bore down upon us from an unexpected quarter, 

6 
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invaded oar Jnncheon-board, and, npon pressing invitation, 
remained to tea. It was in yain that I pleaded my engage- 
ment with Aunt Catherine in an importunate aside to Hubert. 
I must remain and help Kitty entertain our guests, that was 
his reply. They would leave early, and I should still have 
time to pay my visit to the Hall before dinner. 

If there were one point on which Hubert was fuss^, it was 
on the duty of hospitality, aad the necessitv of putting our- 
selves out even for those who were })er8onally antagonistic to 
our tastes. ' The law of kindness ia too much set aside in 
these days,' he remarked in mv hearing once, and I am afraid 
the admonition was intended for my special benefit; for Kitty 
was always gracious to the most unwelcome visitor. ' '' Thy 
own friend and thy father's friend forsake not.'' I am always 
reminded of that text when I see young people yawiiing 
metaphorically in the presence of their elders, and mentally 
stigmatizing them as unmitigated bores. We should try to 
remember that by-and-by we shall be old bores, too, and that 
a younger generation will turn its cold shoulder to. us. What 
a pity, then, to withhold, our kindly looks and words where 
perliaps they are greatly needed. " Do as you would be done 
by," that is the golden rule, after all.' 

Now as Hubert always tried to practise what he preached 
in his own gentlemanly way, and Kitty, like a true wife, aided 
and abetted him, people generally stayed twice as long at 
Fircrof t as they would have done at any other house ; luncheon 
visitors remained to tea, and so on. ' It is difficult to tear 
one's self away from this delightful house, dear Mrs. Leigh,' 
hail ofteji been the speech of a gratified visitor, and on the 
present occasion I really thought Colonel Morison and his 
sister would never go. I sat literally on thorns the latter 
part of the afternoon. I saw Kitty look at me reproachfully 
once or twice as though she thought I was not taking my 
fair share in the conversation. ' Ofea knows this,' * Olga will 
tell you that,' she kept saying. * Olga, will you show Miss 
Monson the photo of Jem in his undergraduate's cap and 
gown ? ' — and so on. 

Well, it was over at last. Hubert had taken up his felt hat 
to walk with his visitors to the gate, and Kitty had accom* 
panied them to the door. I saw my opportunity for making 
my escape; in another minute I was crossing the lawn like 
a hipring; the kitchen garden, the paddock, were soon left 
behind; long before Hubert had finisned his good-byes I was 
walking nn the Elm Avenue, and the rocks were cawing a 
welcome 
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I encnntered Bennett in the hall; he told me that Miss 
Sefton WAS in the garden^ that I should find her by the sun- 
dial, and I proceeded there at once. 

I should have known where to have looked for her, even 
if Bennett had not informed me; tho'seat by the sundial was 
her favorite place. It was a quiet, shelterecl spot, shut in by 
high walls covered with fruit-trees; the broad walk was planted 
with standard rose trees, and every few yards a rose-covered 
arch spanned the path. In the rose season the effect was 
beautiful. 

Aunt Catherine was in her usual seat, and Jasper, her es- 
pecial pet, was strutting up and down before* her, trailing his 
'glorious tail behind him, followed bv the mincing steps of 
his humbler consort. Beryl. She held out her hand to me, 
with her quiet, welcoming smile. 

'You are late,' she said gently; *I was beginning to fear 
that you wore not coming after ^11.' 

' Oh, it has been so tiresome I ' I exclaimed, and I began to 
explain volubljrthe reason of my delay; but Aunt Catherine 
heard me rather absently — she was evidently thinking of 
something else. 

' What does it matter ? ' she said, when I had finished ; ' you 
are here now, and there is plenty of time for oar talk. Look 
at Jasper I' for the beautiful creature had mounted the sun- 
dial and was slowly unfurling his plumes. ' Virginia had a 
headache, and remained in her room, so I had tea alone, and 
came out here. I wanted to see you especially this evening, 
Olga, Do you guess what it is I have to say to 'you ? ' 

* Oh, Aunt Catherine, do you mean that you are reiUly going 
to tell me your business at St. Croix ? ' 

' Yes, child, I am. I think, after, all, it will be best. Vir- 

flnia is against it — that is what has caused her headache; she 
nows I mean to tell yon this evening. ^ I am reposing great 
trust in you, Olga, but I kjiow you are reliable.' 

I squeezed her hand without making any reply; words were 
hardly needed. Aunt Catherine and I understood each other. 
' Well, then, I may as well tell you at once that I am going 
to St. Croix solely and entirely on Virginia's account; that 
the business is hers, not mine.' She paused, as though she 
found it difficult to proceed. * We have obtained a clue — at 
least, I hope to obtain it — a clue by which we may discover a 
treasure she has lost.' 

Was that all ? but her manner was very strange. 

* What sort of treasure do you mean. Aunt Catherine ? ' 
' I mean Virginia's son^' she answered calmly. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

TIfiOtKIA'S STOBY. 

* << Wbat i» good for a bootless bdbe? 
The folooner to tlie lady said ; 
And she made answer : '* Endless sorrow I ^ 
For she knew her son was dead.* 

Anon. 

I Tittered an exclamaiion, and almost jumped from my seat. 
Keyer^ never in my whole iife had I been so surprised I But 
Annt Catherine did not look at me. She merely repeated 
the words^ with a certain dreary inflection^ as though she had 
learned them by rote : 

* I am going to look for Virginia's son.' 

* Bnt, Annt Catherine/ I stammered, turning very red, for 
I was so confused, so taken aback altogether, that I hardly 
knew what to say, 'no one in Brookfield knows that Mrs. 
Lyndhurst ever had a child.' 

' Dr. Langbam has always known it,' she returned com- 
posedly. 'And now you know our secret, Olga — ^the secret 
of my sister's unhappy life. He was only a year old when 
che lost him, and that was five-and-twentv years ago.' 

Five-and-twenty years I I could scarcely realize it. I knew 
that Mrs. Lyndhurst hud married young, and that she was 
three or four years oXder than Annt Catherine. Her son 
must be a fnll-erown.man six-and-twenty. How had she lost 
him? What did it all mean? 

All at once I recalled the evening when Jem and I had 
wandered in the Hall giEirden, and we had encountered the 
wierd, ghost-like figure in the Ladv's Walk; and again a 
sudden flash of memory brought before me vividly the pale 
face and silvery hair over which the white hood was -drawn 
so dosely; and the words sounded in mv ears as though they 
were freshly uttered: 'Oh, my sin! Will it never be con- 
doned ? Will there never be an end to all this suspense and 
misery?' and 'God only knows I' uttered in a despairing 
voice. 

' Olga '-—and here Aunt Catherine looked at me pleadingly, 
and I could see she was much agitated-^' my great fear in 
telling yen this miserable story is this, that you will blame 
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Virginia; but you must not—indeed, you must not." She has 
been very weak; she has suffered — and the pain has been too 
great for her. We are not all alike; some of us are stronger 
to endure than others. I would have you remember this, and 
not judge h6r harshly. Who should know her so well as I 
do ? and I have never blamed ber^ except for marrying Paul 
Lyndhurst/ 

* Will you tell me all about it. Aunt Catherine ? * 

'I will tsll you as much as it is necessary for you to know; 
but there are some thin£;s that must not be repeated, neither 
do I care to dwell on the story of. Virginia's mad in&tuation 
for her lover. Why is it, Olga — but you are too young to 
answer such a question — why is it that an evil nature — an 
"tterly perverted and immoral nature — can ever dominate 
und gain the mastery over an innocent one ? Virginia was 
good — yes, in spite of her little faults and vanities, she was a 

food, pure-minded, girl — ^but her love for Paul Lyndhurst 
linded her. She would believe nothing against him — 
nothing/ 

' I have heard— ^I think it was Hubert who told me — that 
Mr. Lyndhurst was a singularly handsome man.' 

* You are right; I think his face was almost perfect. The 
features were finely-cut, as* we see them in Greek sculpture; 
his physique was magnificent; he was just a beautiful, soul- 
loss animal. I was very young then, not more than eighteen 
or nineteen, and very shy and diffident; but I had my ideal 
— every girl has that, I suppose.' She caught her breath and 
hurried on: ^ I cared for goodness in a man more than any 
degree of attractiveness, and I used to shrink instinctively 
from the subtle sneer that lurked in Paul Lyndhiirst's hand- 
some eyes. 

* I remember once arguing with Virginia until I was on the 
verge of tears. 

* " You must not have him," I said ; *' he is not good. I am 
sure he is not good, Virginia. He says horrid, sneering things 
in a polite way. Oh, his manners are fine — I know that — ^but 
he is inwardly cruel! I am sure of it. He dislikes old and 
plain people. He makes fun of them, and derides their little 
infirmities; and he is not kind to animals. See how he treated 
his dog yesterday! Oh, Virginia! do struggle against this 
infatuation! Rome is a bad place for you. J^t us ask father 
to take us awav. We shall be safer a^ Brookfield — dear old 
Brookfieldf' 

' But I might as well have spoken to the wind. 

*"You are prejudiced/' she said coldly; "Paul said only 
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yesterday that yon had disliked him from the first, and it 
was because he was poor and had no friends. Yon are hard 
on him, Catherine. He is very unhappy. He says he has 
not a friend in the world but me; that there is no hope for 
him if I forsake him ; but I never will give him up — he knows 
that, my dear, noble Paul ! " 

'Ah, he had bewitched her, or she never could have used 
that word of Paul Lyndhurst. 

' Of course, I know now, Olga, that I ought to have warned 
my father, but wo were too much in awe of him for any such 
confidence. If our mother had lived I would have spoken to 
her at once; but- our father — no, it was impossible. 1 dreaded 
his anger too much. It is a sad thing, Olga, when children 
fear their parents. Virginia h^d always been our father's 
favorite. She was a bold, high-spirited girl, and he was very 
proud of her. It was Virpnia who was always the spokes- 
woman — ^who could coax him to do anything; but I was timid 
and awkward in his presence. It needed more courage than 
I possessed to tell him the state of things between Virginia 
and Paul Lyndhurst; and, as though to accelerate matters, 
father had taken a strong fancy to the young artist, and had 
him perpetually to the house. 

' Our stay at Bome was drawing- to a close, and I was begin- 
ning to breathe more freely, hoping that time and absence 
would weaken Virginia's unhappy attachment, when all at 
once the blow fell I Without giving me a hint of her nish 
resolve — without bidding me good-by — Virginia left the 
house secretly one morning and was married to Paul Lynd- 
hurst, and when the news reached us she waa on her way to 
Venice with her husband I Olga, it is useless to dwell too 
much on a painful past. I will leave you to imagine my 
father's bitter anger and my own grief. I saw the letter he 
wrote in answer to her piteous plea for forgiveness — it was c 
cruel letter for any father to write; but I can make more al- 
lowances now. He told her that she was no child of his now, 
that he would never see her again, that he had done with her 
forever. She had disgraced her name. He would never ac- 
knowledge the beggarly artist she called her husband. Her 
little fortune, bequeathed to her by her mother — about three 
thousand pounds — should be made over to her at once; but 
she need never expect a penny of his — it should all be Cather- 
ine's. Poor father, he was almost beside himself with anger 
and mortified love when he wrote that letter.' 

'Oh, Annt Catherine, how dreadful!' — for she paused a 
moment in her recital. 
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'Yes/ she replied gently; 'each scenes and such words are 
very dreadful to remember; one longs for a draught from 
Lethe sometimes. My child^ those two years were the saddest 
years of my life. I had my own troubles^ and the Hall was 
desolate to me without Virginia. I had t»ever been my 
father's companion, and I could do little to comfort 'him in 
his trouble. In my heart I reproached him for his hardness; 
but I never dared to mention Virginia's name. • Now and 
then during the first year of her absence she wrote to me, but 
her letters were very brief and un-satisfactory. She seldom 
mentioned her husband's name, or said she was happy. My 
questions on that point were left unanswered. They were 
alwavs moving from place to place— one letter was from 
Naples, the next from Munich, a third from Basle. I never 
knew where to find her, and toore than one of my letters 
came back te me. The last one I' received was written in 
pencil, and told me of the birth of her boy. 

* ** He is not like Paul," she wrote; " he is more like our 
family, and I mean to call him Basil, after our little brother 
who died. Perhaps when my father hears that, he may be 
touched. How I lon^ to show you my baby, Catherine! He 
is such a pretty little fellow, and so good; he hardly ever 
cries. My husband does not wish to have him baptized. 
Paul is a freethinker^ you know, and laughs at my supersti- 
tion, as he calls it; hut my baby shall not grow up a heathen. 
I am determined upon that. If. there be no other way, one 
of those kind-looking priests at St. Sulpice shall baptize him. 
I would rather have him baptized in the Roman Catholic 
Church than have l;im a heathen; but there is plenty of 
time." The letter ended abruptly here; but a postsci'^pt had 
been added a few days later: "I have been ill again and could 
not finish this, I will send it as it is.- Do not be anxious if 
ou do not hear again soon. Paul does not like me to write; 
lie says I have no one but him Jiow. Oh, Cathy, darling, why 
did I not listen to you ? I have sown the wind to reap the 
whirlwind. Baby is prettier than ever; he grows so fast. 
God bless you. Your loving sister, Virginia." 

' I laid my letter on my father's desk. I had never dared 
to show him one before. When I went into the study the 
next morning it was gone; but he never spoke of it. I 
thought it held been destroyed; but after his death we found 
it in an old pocketbook he always carried about with him. 
The letter was creased and almost illegible, and in its folds 
was the tiny lock — ^scarcely more than a few hairs — ^poor Vir- 
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ginia had cut of! her infant's head. I remember how bitterly 
Virginia cried when she saw it/ 

As Aunt Catherine again paused her eyes were full of tears. 

' Oh, it is all so sad — so sad/ she went on, ' it gives me the 
heartache even now to remember it. I noticed a change in 
my father from that day; he become more abstracted and 
melancholy, nothing seemed to interest him. At times he 
seemed restless and unsettled. Now and then, ns we sat alone 
together, he with his book, and I with my embroidery, he 
would look at me fixedly, as though he wanted to say some- 
thing; and then his lips would close more firmly than ever, 
and he would turn away and take up his book a^in. I used 
io wonder sometimes if he were thinking of Virginia, but I 
dared not ask him the question. 

' One night — it was a wild autumnal night, I remember, for 
the wind was crashing among the elms, and I heard the fall 
of a great branch once — we were startled by the loud ringing 
of a bell. It was late, and the servants had just gone up to 
bed, BO my father went to the door and undid the bolts him- 
self, v. hile I followed him, 

•As he fiung the door wide^ojien, a tall veiled lady, muffled 
up in a foreign-looking mantle, quietly stepped into the hall. 

'We were both much startled. "Jfadanit " began my 

father, in his quick, haughty way, but the lady put back her 
veil and looked at him. '' Good heavens! it is Virginia I *\ he 
exclaimed, turning very piile. 

'"Yes, father, I am come back. Will you take me in? 
Shall I go dpwn on my knees to yon ? '' She laughed rather 
strangely; her eyes were wide and glittering. " Cathy, why 
do you not kiss me? .Have you forgotten we are sisters? 
Do you know what I have done? I have r;in away from 
Paul I I have left him, and I have left-^ — '* but here her 
Dace became very white, she put out her hands as though 
feeling blindly for some support, and if my father had not 
caught her she would have fallen at his feet in that deathly 
swoon. We were unwilling to summon help, so we carried 
het between us, and, laying her down on the drawing-room 
couch, applied all possible remedies; but it was a long time 
before she recovered consciousness, and she did not speak to 
us again that night. She lay motionless, with closed eyes, 
only every now and then a convulsive shudder seemed to 
shako her from head to foot. If my father's anger had ever 
been bitter against her, it died a natural death now. He only 
seemed to remember that she had come back to him again. 
Her very helplessness and misery appealed strongly to his 
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fatherhood. He sat beside the conch holding her hand, and 
evenr now and then stroking it, and. once he looked at me 
pitifully, as though to demand sympathy. My poor father! 
the furrows of his hardness were broken ud forever! I knew 
then how he had loved her, and how cruelly his pride in her 
had been wounded. 

*She was sadly changed, our poor Virginia! Her girlish 
beauty was gone; she looked ten years older than when we 
had seen her last. Iler face was drawn and hagsard, and 
there were dark circles round her eyes. In the broken-down 
creature before us, who could have recognized our bright, 
high-spirited girl ? 

^I thought that night would ncfVer have passed. Kow and 
then she opened her eyes and looked at us, but only a low 
moan escaped her lips. Toward morning my father roused 
the servants, and sent off one of them for Dr. Langham — it 
was old Dr. Langham then. A terrible fear had assailed us 
— Virginia's mind was unhinged by trouble! But when Dr. 
Langham arrived, he comforted us a little on this point. 

' " She has had a shock,'* he said decidedly; " very possibly 
a Qeries of shocks, for she is 'worn almost to a skeleton, and it 
has brought on this attack *of the. nerves. From her appear- 
ance I slH)uld judge that she has not touched food for nours. 
We must be verjr careful," he continued by-and-by; "indeed, 
I may say there is urgent need of care. The brain is a very 
delicate piece of machinery; at present she is as much in pos- 
session of her reason as you or I, but the brain is torpid. 
These nervous disorders are very misleading to non-profes- 
sional people — ^in extreme cases they certainly approximate 
to insanity. Her mind is over-strained — ^unhinged, if you 
prefer the word. A little more, and I woul4 not answer for 
the consequences." 

* Dr. Langham was right; he was a clever maUjand we soon 
realized the truth of his words. For some days Virginia lay 
' lid 



in this strange torpid state; she was perfectly tractable, and 
would take food fro in our hands like a child; out die did not 
seem to recognize us — at least, she never spoke to us — only, 
when my father kissed her, she would turn aside, and lie 
with her face to the wall, moaning in a sort of heart-broken 
way. 

' " You must give Nature time,'' Dr. Langham" would say; 
"every power of mind and body is exhausted at present. By- 
and-by, when she can speak, she will explain everything." 
And again he was right. 

'About a fortnight passed, when one day I noticed a change 
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in her. Dr. Lnngham noticed it too. "She is coming 
ronnd/^ was all he said; ''this restlessness is a good sign. 
Get her to speak, it v Ml relieve her.'^ . 

' But there was no need for any effort on my part. Dr. 
Langham had hardly left thj room hefore I heard Virginia's 
toice calling m6.' 

' " He is wise — very wise/' she said f eehly. ** Yes, let me 
talk, Cathy; let me get rid of all that is oppressing me " — 
here she put her hands on her bretist, as though a weight 
were there. I lay down beside her on the bed, and she crept 
nearer, till her face was against my shoulder— and then the 
whole miserable story came out. It was well- my father was 
not there; no man could have controlled himself and listened 
quietlv. Long before she had finished, my tears had dried up 
in a blaze of womanly anger — that he should dare to treat a 
Leigh so! 

' I can only touch briefly on that story. If Paul Lynd- 
hurst had ever loved Virginia — and there was grave suspicion 
for this doubt — his love did not survive tho honeymoon. 
Before many weeks of their ill-starred union had elapsed, he 
had throw off his disguise and shown himself in his tue 
colors. The first (juarrel had been about her money: he 
chose to consider himself injured by the smallness of her for- 
tune; her father's threat of disinheriting her in my favor 
made him savage. *' If you had played your cards better we 
should not h<\ve landed ourselves in this hole,'' he said to her 
angrily. It was in vain poor Virginia protested that it was 
no fault of hers; that to please him, and him only, she had 
consented to the secret marriage. lie only flung away from her 
with a covert sneer at the easiness with which he had won her. 

' Oh, he was a bad man, this Paul Lyndhurst, a cold, black- 
hearted villain. Think of the misery of a pure-minded, 
delicately nurtured woman, carefully sheltered from all knowl- 
edge nf evil, suddenly finding herself tied for life to a man 
wfthout a shred of honor, without principles, without re- 
ligion, and, lastly, without love for herself. 

'Alas I there were darker shades in Paul Lyndhurst's char- 
acter, which she found out hy-and-by : an inveterate gambler, 
he soon squandered half her little fortune; and to complete 
her disgust, she soon discovered he drank deeply. Poor un- 
happy Virginia! nothing but her pride, and ner despair of 
her father's forgiveness, prevented her from leaving him and 
returning home; and by-and-by another reason kept her. 
After the birth of her boy her husband treated her better, 
but this peaceful state of things did not lust lonz. After a 
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time his cruel moroscness returned ;^ something had gone 
wrong with him — ^his work suffered, and, as usual^ he wreaked 
his ill-temper on his wife. Virginia had been long in recov- 
ering from her confinement; before she had regained her 
strength they left St. Croix, where her boy was born, for 
Havre/ and here she had a second illness. 

' On her recovery she saw a chance for the worse in Paul, 
fie had always been uncertain in his temper, but now bio 
moods were savage; he seemed as though he hated her, and 
was determined to embitter her existence. There were cruel 
scenes, and Virginia, weak and broken-spirited by daily insults 
and ill-treatment, conceived at last a perfect terror of her 
hsuband. The very sound of his voice or his footstep threw 
her into a state of nervousness that was almost indescribable. 
One ftight — ^but I will spare you the details, Olga — Virginia, 
almost wild with terror and shame, rushed out of the house 
like some hunted thing, ard wandered up and down the dark 
streets, with onlv one thought, to hide herself where Paul 
could never find her again. By some strange fortune she 
found herself presently on the quay. Suddenly it occurred 
to her that at this hour the boat would be starting for South- 
ampton. Like one in a nightmare she took out her purse. 
She had sufficient money, so she paid her fare, muttered 
something about her luggage being too late^ and, going down 
to the cabin, threw herself upon a vacant berth.' * 

I could keep silence no longer. 

* But her child> Aunt Catherine ? — her little boy ? ' 

And Catherine shook her head. She looked at me almost 
imploringly. 

* Do you not understand, Olga ? She was not herself — my 
poor Virginia! The cruel pain had blotted out her memory.* 

* Do you mean she had forgotten him ? ' 
Aunt Catherine bowed her head solemnly. 

* Don't, Olga — don't speak yet. Did I not say you must not 
blame her ? I know what you are thinking, " Can a woman 
forget her sucking-child, that she should not have compassion 
on the son of her womb ? " But that such things can be we 
are also told in the same text; but let me repeat her own 
words : 

* ^^ I knew nothing — I thought of nothing, but to escape 
Paul. My brain was on fire. Perhaps I was mad. God 
grant it,. but I fear I was not! Only I had forgotten every- 
thing ill my unreasoning terror. In the darkness of night, 
just before dawn, my memory returned, I heard the groan- 
mg of the paddle-wheels and the long wash of the waves. A 
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child in the next berth woke np cnring. The. sound went 
through me like an electric shock. My baby I I had forgotten 
my b^y ! I had left him asleep in his little cot, with his 
bonne beside him, and had come down to Paul, who had been 
already carslns at my delay. He had bade me fetch my bon- 
net and mantle, for some wild expedition he had planned. 
It was my refusal to accompany him that had brought on the 
shameful scene. I thought he meant to J(ill me, for he was 
mad with drink, and I fled out of the house.'' ' 

* Poor . thing— poor thingl And she did not go back to 
him?> 

^No; her one thought was to take refuge with us. She 
kept saying to herself all the remainder of the way, '' Cathy 
is Kind; she will bring me my baby." But when she reached 
us her strength was gone; that night of agony had done its 
work.* 

. 'Oh, Aunt Catherine!' — ^and I was crying bitterly now — 
'surely you or the Squire tried to find her child for her ? It 
is too dreadful to think of, that dear baby left with the cruel 
man!' 

' My dear, I could not leave Virginia, and my father was 
too old'and broken for such a business. But we put it into 
the hands of our solicitor, to gain possession of the child; and 
a trustworthy person was sent over to Havre to settle matters 
with Paul Lyndhurst. There had been an inevitable delay 
of some weeks. When the agent arrived he was too late. 
Two days before, Paul Lyndhurst, accompanied by the child 
and the bonne, had left Havre; but no one knew where they 
wg*e gone. 

* *' Monsieur had been in a terrible humor ever sincB 
madame had left," the woman of the house had informed 
him; " nothing had given him^satisfaction. When old Lisette 
had taken the boy to him he liad sworn at her and bade her 
keep the brat out of his sight. Lisette was a bold woman to 
accompany him, for monsieur was one who feared neither le 
hon Dxeu or the devil, but he paid her well, and — ^well, one 
does anything for money. Lisette was a proper nurse; she 
was devoted to Monsieur B6bd. Monsieur Bebd was smiling 
like an angel when they left the house." And this was all : 
father and child had vanished as though the earth had swal- 
lowed them up. In vain we advertised and spent time and 
money in the search. My father and I went again to Rome. 
France, Germany, Switzerland were all searched by our agents; 
but nothing could be heard of PauJ Lyndhurst. Once we 
thought we were on the right track; an artist answering to 
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the descriv^tion had been found nearly frozen to death on 
some Alpine pass; but on questioning the monks he proved 
to be a German. 

' Olga, you may ima^ne the rest : the heartsick suspense 
and longing, on Virginia's part — the alternation from hope to 
despair. Que moment she believed her boy was dead^ the 
next she cried out that he was alive, and that Paul had de- 
praved him and made him like himself. Her boy's future 
was ruined, and all through her I Yes, vou may^ guess the 
rest : Virginia's trouble has been the burthen of my life. It 
is a good many years since we reliuc^uished all hopes of ever 
finding Basil; but the thought that, if he be living, his grand- 
father's will has made him master of the Hall has given us a 
new incentive for action. A few weeks ago we received in- 
formation from one of our agents that Paul Lyndhurst was 
dead. It is to verify this that I am going to St. Croix; but I 
cannot induce Virginia* to accompany me, poor dear! She 
will have it that he may not be dead, and thiat she is safer at 
the HaU. 

* The priest who is our real informant of Paul's death is 
supposed to be the same who bai)tized Basil; anyhow, it was 
at St. Croix, at the very St. Sulpice that Virginia mentioned 
in her letter, that the child was secretly baptized. Now you 
know all, Olga, and I am terribly weary. I can talk no more.' 



CHAPTER IX. 

HE WAS SO PRETTY, OLGA I* 
' I now must change these notes to tragic* 



MiLTOM. 



Aunt Catherine's tired face certainly verified her words, 
and I pressed her to go back to the house and rest. 

' Perhaps it will be best,' she returned after & moment's 
hesitation. 'I can sec my story has excited you; it would be 
well for us not to discuss it now. Qo home, dear child, and 
to-morrow come to me again, and I will tell you my plans for 
next week.' 

And then we walked together to the Hall door, and parted 
without another word. As I looked back for a moment to 
wave my adieux, I saw Mrs. Lvndhurst watching us from her 
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window; but she gave no sign of recognition; on the contrary, 
when she saw she had attracted my notice^ she drew down 
the blind hastily, and I walked rapidly down the avenue. 

The first gong sounded as I entered the house, so there was 
no time to lose. I dressed hurriedly and took my place at 
the table, tod tried to talk as usual; but my manner must 
have been strange, for I saw Kitty look at me inquisitively 
once or twice; she was as shar}) as a needle, and was very 
quick to detect the least thing amiss. When we went back 
in the drawing-room she followed me under the pretext of 
showing me her work; she was smocking a little frock for 
Girlie-ga. 

* Is there anything the matter, 01^ ? ' she whispered. ' I 
hope there is nothing wrong at the Hall ! ' 

* What should be wrong ? ' I answered shortly, for this sis- 
erly espionage annoyed me. 

* i don't know; only your eyes look as though you have 
been crying.' 

'Nonsense!' — still more abruptly; 'you are always fancy- 
ing things, Kitty. Mrs. Lyndhurst is not very well; but that 
is nothing new. I sat with Aunt Catherine in the garden, 
and we had a good long talk. Jasper was lovely. He spread 
tut his tail just to attract our attention. Beryl kept pecking 
at Aunt Catherine's gown, to remind her of the sweet cake 
she had promised her. What beautiful creatures they are I * 

'And wh^'ch day do you start ? ' asked Kitty, not pjtrticu-. 
larly interested in these details. 

This was embarrassing. I colored up, and answered rather 
awkwardly : 

'Aunt Catherine did not tell me. I am to know to-morrow. 
She was tired, and I.did not stop so very long.' 

'Only two hours,' was the somewhat sarcastic rejoinder, 
and then Kitty carried away her work. 

I had not deceived her in the least. In her own n^ind she 
was quite sure that something had happened. It was trying 
to have such a tell-tale face, and really thBt habit of blushin? 
over every trifle was extremely ridiculous. I was thankful 
that Jem was not there to add to my embarrassment. Every- 
thing was tiresome that evening. Hubert, as usual, requested 
some music, and as Kitty was busy, I was obliged to remain 
at the piano for the next hour to a<3company Mr. Cunning < 
ham's flute. The pieces were long and difficult, and I played 
worse than usual. To add to my vexations, Mr. Cunningham 
begged my pardon at every mistake, and entreated me to go 
oyer the erring passage again. ^ 
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'No one is listening/ he observed; 'and wo may as well get 
the thing perfect. Let us try that page again^ Miss Leigh. 
One, two, three.' 

The mild 'tout, tout' of the flute recommenced. Mr. 
Cunningham's head wagged contentedly over his beloved in- 
strument. Crash went the pedal. I was fast losing patience 
and temper under the ordeal, when Harrv interposed. He 
had been watching us both for some time, though he had only 
been pretending to tease Hollo. At the next break-down he 
came to my rescue : 

' Why don't you shut up that beastly noise, Cunningham ? ' 
he saia quite crossly. 'Don't you see Miss Leigh is tired 
out ? You ought not to trespass on h&r good -nature. Here 
you have been a good hour blowing on that confounded flute, 
and no one has a chance of speaking a word I ' 

I am afraid Harry was very rude; but we were none of us 
too polite to Mr. Cunningham. I do hate a rich, lumpish 
young man. 

Mr. Cunningham unscrewed his flute. *He was affronted, 
and no wonder, by Harry's uncivil remarks. 

* You have no soul for music, Vivian,' he returned stiiflv. 
' People who cannot play themselves, and know absolutely ^ 
nothing of music, generally set themselves up for critics. 
Thank you, Miss Leigh; you played that last passage charm- 
ingly. I like a staccato movement,' but I would not listen to 
his heavy encomiums any longer. I gave Harry a grateful 
smile and slipped away to my room. 

I am afraid to say how many hours it was before I slept 
that night. Mrs. Lyndhurst's sad story haunted me. I went 
over it point by point, and again my tears flowed as I thought 
of the miserable mother who had lost her child so strangely. 
My heart ached for her, and yet my sympathy was not un- 
mixed with blame. ' How could she have done it ? ' that is 
what I kept saying to myself over and over again. It was 
right for her to leave that wicked husband. No one could 
blame her for that, if she had only taken her baby with her; 
but to forget her own child— and yet she was not mad — to 
leave that boy in his father's power! Oh, how could she, how 
could she ? that was always the summing-up. No; I could 
not understand it. The utter horror of it all baffled me. It 
is almost impossible for youth, with its healthy, natural views 
of life, to comprehend the workings of a morbid tempera- 
ment, dominated by a subtle and cruel power. The complex 
mysteries of human nature are not to be unriddled by the 
young. Such a case as Mrs. Lyndhurst's needed the wide 
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comprehension of a psychological student — ^wise in the science 
that is most conversant with the phenomena of the mind. 

If I had been older, the difficulty would have 'been easier 
of solution, for no thoughtful person who has lived lon^ in 
this world will deny the singular contradictions and surpnses 
of human nature. The man, the woman, acts in a diametric- 
ally different way to what we expected; strange things are 
done on sudden emergencies — there is utter collapse of the 
reasoning powers. Can human nature betray Itself after this 
fashion ? * Look at Judas, at Peter, at a hundred examples 
of failures,* would be the answer of the psychologist; ' "Judge 
not " is the command of the All-knowing and AU-mercif uL' 
When I went to sleep that night I felt 1 loved Mrs. Lynd- 
hurst less; but none the less I pitied' her sincerely. When 
the morning came I 'was still in the same mind, only I was 
determined Aunt Catherine should never know the change 
in my feelings. I went up to the Hall in the afternoon. 
Aunt Catherine was writing letters in the library. She re- 
ceived me with her usual kindness, and began at once talking 
about her plans. It was Saturday, and we were to start the 
following Wednesday. We were to take an early train to 
town, lunch at an hotel, and go down by the boat-train to 
Southampton; the boat would not start until midnight. 
There was a little more talk about arrangements, a few ques- 
tions about luggage, and so on; and then Aunt Catherine 
; turned again to her davenport. 

^ These lettera must go by the afternoon post,' she said 
quietly. ' Will you go up to Virginia now, Olga ? and we 
will meet again at tea-time; ' and as I seemed a little taken 
aback at this proposition, she continued : ^ Virdnia wishes to 
see you. She knows we were talking yesterday; she made 
me promise to 6end you up to her.'' 

Could anything be more embarrassing ? But I had no ex- 
cuse ready; Hubert and Kitty were paying parochial visits — 
no one at home wanted me — so I was obliged reluctantly to 
leave Aunt Catherine's comfortable presence, and go in search 
of Mrs. Lyndhurst. On mv way upstairs I encountered 
Marsden. I thought she looked at me a little oddly as she 
drew back to let me pass. 

' Mrs. Lystdhurst is in her sitting-room, I believe j* ' I asked, 
by way of saying something, for I knew quite well where I 
should find her. 

'Yes, ma'am; but. Miss Olga,' addressing me rather hesi- 
tatingly, 'my mistress is very poorly this afternoon. She 
seems low and nervous. It is cheerfulness she wants, not any 
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sort of sad talk— I mean, yoa will be carefal with ner. Hiss 
Olga?' 

I never knew Marsden stranee in her manner hefore; her 
round, good-natnred face looked quite prim and solemn. 
Was it possible that she was in her lady's confidence ? She 
was an old servant, and a very faithful one, but somehow I 
hoped Marsden did not know about little Basil. 

Mrs. Lyndhnrst was in her usual place. I am afraid as I 
ipreeted her my manner was a little constrained, for she looked 
m my face very searchingly as she held mv hand. After a 
moment she dropped it, but she did not ask me to sit down, 
or Question me in her usual pleasant way. 

'Aunt Catherine told me you wanted to see me, Mrs. Lynd- 
hnrst,' I began rather awkwardly^ 

* Yes,' she returned sadly; *I wanted to see for myself. 
** When she comes into the room I shall know," that is wbat 
I said. You are not a good actor, my dear — ^has any one told 
you that before ? I dare say Jem hak. Your face tells every- 
thing in a moment. Yoa were sorry that I sent for yon; 
you nave no wish to see me — that is all written yei7 legibly, 
Olga.' 

' Please don't, Mrs. Lyndhnrst.' 

'Is it painful for yoa to know thatf YouAg people are 
seldom hypocrites; they are too eager; their impatience be- 
trays them. It is better for yoa to be true, Olga, even though 
you cio condemn me. What is ii? I said to Catherine, " Do 
not tell the child — do not, do not" It is the youn^ who are 
the most pitiless of our judges. They make no allowances; 
with them black is black. and white white — there are no 
medium shades, no mercy, no extenuation. You have done 
wrong; you must suffer lor it. Is it not Praco* whose laws 
were written in blood ? Well, the young are Draco-like.' 

I was nearly cryinff by this time.* Why should she say sucU 
dreadful things ? and how was I to answer her ? It i^as cruel 
of Aunt Catherine to expose me to such an ordeal! 

* I can read the question in your eyes, Olga,' she weni on. 
'You have pretty eyes, my dear, very soft and gray; but they 
have a terrible way of asking questions. " How had you the 
heart to do it, you unnatural mother ?" that is what they say.' 

'Oh, hush, pl^Soso, Mrs. Lyndhnrst!' 

'My deat, i cannot hush; thero is a time for Everything — 
Solomon said that, did he not ?--^nd my time has come for 
speaking. "How conld yon do it ?" Olga, that is the ques- 
tion I have asked myself for twenty-five years, and I have not 
fonnd the answer yet,' 
6 
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It was fcerrible to hear her; her voice wus thin and strained, 
and there w^ a pinched look about her face; but she took no 
notice of my entreaties to her to spare herself and me. 

'If I have sinned, I have had my punishment. Think of a 
punishment lasting five-and-twenty years! — ^five-and-twenty 
years ! ' Can I ever f oj'get the dreary tone in which she re- 
i)eated th le words ? ' It is more than your whole lif etime;, 
Olga.' 

I felt a curious revulsion of pity as she spoke. My youth- 
ful severitv was not proof against such misery : without ask- 
ing myself again how sucli tilings could be; I threw my arms 
round Mrs. Lyndhurst, and begged her not to talk so sadly. 

' Indeed I will not blame your I said earnestly, and I fully 
meant what I said. ' It is not easy for me to understand. I 
aia so voung, yon see, and so happy, and I have never been 
but, indoed, 7 



tried; but, inooed, I will not be hardT Only yon must not 
talk like this.* 

For there was a wildness in her manner that frightened 
me, for it brought back the scene hi the ijady's Walk. 

My caress soothed her; she was one who depended on ^rm- 
pathy. The 9gid muscles relaxed; a softer look came mto 
her eyes. She stroked my har d- without speaking for a few 
minutes, and then she said more quietly : 

* Yes, I am to be pitied. God only knows what I have suf- 
fered all these years 1 Oh, he was so pretty, Olga— my baby! 
He had such dear little hands and feet, and such a cooing 
voice. Somehow I always think of him still as my baby, and 
yet he is a full-grown man.' 

I was silent. It would not hurt her to talk in this quiet 
fashion; perhaps it might be a relief. It certainly pained me 
to henr her; but what of that?— were we not told to bear 
one another *s burdens ? 

*I have always dreamt of him,* she went on. 'Sometimes 
the dreams were happy, but at other times they were terrible 
— terrible! They were never quite the same. I used to 
dream of him as a little child, and then as a school-boy. 
Once he was showing me his prizes. I was opening one book 
after another. " Basil Theodore Lyndhurst ** was written in 
every one. I called him Theodore after ray father — the gift 
of God. I used to say it over to myself sometimes. It wva 
80 true — my baby was the gift of God!* 

I would not interrupt Tier by a word, and she went on 
softly, as though talking to herselt 

' Once he had some childish ailment; he was feverish and 
Buftering, and I remember how frightened I was. ''If my. 
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baby dfie, I shall die too," I said to -jLdzette. She was a good 
old creature. She was rocking the old-fi^shioned Flemish 
cradle as I spoke, and she looked np and shook her head at 
me. *' Le bon Dieu will not take the little angel/' she said 
solemnly. '' He knows, and the Blessed Mary knows, that 
madame has trouble enough. «It is only our Lady of Sorrows 
who has her heart pierced through and through with pain. 
Madame will not have to sufter. She is young ^nd feeble, 
and le bon Dieu knows that.'' Poor old. Lizette! she was 
very good to me. But, Olga, she little knew, if I had lost my 
baby then I should have wept like other mothers, and have 
been comforted. I should not have wept tears of blood all 
these years.' 

* Ck)d has watched over him, dear Mrs. L3mdhursii.' 

'Ah I so. Catherine says. That is how she comforts mel If 
it were not for that thought I must have lost my reason. 
Kow and then all hope fails me, and I dream that he is dead. 
When I wake it seems to me that I must search the world 
over, only to find his grave.* 

'Poor, poor Mrs. Lyndhurst!' 

*But that is not my worst fear' — and here she shuddered 
— 'there are times when far more terrible thoughts assail me. 
What if he should have become like his father ? Catherine 
has told ybu about iny husbaiid. Do you think a man like 
Paul would be a fit guardian for an innocent child ?' 

' He had Lizette,' I interposed, eager to give a crumb of 
comfort; for she had touched now on the very point that 
troubled me. 

* Yes; but he would not require a nurse long; Lizette would 
be dismissed, and then how would it fare with my boy — no 
mother to counter^t his father's teaching? What if he 
should have grown up a freethinker ? W^t if he should 
have learned to scofE at religion, at women, at everything — 
like Paul ? Could he touch pitch and not be defiled ? Could 
he live for years with that godless, bad-hearted man, and not 
be utterly depraved ? Oh, if this be the case, I pray — I pray 
most solemnly that I may never see my son's &ce in this life.' 

Her voice had grow:n more intense, more tragically earnest 
A cold shirer ran through me at her words. This awful 
probability had already crossed my mind. If it were true, 
oh, how much better it would be to stumble on some foreign 
tombstone, some wooden cross, .in a far-ofi cemetery, and 
ready the name of Basil Theodore Lyndhurst engraved there I 
If I could only find some word to comfort her! And then I 
remembered the beautiful story of Monica and St. Augustine : 
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Che reckless prodigal feeding on hnskd^ the weeping, praying 
mother; the consolatory s{)oech> so strangely prophetic, spoken 
by a holy man — 'The child of so many prayers and tears 
cannot be .lost.' Mrs. Lyndbnrst kissed me when I had fin- 
ished the simple story. If she had heard it before she did 
not say so, but a faint smile came to her face. 

'It may be so — God grant it I — and my prayers may have 
been an invisible shield to Basil. I will try to think so, and 
then my pain will be less.' 

* Yes; and Annt Catherine hopes that she may hear some 
news of him at St. Croix.' 

' The news will be very vague, I fear,' she returned sadly., 
' Pere Lefevre, the priest who baptized m v little Basil, has 
only lately returned to St. Genette. You know St. Croix ia 
only the suburb. He is again attached to the parish churchy 
St. Sulpice. We have heard a riimor that he has been at- 
tending the death-bed of an English artist. The descrintion 
tallies with that of my husband/ 

'Is that all?' for I thought at least that come clue had 
been discovered of Basil. 

' That is all at present^ it is for Catherine to find out all 
she can from Pere Lefevre. If it be not under the seal of 
confession he will tell us what he knows. These priests have 
kind hearts. If we could only find old Lizette I-^but she 
must be long dead.' 

' Was she very old ? ' 

'Perhaps not. It is difficult to judge of the age of these 
peasants. Their hard work makes them look older than thej 
really are. She might have been fifty.' 

' That would make her seventy-five now.* 

' Yes, if she be living, but I doubt it. There is nothing 
but doubt and regret all round. Even if I find him, even 3 
Catherine is successful, and one day I shall hear Basil is alive 
}ind is coming home, do you think even such blessed news as 
that can atone for the past ? Think what I have lost, never 
to see him in his childhood, his boyhood, his early manhood, 
to have some strange bearded man suddenly come to me and 
say, " You are my mother; I ani Basils your son. Where is 
my grandfather's property tliat belongs to me ? Where are 
my ffoods that I ought to nave enjoyed all these years ? " How 
am 1 to reco^ize mm whom I saw last as a baby ?'* 

' Yes, yes, I see what you. mean; it is very hard for you.* ' 

' Will he be like Paul, and frighten me with his father's 
likeness ? Will he love the stranger who calls herself his 
mother ? Oh, they talk of nature, of instinct, bat instinct ia 
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sometimes blind. I may say to him, ** Come, embrace me, 
my son;'' and he may anwser coldly, '* How am I to feel you 
are my mother ? — affection in a man. cannot be forced. We 
have never been anything to each other; the whole world has 
divided us. How am I know my English mother from any 
other woman ? " * 

'Is this how you have tortured yourself all these years, 
Mrs. Lyndhurst ? * 

' Yes, Olga. Ask Catherine, for she has been my guardian 
angel; ask my good faithful Marsden how I have tri^ them. 
There were times when, like Cain, my punishment was more 
than I could bear — then it was that Catherine was a tower of 
strength to me. " You have still a sister," that is what she 
would say to me. .1 could not have borne my life without 
Catherine.' 

Just then Marsden interrupted us. She had a tea-tray in 
her hand. As she set it down she looked at her mistress's 
agitated countenance with disapproving eyes. 

' You have talked too much, ma'am,' she said, with a solemn 
shake of her head. ' I warned Miss Olga; but I see it has 
been no use. Now you will have one of your bad headaches.' 

' It was not my fault, Marsden,' I pleaded; for the good 
creature seemed greatly disturbed. 

* No, Mary, you must not scold the child. I was obliged 
to talk, and I think she has done me good. Go down now, 
my dear, and leave me with. Marsden. IVe quite understand 
each other, and she knows she may scold me as much as she 
likes; ' and she smiled up in Marsden's face, but the faithful 
soul was hardly mollified. She saw signs of suffering in her 
mistress's drawn face and weary eyes, and was anxious fgr my 
departure. 

Aunt Catherine was awaiting me in the drawing-room. 

She looked at me scrutinizingly as I sat down beside her. 
' Well, Olga, can you forgive Virginia now ? ' 
I forget what my answer was, but I know it satisfied Aunt 

Catherine, for she took my hand and said soothingly : 

* Don't cry, dear; I am afraid you have had a painful scene 
with my poor sister; but it was better for you to^see for your- 
self — now you know what my life has been.' 

' Oh, Aunt Catherine, how could you have borne it all these 
years ? ' 

* That I can hardly tell you. We all have oiir work in life 
—Virginia i^ my work.' 

* But it must nave been so depressing.' 

'I would not allow it to depress me. I had many duties— 
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the care of our property, our poor, the search for Basil as oui 
rightful heir, the old name to keep up in the country. Then 
I nad my pleasures, my books and garden, and ' — here she 
looked at me very sweetly — 'the affection of my Adopted 
daughter/ 
' Oh, Aunt Catherine, am I indeed a conl{ort to yon ? * 
Her answer took me by surprise, for she was rarely demoih- 
strative^ and seldom expressed her feelings. 

' Sometimies I think you are my greatest comfort You are 
a great deal to me, Olga; you always have been. Now drink 
your tea, my dear, and let us talk of BOXDethiDg eliEua.' 



CHAPTER X. 

A PAIBT GODMOTHER AND A PRINCE. 

* I give you my word I ami heart-whole.* 

Bed Oauntlei. 

*If we cannot be better friends, do not at least let va entertain 
barder or worse thougbtAof each other than we have now.* 

Wordsworth. 

Aunt Catherine kepfme with her a long time. She saw 
that I was much upset, and she wished to change the current 
of my thoughts, and as I still seemed low-spirited and unlike 
my usual cheerful self, she took me up to her room .under the 
pretext of showing me a new travelling rug that she had juct 
bought. After which she unlocked her wararobe and brought 
out her jewel casket. 

' I have never shown you my trinkets, Olga,' she said quietly, 
' and I know girls love to see pretty things. These all oelong 
to me. Virginia's' are at our banker's. She has never worn 
a single article of jewelry these five-and-twenty years, with 
the exception of one or two diamond rings; and as her oma^ 
ments are much handsomer than mine, it wUs hardly safe to 
keep them in the house.' 

*0h. Aunt Catherine, what lovely things!* I exclaimed in 
ecstasy, as she opened one case after another, and showed me 
their glittering contents. * 1 think 1 have seen that ruby 
pendant before; you wore it when you wont to the Colling- 
woods' — ^that night I helped you tfrcss, and you wore your 
black satin. I 'know Kitty told me how well you looked — 
the best dressed woman in the room.' 
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^ *What a distinction!' she returned,' smiling at my enthu* 
siasm, but I knew she liked the little compliment. ' Well, 
Olga, you seem entranced with my treasures. I suppose you 
think me enviable to be the owner of all those fine things ?* 
I am afraid I did think so. 

'They give me very little pleasure/ she went on, without 
waiting for my answer. ' I suppose if Basil be living these 
will go one day to his wife. That is why Virgijiia hoards hers 
so jealously, i ou see they are chiefly old heirlooms. They 
have been in our family for years and years. Do you see that 
enamel pendant set round with pearls — see how discolored 
the pearls are with age — they say that belonged to the Lady 
Gwendoline, and that Ralph of the Iron Heart gave it to her. 
Ko one has worn it since — it would have been considered un- 
lucky; but they unclasped it fron? her neck as she lay in her 
coflSn. Think of the contrast, a love-token reposing on the 
shrivelled neck of an aged woman ! If it were not for the 
knowledge that love is- eternal, and that the heart cannot 
grow old, one would disbelieve the reality of such things.' 

* Lady Gwendoline's story is so terribly gad.* 

* It is not sadder than many other women's stories/ she 
answered, and her tone was a little peculiar. ' Not so sad as 
Virginia's, for example. If Gwendoline had accepted her 
fate, and had not bewailed over her misery until her poor 
brain was crazed, she would have led a more peaceful existence, 
doing her daily work with patience until death called her to 
rejoin her lover. Poor soul, the truth was revealed to her at 
last! Do you remember her dying words: ''.Heaviness may 
endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning ?"* 

Aunt Catherine's manner had grovyrii a little solemn. 

' There are thou wnds of unspoken and unwritten stories — 
Boine of them as sad as poor Gwendoline's. Love comes to 
most Women, but it does not always bring haf)piness with it. 
Some hide their pain like the famous Spartan boy of old 
hid his fox. They keep their own secret unflinchingly to 
the end; others take it meekly as their appointed cross. 
"What I do thou knowest not now, but thou shalt know 
hereafter" — I would write those words* on many a single 
woman's grave.' 

\, 'Aunt Catherine/ I began timidly, but she stopped me by' 
showing me another trinket. 

' The others are heirlooms, as I told you, Olga"; but my 
father ^ave me this, and I haVe always meant it for you— - 
don't blush so, child. I suppose I may give you a trinket if 
I like, and I know you have so few pretty things.' 
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This was the truth, for my mother had been a poor vicar's 
daughter, an J her few simple ornaments had been given her 
by her husband. Only a oracelet and a ring or two of no 
particular value had com& into my possession. 

* But, Aunt Catherine, this is far, far too beautiful for mo ! * 
I gasned. 

*Why so?' pretending to misunderstand me; 'it will 
look very well on your round, white throat, and it is so simple 
and girlish.' 

* It is perfectly exquisite/ I stammered, and indeed it Was 
very unique and uncommon. It was a necklace formed of a 
single row of gems — all of them different — set very lightly. 
Some of the stones were costly, others less so, and the effect 
was extremely good. 

'Do you like it, Olga? I am so glad. I have always 
meant it for vou. Now help me to clear up all this finerv. 
If there ever oe such a person, Basil's wife will have ample 
choice,, will she not? for all these must goby right to her. 
There, let me lock them up safely; and now you must run 
home, or Virginia will be wondering what has become of me.' 

I carried off my treasure and showed it proudly to Hubert, 
who was sitting alone in the drawing-room. He examined it 
curiously, and then looked at me with rather an odd expres* 
sion. 

'Do you admire it, Hubert? is it not kind of Aunt Cath« 
lerine to give it to me ? ' 

'It is very good of her. I think it extremely handsome;' 
he retumea in his precise way. ' You are a lucky girl, Olga. 
There is no doubt at all that Miss Sef tpn is much attilched 
to you.' 

'That is nothing new,' I replied pertly, for I thought his 
jnanner rather tiresome. 

' But it is more evident now. * Jem was only saying some- 
thing of the sort the last jBvening he ^ as at home. You see 
neither Mrs. Lyndhurst nor Miss Sefton is young, and they 

have no heir. So, as Jem says ' but I was not going to 

hear what Jem did sj»y, and I took away my necklace rather 
crossly, for it annoyed me to see Hubert dangling it on his 
finders, and peering at it through his spectacles while he 
talked such nonsense. 

' I am quite sure Aunt Catherine will never leave me a penny 
of her money, if that is what you mean,' 1 observed in a vexed 
voice; 'and what is more, I do not want it; and I cannot 
bear you and Jem tp say such things — it is dreadfully mer- 
cenary and' > 
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' What a silly, child you are I * he replied good-humoredljr ; 
'but there, Jem and I will keep our thoughts to ourselves if 
they annoy you^ I hope you will show Kitty your necJdace.' 

And then I marched on with a ^ood deal of dignity. How 
tiresome of Hubert and Jem to think of such nonsense 1 But 
of course they did not know of Basil's existence, so perhaps 
they were not so much to be blamed, after all. I was doubly 
anxious now for poor Mrs. Lyndhurst to find her son, if only 
to prevent people thinking of such ridiculous things. 

I went up to the nursery to find Kitty; on Saturday even- 
ings she was always up there for an hour helping nurse. 
Nurse was busy in the inner room, and Kitty was sitting by 
the window putting in clean tuckers in the children's Suniduy 
frocks. The twins had just been saying their prayers; they 
were standing by their mother in their little blue dressing- 
gowns, looking fresh and fair from their ablutions. 

'May we stay a little, mother?' exclaimed Jessie eagerly, 
as she perceived me. 

'Auntie will soon be going away,' observed Mab as a conclu- 
sive argument. 

And than they both climbed up in my Ian and pleaded for 
a story. 

' It must be a Sunday story, I am afraid,' finished Jessie, 
' because we have just said our prayers and hymn, and mother 
would not like fairy-stories after' that.* 

'No, darling, you are quite right,' returned Kitty. 'Bat, 
indeed, you must not keep them, Olga; it is quite time for 
them to be in bed.' 

' Let mo show them this first,' I suggested, opening the case. 
And then there was an exclamation from mother and daugh- 
ters. 

'What a beauty you will look in it, auntie!' from Jessie. 

'Auntie is auite ti beauty without that,' contradicted Mab 
, —oh, the lovely innocence of childhood I — ' but she will look 
ever so much nicer in it— quite a grand lady.' 

' Let me see it, children dear. Aunt Olga meant to show it 
to me.' And Kitty held it in her hand admiringly. * Yes, 
it is very handsome ; it will just suit you, Olga Miss Sef con 
is extremely generous.* 

But though she said no more, I could read l^er thought: 
'The ladies have no heir, and they are fond of Olga I' Good 
Gracious, how I longed to shout 'Basil Theodore Lyndhurst' 
into her pretty little earl 

The little girls left us reluctantly after this, and then Wil- 
fred came in to say his prayers. I always liked to watcb 
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Kitty with her children. Her tired face — and how very, very 
tirea she always looked now I — had a soft, motherly ezpres- 
eion on it. 

* Mother, why do you always stroke my head when I say my 
prayers ? * Wilfred asked suddenly. * Is it to keep time with 
the words ? I think I am too sleepy to say my hymn; please 
let me off/ 

' I will say it for you, Willie.* 

And as the little fellow nestled up against her, she sang it 
in a low, crooning voice that was as good as a lullaby. Nurse 
carried him off half -asleep after this, and Kitty turned to her 
work again. 

'Do let me help you,' I pleaded; hut she shook her head 
smiling. 

* There is so little to do, and I like doing it, Olga. I do so 
love working for my children ; they Will not always he little; 
when they are grown up they will not need me. Don't you 
think Mao is growing very fast ?' 

* Yes she is much taller than Jessie.' 

'She is quite a little mother to v^illie and hahy now, and 
she is so nice to her father. Hubert was only saying so yes- 
terday. If anything were to happon to me — I mean, if they 
lost me— Mab would take care of them all.' 

'Thank you, Kitty; I suppose you have forgotten my ex- 
istence,' I returned, in a half-affronted tone. ' Mab, indeed I ' 

Kitty laughed — ^she could not help it — ^but her tone was 
still melancholy. 

' I be^ your pardon, Olga. I thought, of course, you would 
be married, lou do not suppose that I should ever ask you 
to sacrifice yourself for iny children ? What would Jem say ?' 

' Whatever he liked. Kitty, why will you talk in this dole- 
ful fashion ? It is quite ridiculous. Mab and Jessie are 
both so pretty that they will be sure to marry young. Mgb 
would just do for Harry, when she grows up, and then you 
and Hubert will be Darby and Joan. What a handsome old 
couple you will be ! ' 

Kitty looked at me thoughtfully, as though she were try- 
ing to imagine the picture. 

'Hubert is always saying things like that. "When the 
children leave us," '* When Wilfred is a man," and so on. It 
mves mo rather a shiver to hear him*' 

' Why ? You are very incomprehensible this evening.' 

' Oh, I don't know ' — folding up her work. * I never think 
of the future. I cannot imagine myself old. It takes all my 
strength to live my daily life; I am too tired to look beyona. 
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I have all I want now— Hubert and the children, and yon 
and Jem. I have a sort of faith that as lon^ as my children 
need me I shall be here. I know you thins me odd, Olsa, 
but my mother die^ young, and I suppose that gave me the 
notion that perhaps 1 should never be old either/ 

I looked at her anxiously. Kitty was always prone to low 
spirits. Was it my fancy, or did she look a little thinner and 
more fragile than usual? /Want of tone,' Dr. Langham 
called it. Well, bo one thought much of that. . 

* I hope you do not talk to Hubert in this way,' I observed, 
in a scolding tone. 

' Oh no; it would only make him unh^'^py, poo^ fellow! he 
takes too much care of me now. I don'ii know what Hubert 
would do without me, Olga.' 

*I c*on't know what any of us would do without you, I re- 
turned,' with ^ remorseful kiss or two, for how often Jem and 
I had been cross with Kitty! *Now, pray — ^pray don't talk 
any more in this ghoul-like manner — it is just overwrought 
nerves — for you will tire yourself so dreadfully; and oh! how 
angry Hubert would be if he heard you! He would send for 
0r. Langham at one, and order you up to bed.' 

'That is just why I do not tell him,' she feturped; and a 
little mischievous sparkle came to her eyes. * He is so fussy, 
dear old fellow, and makes so much of. evenr little ailment, 
so I just keep my bad feelings to myself, and never tell him 
what makes me so cross sometimes.' 

* AVell, you may tell me instead ' — ^a great effort of magna- 
nimity on my part, for I did hate talking about ailments, and 
presentiments, and all kinds of doleful thin^; and Kitty's 
remarks were so often set in the minor key. To my surprise, 
she thanked me quite affectionately. 

* May I, indeed, Olga ? That is so kind and sisterly of youl 
I dare say it is all fancy, and that talking it over comfortably 
with you will do me good. You see, when one has a husband, 
one is obliged to think of his feelings; and Hubert is very 
easily depressed. So it will be nice to tell my troublesome 
feelings to you.' 

Nice for Kitty, perhltps ! But I was not the woman to 
shirk my word; and, after all, Kitty had lots of worries. I 
thought of Aunt Catherine's noble example as I went to my 
room, and the burthen she had so patiently borne all these 
years. Perhaps she had wanted to be married, and had given 
up some one she loved to stay with her afflicted sister. I 
thought what a good woman she must be, and I made a reso- 
lution to be more to Kitty, and to help her as far as possible 
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over the rongh places. of life; and again those touching words 
of Amiel came into my mind: 'On^ be swift to love — make 
haste to be kind/ 

Kitty's plaintive conversation made me secretly uneasy, 
though I would not allow myself to say so. Most likely, the 
tragical talk of the afternoon had unhinged me— even a healthy 
young person can be nervous. I was tired and creepy, and 
did not like make allowances for Kitty's unconscious exag- 
gerations. And yet I have always noticed, that people who 
talk much about their feelings — who count their own pulsa- 
tions and regulate their own heartbeats — are liable to over- 
step the truth, and to draw too largely upon their imagina- 
tion. 

I found my«*elf watching Kitty during the evening. She 
was certainly a little quieter than usual. Sh» brought her 
work to the table where Hubert was playing backgammoa 
with Harry, and sat beside him quite contentedly. Once he 
told her that she was trying her eyes and had better go to bed.. 

' You work too hard for us all, little woman,' be said, look« 
ing at her tenderly. 

1 sa^ Kitty slip her hand into his: 

' Do let me stop a little longer; it is so nice and quiet, and 
I like being with you.' 

Harry was rattling the dice rather noisily, and did not 
overhear the little conjugal whisper. 

* I dice not above seven times a week/ observed Harry sen- 
tentiously. * Mr. Leigh, are you aware I am quoting Shak- 
speare? Actually thjse words were written by the immortal 
William. Mark the line, pregnant with meaning: "I dice 
not more than seven times a week." ' 

* I congratulate you on your memory, Tivian,' returned 
Hubert dryly. ' Whose throw is it ? — mine ? Deuce ! — ^acc — 
come, that 8 lucky I Kitty, my dear, I mean to beat tliis fellow 
hollow; he has grown too conceited.' 

So, after eleven years, Kitty still cared to sit by Hubert. 
Matrimony was not such a dull affair as I thought it, after 
all. Only, as I took care to add, if I ever should have a hus- 
band he must be diametrically opposed to Hubert; no beard, 
no spectacles, no fussy humdrum ways! And he certainly 
should never call me * my dear ' — I should settle that before- 
hand with him. *My dcarP Could anv two words be more 
insufferably patronizing ? 

Now it was the very next evening that Harry behaved in 
the most tiresome fashion. In fact, I was so shocked that I 
cried about it, V/e were walking home from church together, 
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and were just sannteriug alonff in a lazy way, because the 
evening was so beautiful, when he made me turn into a little 
lane on the pretence of listening to a nightingale, when all 
at once I found, to my dismay, that he was proposing to me! 
If I had not been so angry I must have laughed, for it was 
too absurd, and yet the poor boy was auito m earnest, and, 
in spite of his youth, there was a manly dignity about him 
that checked any propensity to merriment. 

* You ought not to oe so severe, Miss Leigh,' he said depre- 
catingly, as I a^ain repeated that I was excessively annoved. 
' Of course you nave never encouraged me; but when a fellow 
likes a girl, he has a right to tell her so/ 

* He has no right — none at all,' I replied hotly, for what 
would Hubert say to us ? and how unmercifully Jem would 
have laughed at us both! For though Harry would be tre- 
mendously rich one day — ^he was an onljr son, and Colonel 
Vivian was at the tip-top of county society — he was only 
twenty, and ought to be thinking of his studies, and not 

- making himself miserable about a girl a few months younger 
than himself. Besides, if I ever married, my husband must 
(be at least ten years older than myself. 

I hold a different opinion,' .he returned, flushing at my 

1)etulance. Poor, dear Harry, how nice and handsome he 
ooked, and how forid I was of him I. * You are very hard on 
me. Miss Leigh; as though I can help loving you;' and then 
he said a great many pretty things, and would not let me in- 
terrupt him until he had finished, and then he said quite 
humbly: 'Won't you give me just a little bit of hope ? I am 
so fond of you, that even a crumb of comfort would be some- 
thing. If J may speak to you again in a year's time, or 
two '• 

But I stopped him decidedly. 

*It is no use, I cannot care for you in that way, Harry." I 
like you ; you have always been so nice and kind, and you 
have given me RoUo ; but I will not be so wicked as to give 
yon any hope. We will be friends. Oh yes, we will always be 
friends, and I shall be so interested in all that concerns you.' 

'I see it is all up with me,* he returned gloomily; 'but of 
course I am not such a cad as to press a girl. If you ever 
alter your mind ' — here I shook my head — ^^you must just let 
me know, for I shall never care for any one else.' (' Oh, Harry, 
what a fib I ') 'I suppose you would not let me, just for once ' 

^but as I drew myself up the ^oor boy blushed and 

apologized. I took his hand and held it for a moment; therQ 
were tears in his eyes, and I was so sorry for him. 
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but the swinging lamps and the rocking walls of the cabin. 
Now and then it appeared to me as though the floor were 
merged into the ceiimg. Dim figures seemed to reel through 
the distant door. Now we seemed to sink with swing-like 
motion into some deep trough of the waves, and then to rise 
with an awful regularity and precision. How I longed for 
my dear little room at Fircrof t, for Kitty, for Jem — even 
Hubert would have been a comfort — to be anywhere out of 
this suffocating place, which to my giddy, confused senses 
seemed full of white, cadaverous faces, ana whispering voices 
grotesque with misery! 

It was good of Aunt Catherine to bring me that cup of 
tea; bpt m spite of its restorative effects I still felt so faint 
that it was with difficulty that I could drag myself from my 
berth; and long before I had put the finishing touches to my 
toilet, the boat stopped, and wo could hear the rush of foot- 
steps overhead. 

* Olffa, my dear child, what a time you are I ' and Aunt Cath- 
erine looked at my pale face with concern, * The luggage is 
being taken to the Custom House, and we must go ashore at 
once. Don't look so miserable; the fresh air will do you a 
world of good, and vou will soon feel all right again.* 

And with these cheering words she handed me my hat and 
gloves, and bade me follow her on deck. The first rush of 
cool morning air turned me giddy, and I clutched Aunt 
Catherine's arm for support. I was dazzled, confused by the 
sunshine and bustle, the crowding passengers, the fiharpvolley 
of speeches. A strange blending of English and French 
voices seemed to fill the air — gendarmes, drivers of fiacres, 
and sailors. How. strange it all looked ! What a medley of 
foreign life! What glow and coloring I Before us were the 
gray walls and buildings of St. Genette, the broad quay planted 
v/ith plane-trees, the stream of people and luggage going to 
the Douane; behind us the blue sea, with its tossing, crested 
waves sporting in the sunlight. What a bright scene ! how 
full of interest to every one except to me ! 

* Now, Olga,' observed Aunt Catherine, in the same brisk 
voice, 'you shall sit down on that nice shady seat while I see 
after our luggage — ^you are not fit for the bustle of a Douane, 
and I am perfectly accustomed to manage for myself. No 
one will interfere with you, you will find plenty pi amuse- 
ment, and RoUo will take care of you ; ' and I gladly took her 
advice. 

The giddiness was passing off now, and I began to feel less 
miserable; in a little while I was looking about mc with the 
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keen delight of an Inexperienced trayeaer* Ereirj minnie I 
saw something to attract my attention; noir it iraa a gronp 
of watermen m their bine blonses, gesticulating and tuking 
with French vivacity; then a bonne, in her white cap, with 
some oddly-dressed children; a priest, in shovel hat and 
cassock; a little shrivelled Sister of Mercy, in a white hood 
and gray habit. A sudden tinkling of bells; a miller's cart 
slowly rumbles along the quay; the driver in his blue blouse 
cracks his long whip; the horses ave gay with their blue 
sheepskins and bells — ^under the bright sunshine everything 
looks full of color. Two more priests, one old and mj, the 
other young and solemn-looking, pass me, reading their bre- 
viaries*, and an old peasant woman, in a long black cloak, with 
a basket of onions and carrots, meets them. The old priest 
lifts his hat with a kindly air. * Bon jour, Madame Grenier I * 
he says, with a kindly reverence. The toothless old creature 
mumoles out something in a shrill voice; she has a brown 
weazen face, and looks a hundred, at least; some soldiers with 
blue trousers and riad shoulder-knots pass, and point her out 
to each other; then they laugh and nudge each other, and 
say something about his reverence and the little mother of 
the biff Pierre. So these are French soldiers, I say to myself; 
these dapper little figures with odd monkey-like faces, and 
the big pointed moustaches. How they strut along the quay 
— ^thcse une fellows — as though they could conquer the world I 
The younger priest has walked on, still absorbed in his bre- 
viary; but Madame Grenier talk3 on in shrill quavering 
accents, and the old priest listens good-hnmoredlv; she is 
telling a long story, but it is not easy to understand her dia- 
lect — the name Pierre comes in frequently. Has she ever 
been young, this Madame Grenier? It must be terrible to 
f;row like that I At this point in my reflections. Aunt Cath- 
erine interrupted me. 

'I am ready how, Olga/ she said; 'the luggage is on the 
fiacre; it is rather a lon^ drive to La Maisonnette, but I see 
you are better.' I noticed that she gave the old priest a 
searching look as we passed him. 'If it should be Pdre 
Lefevrel* she whispered in my ear. Another crack of the 
whip, and we were off, down a long road that skirted the 
quay. It was some time before we lost sight of the sea. The 
lean little horses did their work famously, but presently their 
speed slackened, as we entered a long narrow street with shops 
on each side. 'We have left St. Genette, Olga, explained 
Aunt Catherine; 'this is really St. Croix. You must see St. 
Genette properly to-morrow; some of the streets arc so quaint. 
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It is such an interesting place — especially to artists. This 
street is comparatively common-place, but the shops are ex- 
cellent. Look I there is the market, but the stalls are h<ilf 
empty. Do you see that old woman with the gold earrings ? * 
1 was thoroughly interested by this time. After a few 
minutes we turned into a wide road planted with trees, up 
and down which some bonnes and children were strolling. 
By-and-by we came to a large figure of the Christ hanging 
on the cross. How lonely and pathetic it looked in that wide 
place I We passed some large houses set in gardens after this ; 
then the road grew more countrified. We drove down lanes 
with cornfields on one side; strange to say, the cornfields were 
also orchards. All at once we stopped before a big brown 

fate shaded by large sycamore; a barn was on one side. The 
river pulled a bell that sounded a hoarse loud peal; the next 
moment we heard footsteps, and a young woman with an 
oddly-shaped coif and a droll good-humored face threw open 
the gate with voluble welcome. 

* Madame and the young demoiselle were welcome; they 
must be much fatigued, and must refresh themselves at once. . 
She and Jules woul4 see to the luggage. The horses would 
take care of themselves. Would madame enter the house ? * 
in a shrill, high-pitched voice. 

We were standing in a wide courtyard. Before us was a 
good-sized house, plastered with yellowish stucco, with great 
brown shutters — jalousies, I suppose they call them — to every 
window.- The sun was blazing now, for it was mid-day, so 
Aunt Catherine was glad to take refuge in the house. The 
doors all stood open. Rollo-, who had preceded us^ stood 
wagging his tail in some perplexity. 

'Out of the way, old fellow. This is the salon, Olgal' 
exclaimed Aunt Catherine; and I followed her into a pleasjnt 
room, very nicely furnished, and deliciously cool, with one 
big window looking on the lawn and courtyard, and the other 
on the garden. I opened the blind and peeped out, and my 
exclamation brought Aunt Catherine to my side in a moment 

I had never seen such a garden. It was full of big treed, 
and resembled a miniature wood. At the end was a little 
grove ; a broad ffravel walk led to it. On one side was a tiny 
lawn, on the other a confused pattern of oddly-shaped beds, 
with paths round them. The whole garden gave one a de- 
lightful impression of shady coolness and luxuriant foliage. 

' Very pleasant in summer, but decidedly unwholesome in 
winter, observed Aunt Catherine. *No wonder the place did 
not agree with Mrs. Milner. What a pretty room this is, Olga 
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— is it not? There is Jeanne carrying in our mgs." I sup- 
pose the salle-d-manger is opposite. Let us explore. Does 
it not seem strange, taking possession of the whole house in 
this fashion? Look at Rollo poking his nose almost every- 
where ; I am sure he enjoys the fun as much as we do.' 

The salle-A manager was a large bare looking room, one end 
line with cupboards, snd with an astonishing number of doors. 
There was a door into the passage^ and a door into a dark, 
fusiy little kitchen, a glass-door opening on the courtyard, 
and another opposite it leading into the garden. A small 
window by the fireplace gave additional light. A hen and 
some chickens were clucking on the door-step in anticipation 
of a meal, which the white cloth and cups and saucers seemed 
to warrant. 

* Oh, Aunt Catherine, how delicipusly cool this room is! bat 
it is far too big for comfort. What a long table just for us 
two!' 

' The coffee is ready, and shall be served ' returned Jeanne, 
coming in at this moment. ' Perhaps madame would dismiss 
Jules, and eive him his due. She and the demoiselle must be 
famished after such a journey. Would mademoiselle prefer 
a cup of English tea ? Madame always took it for her a6jen- 
ner. Strong tea with a slice of lemon would be refreshing, 
or caf6 au lait.' 

I pronounced in fayor of a cup of English tea; Aunt Oath- 
erine chose cafe au lait. 

More bustle, and stamping of sabots across the brick 
floor, then Jeanne marches in triumphantly, bearing a large 
coffee-pot in one hand and a little brown teapot in the other; 
a pile of toast follows, then eggs, and some slices of curious- 
looking meat, a bowl of salad, some plums, a glass-jug of 
cold water. Hollo watched Jeanne's movements attentively. 
Be was a dog of sagacity, and always knew his friends. 
Jeanne was not handsome; she had a tumed-up nose; she 
wore a singular cap; she talked ^bberish; stiirRoUo decided 
she was a person to whom he might show respect. In proof 
of this he sat up before her solemnly and tendered her a paw 
— a signal- that ne was growing hungry. 

Jeanne uttered a faint shriek, and wrapped her hands in 
her apron; she pronounced him un bite effroyable — he was 
ill-conditioned, terrible, a monster to be feared; regardless of 
all these compliments, Rollo still sat and proffered his paw 
in the most friendly fashion. 

Jeanne giggled and fairly fled to her kitchen, and we c-onld 
hear her high-pitched voice out in the courtyard. 
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* Mrs. Muner says Jeanne is an excellent senrant/ observed 
Aunt Catherine, as she poured out my tea; 'she is a most 
faithful creature. I wish you did not look bo pale, OIk^ but 
tea and toast will just sui« you. I did not make a bad oreak- 
fast on board, but I mean to try some of that stuffed veal. 
You must lie down and get a nap, while I unpack and writ© 
to Virginia.' 

I was glad to take this advice presentlv. There was only 
one good-sized bedroom which I at once aecided must be for 
Aunt Catherine. The other rooms were rather small and 
barely furnished; an uncarpeted passage led to them. After 
a few moments' hesitation, 1 chose a long, narrow room next 
to Aunt Catherine's; it was furnished with the utmost sim- 
plicity-^* little French bedstead in one corner, a painted 
washstand and chest of drawers, with an oval glass in a black 
frame hanging over it. There was a door of communication 
with a still smailer room; a chintz curtain hung over it. The 
floor was polished, and a little strip of carpet was beside the 
bed. The window was wide open : down below was the shady 
garden, with the little grove, looking more like some wood- 
land glade in its depth of delicious coolness; it was so strange- 
ly silent, too — only the humming of bees, as they hovered 
over the quaint flowerbeds, broke the stillness, or the occa- 
sional click of Jeanne's sabots across the Courtyard. Aunt 
Catherine came in and closed the ^eat brown shutters for 
me; then she shook up the snowy pillow, and left me to my 
siesta. It was late in the afternoon when I was awakened by 
BoUo laying his big black paw on my arm ; he looked in my face 
with a whine, as though remonstrating with me on my un- 
usual laziness. Jeanne was standing by me with a little tray 
with a cup of coffee and some crisp-looking cracknels on a 
white-fringed napkin; she depositea it on the bed, and then, 
putting her hands on her hips, regarded me with a benevo- 
lent grin. 

'La jeune demoiselle had slept well — ^bienl The great 
dog. Monsieur RoUo — was not that his name? — had been con- 
templating the door for hours; he had been, triste, inconsol- 
able, without his mistress. Where was madame? she had 
gone to recruit herself with a walk— she was a person of 
etiergy. She had left 'word that the jeune demoiselle — 
Meess — Meess Olga — oh, the droll little name! — should re- 
pose herself : the day was long enough for amusement. Would 
it be possible to assist mademoiselle ? no — then she, Jeanne, 
would return to her devoirs; there was water to draw from 
jthe well, and she must fetch eggs and butter from the farm. 
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Would the youn^ English Meess be afraid to be left in the^ 
house with the big dog. Monsieur RoUo ?* 

I dismissed Jeanne with the assurance that I should not be 
afraid, and then jumped up and unpacked with the utmost 
despatch, while RoUo lay with his nose between his paws and 
watched me. When I had finished I took my hat and went 
out in the passage; the open window tempted me, and I 
stood for some minutes looking out on the courtyard and bam 
and the brown gate shaded by the huge sycamore. How still 
and peaceful it looked in the evening light 1 I felt as though 
I were in some enchanted place; it was uU so strange and un- 
home-like, as though I were dreaming, and must waKe up pres- 
ently and find myself back at Fircroft. Jeanne must have 
gone to the farm; I peeped into the embty kitchen, where 
only a black kitten was warming herseli beside the closed 
stove, and then went out into the garden. I directed my 
8te|)s in voluntarily to the little grove; there were gome wicker 
chairs and a table, and a hammock swinging between two 
trees; a little gate led into a kitchen-garden full of fruit trees. 
A sort of curiosity induced me to unlatch the gate and walk 
doya<the narrow, grass-grown path; there seemed a sort of 
building at the end, that looked like a stable or a bam, I could 
not guess which ; a dilapidated flight of ste^s led to the upper 
story — was it inhabited ? fqr there was a white curtain flutter- 
ing at an open window — ^the next instant I caught sight of a 
dark masculine profile, and turned hastily away. Perhaps, 
after all, it was a bam, and that wrs the farmer himself. I 
was intmding— most likely the kitchen garden belonged to 
the farm and not to La MaiBonnette. I was glad to close the 
gate behind me, and to find myself in our own garden. 

I wondered where Aunt Catherine bad gone, and as I heard 
Jeanne's sabots in the distance, I determined to go a little 
way down the lane; but as I opened the gate I found her 
standing outside; she had her old brown garden hat on. 

'I was just wishing for you, Olga,' she said brightly. 'I 
wanted to show you the extensive domains that belong to our 
landlord. I have been talking to him — his name is Monsieur 
Perrot, and he lives at the farm close by. He seems an 
honest old fellow. That lane leads right down to the bay; 
but I want to show you the view from the cliflf first. We 
may regard this as our private grounds— so Monsieur Perrot 
tells me. No one but his lodger ever comes here, so we shall 
be quite undisturbed.' 

So saying, she opened a little gate, and we found ourselves 
in a cornfield full of apple-trees. Then we came to a green 
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place with some beautiful fir-frees, overlooking the lane.' 
Across the road were the grounds of a Ciidteau, with a small 
lake surrounded by trees, and a boat moored to the bank.' 
The water had a strange greenish hue, as though from the' 
filtering of sunshine through leaves; it had a solitary, deserted 
look, as though no human footstep ever broke the stillness,' 
or trod on the gmssy paths. 

'That is the Chdteau de Clairville,' observed Aunt Cath- 
erine. * It belongs to the Delaincourts, but they are iu Paris 
at present. Mrs. Milner told me a sad story about them once. 
The eldest son, then a fine boy of eleven or twelve, was 
drowned in that very lake. A schoolfellow upset the boat, 
and Gaston could not swim. They say none of the family 
have ever looked at the lake since. It is probably the truth,- 
for the boat seems falling to pieces through age and disuse. 
Madame Delaincourt has taken a dislike to the chdteau, and, 
they live most of the year in Paris.' 

* It looks like the scene of a tragedy,' I returned, with a shud- 
der. 'How weird and uncanny it must look by moonlight.' 
Let us go and-: — ^ Why, there is actually heather I Wnat 
a pretty, wild place!' 

'Yes; is it not? This is the cliff; and if we follow this 
little winding path, we shall come to the steps that lead 
down to the bathing-house. Is this not curious, Olga — this 
mingling of cornfields, orchards, fir-trees, and heather-covered 
cliffs ! J^ow you can see the bay — what do you think of that ? ' 

I was silent from sheer admiration of the beautiful scene 
f)efore me.' Below us lay the yellow sands, with piles of 
amber-colored seaweed, and beyond the blue waters of the; 
bay, shimmering in the .golden sunlight, and studded with 
rocky islets; across the bay wooded promontories, and the 
white gleam of buildings from the gay little seaport town of 
Nanterre; while to our left were the picturesque bginks that 
skirted the river Licre— cliffs, sands, and the red and white 
sails of numberless boats, all steeped in the pure radiant light! 
of early evening. 

'Aunt Catherine, this is paradise! ' 

'An earthly paradise; but yon are right — it is very be&uti-! 
fuL The sunsets are wonderful here;, indeed, the glow of 
coloring is peculiarly foreign. I have seen the bay as in- 
tensely blue as the Mediterranean. Look to your right, Olgn : 
that is the fashionable bathing-place of St. Croix, and across 
those cliffs there is the cemetery and the Hospital de St. 
Pierre. We shall pass both on our way to tne English 
Qhurcht Further pn is St. Gen^tte^ and those massive t9W97§ 
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belong to St. Dominique — ^that is where they kept the English 
prisoners. When we cross to Nanterre, we shall have to start 
from St. Dominique— it is only twenty jninnies across the 
bay.' 

I, listened to Aunt Catherine with interest and tried to 
follow her outstretched finger, as she pointed bnt one object 
after another; but I could on\j give a aiti40d attention. My 
own senses seemed steeped in beauty. We were on the 
farthest point of the cliff; no one was in sight; the only sirns 
of human life were the little boats rocking in the sunlight. 
One could dimly discern a red'or blue cap belonging to some 
fisherman. We were seated on the heather, and the long 
slow wash of the waves was the only sound that reached out 
ears; except, once, the distant clanging of a bell on the clifiF. 

*Are you cold? Why do you shiver, Olga? There is 
scarcely a breath of air; it. has been a hot day, so Monsiei^r 
Perrot tell me.' 

* No, I am not cold.' 

But in spite of my words mother irrepressible shiver passed 
through me. I had a strange indescribable sensation as 
though something were going to happen, a& though some 
subtle spirit of cminge stood by me to mterpret the future. 
Why had I come there ? Would it not have been better for 
me to have remained at home? Something to this effect 
seemed to pass through my mind with a strange nervous ac- 
companiment of dread. I had never experienced such a feel- 
ing before. 

* Are you sure there is nothing the matter, Olga ?* 

' No; but I believe I am tired, and I stood up and stretched 
myself a little wearily. 

' Let us go back to the house then^' returned Aunt Cath- 
erine kindly. 'Jeanne will ha-'e prepared our supper by this 
time, and when you have had it you shall go to bed. Come, 
child, come I' 

But I followed her unwillingly. Once I looked back; the 
sky was tinged with a rosy hue; the bay was transfigured; the 
little fleet of fishing smacks looked like fairy boats; the op-, 
posite shore was bathed in the glow of the setting sun. 

' I am glad I have come across the seas to look at this,' I 
said to myself; and then aloud, 'Aunt Catherine, we must 
always come here in the evening. I shall christen this lovely 
spot "Sef ton Point."' 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A MIDDLE- AG ED ROMANCH. 

*Tliou goeRt/ she said, 'and ne'er a^r 
Must we two meet in joy or pain. 

• Bridal of Triermaitu 

* They part, 
Each with, a g^rieved and anxious heart.' 

Berkeley. 

A niglit of sound sleep perfectly restored me. When we 
met at oreakfast. Aunt Catherine declared herself to be quite 
satisfied with my looks. It was a lovely morning; the air 
felt light and buoyant, tfeie spacious salle-d-manger looked 
cool and bare as I entered it. There was a pleasant flicker 
of green leaves against the glass-door that lea into the court- 
yard. A faint breeze stirred the huge branches of the syca- 
more. Eollo lay stretched out on the stone step watching a 
hen and her chickens scratching in the dust. A fragrant 
smell of coffee came from the kitchen. A great pile of brown 
toast was on the table. Aunt Catherine came in from the 
garden with a bunch of roses with the dew still on them. 

* Have you slept well, my dear ? but I need not ask, you 
look as bright as the naming itself. \ow I shall venture to 
propose a kittle plan for the morning. We will take a fiacre 
and drive down to St. Genette; it is too hot to walk all that 
distance. After we have looked about us a little, we will go 
to St. Sulijice. You will not mind my leaving you alone for 
a little while, Olga, while I call on Monsieur Lef evre ? ' 

' You are going this morning ? ' in some surprise. 
/Aunt Catherine smiled. 

. ' Procrastination was never one of my faults. What is the 
use of putting off for to-morrow the duty that belongs to 
to-day ? I am too good a business- woman to cheat my con- 
science in that way. I havo come all this distance to see 
Pdre Lefevre, and I do not mean to lose a moment before I 
call on him. We must thinH of poor Virginia.* 
/Yes; of course.' 

But I was a little sorry tbat Aunt Catherine would not 
give up one day to pure enjoyment; it was such a delicious 
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lAoming. I shonld have liked to have spent it on lihe sands^ 
or on Sefton Point; but I would not have told Y»er bo for 
worlds. 

An hour afterward we were driving toward St. Genette, 
and my brief discontent was soon forgotten at the Bight of 
the beautiful old cown^ with its narrow picturesque streets, 
and its quaint houses with their peaked roofs and overhang- 
ing eaves and wide casements, over which towered the steeple 
of St. Sulpice. I felt as though I were transported back to 
medisBval days, as though I had seen those old streets in some 
dream of the past. What coloring, what harmony of tints in 
the soft grajs and yellows, the dull red roofs, the narrow 
breadth of sky above, so deeply, intensely blue, the dear sun- 
shine I And then the gay medley of passers-by —white-capped 
bonnes, soldiers in red and blue, sisters of charity in their 
hoods .and gray and black habits, sombre-looking priests, 
peasant women with massive siVer earrings reposing against 
their brown, shrivelled cheeks, and little black oead-like eyes 
roving everywhere. From end to end of the quaint old town 
we drove, and every moment we came npon some picturesque 
group, some combination of effect and coloring to excite our 
admiration. Now it was some snow-white pigeons settlinff on 
H red-peaked roo^ now a heavy cart with gray horses amUing 
al6ng under their gay adornment of blue sheepskin and bells, 
then a donkey with pannier, a dark-eyed girl with gold ear- 
rings walking beside it, a brownrfaced babv in a close cap 
peeping out of each pannier. 

All at once we left the narrow streets behind and crossed a 
place with sycamores and seats under them. Some soldiers 
WQre drinking and smoking under the awning of a restaurant. 
A band wis playing the distance, some children were dancing, 
while their bonnes chatted and l^nitted on the benches. ^ 
quick turn, and I uttered an exclamation of delight : before 
us was the' open sea. .The waves were rolling in upon the 
shore; the sun w'as shining, there was a great stretch of yellow 
sands: gay little cal^nes of blue and white" striped canvas 
seemed dotted about everywhere; oddly dressed figures 
emerged from them, and ran with little ri-ples of laughter 
into the sea. The children were wading Tcnee-deep in the 
pools; ladies were working, gossiping, watching the bathers; 
the band was playing dancing music; there were colored 
minstrelB, conjurers, an old man with an organ and a melan< 
choly-eyed monkey. The old man played a dreary tunc, the 
monkey jumped and clutched its little red cap. Some soldiers 
were watching it. Everywhere life, movement, children's 
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Toioes^ lauffhter, and the yellow Bunflhine pouring down on 
the gray old buildings lind rocky island, and on the happy 
human groups. I could have stayed there for hours; but 
Jules hskd his orders, and ^f tcr a few minutes he had cracked 
his whip a^ain, and the lean little horses were carrying us 
back into the narrow streets. We were descending a some- 
what steep one. The houses were poorer and more crowded. 
In another moment we were at the door of St. Sulpice. 

What a change from the busy streets to the dark scented 
stillness within. An old peasant woman was hobbling in 
before us. She took some holy water and crossed herself, 
and looked at us rebukingly as we passed her. 

How vast and mysterious it all looked — ^tho lamps swinging 
before the high altar, tho stacks of empty chairs, the side 
chapels and shrines, with dark figures kneeling here and there, 
the strange, penetrating perfume of incense. 

'I will leave you now, Olga,' whispered Aunt Catherine; 
there is much that will interest you. You can go round and 
look at everything; no one will disturb you.' 

I felt as though I were in some dream as I heard the great 
door close after her. The utter stillness, the gleam from the 
different shrines, seemed to wrap me round with mystery. 
Everywhere 'was repeated the same solemn story — ^here the 
Madonna and the calm-eyed Babe, there the Mater Dolorosa 
and the Divine Sufferer on the cross — simple, majestic, un- 
complaining; in all ages ajspectacle to men and angels. 

I grew weary of wandering about presently, and seated my- 
self before a little chapel, with an inmge of a grave, benevo- 
lent St. Joseph, and the Holy ChUd beside him. An old 
fisherman was kneeling bafore it; his gray head was bowed in 
his hands. A little farther off was the old peasant woman 
who had preceded us, and a lady with a long black veil. Now 
and then some i^ioiseless figure glided from behind the high 
altar and knelt down silently. The hushed fragrant atmo- 
sphere seemed full of those.iioiseless prayers. 

'It is good t(f be here,' I thought; ^here thousands of wor- 
shippers, rich and poor, learned and ignorant, have brought 
their cares and sorrows, their penitential petitions, their 
praises, to the throne of Divine Grace. In England the churches 
are empty, swept and garnished for the Sunday services. 
No sons and daughters of toil ever creep into those spotless 
edifices on week-days to offer up a prayer, a thimksgiving for 
some blessing received. Are the poor of St. Genette more 
pious ? Whose fault is it that our churches are not homes 
lor our working people ? ^ 
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I was 80 absorbed by these reflections that Aunt Catherine' 
return quite startled me. I had not expected her so soon 
8he looked pale and weary^ and as soon as we Were outsid 
she said with a sigh : 

* We shall have to be patient Olga. I encountered an un- 
expected diflSculty. Monsietf r Leferre left St. Croix thii 
morning. He has been summoned to a brother's death-bed 
and is -not expected back for a Week or two. I saw his old 
housekeeper, but she could give me no information. Hei 
master was a holy man^ she said, and was always attending 
the sick and dying. H'^ never spared himself if his people 
needed him. Some of the other Fathers knew how to save 
themselves trouble, but not Pere Lefevre.' 

* Oh, Aun£ Catherine, what a disappointment!' 

* Yes, it is very trying. Virginia will be so cast down by 
the delay. If I thought it would be any good, I would follow 
him to raris; but how can one intrude at such a time ? He 
will come back, she says, as soon as his brother is buried ^ 
lind I fear we must wait for that.' 

But though. Aunt Catherine said no more, I could see that 
she was much troubled. 

We were tired with our busy morning, so, sfter dinner, 
Aunt Catherine proposed that we should- take our books and 
walk to the little grove, as I persisted in calling it. 

^Jeanne «ays it is always t;ool there on the hottest days; 
and she has promised to bring us some coffee presently. In 
the evening we can stroll to your favorite point.' 

As I approved of this plan, we were soon comfortably en- 
sconced. Aunt Catherine m an old-fashioned armchair, and I 
in the hammock. We were both indisposed for conversation 
at first — Aunt Catherine had a book, and I was content to lie 
in the hammock and listen to the birds twittering among the 
leaves over my head, and think of Jem — it was so pleasant 
and peaceful. As I swung to and fro, I could see the littltf 
grass-grown path I had explored yesterday, between the 
apple-trees. Some one was walking among trie cabbages, for 
I could catch sight of a blue blouse in the distance. The 
sun was blazing on the yellow stucco walls of the house; th0 
brown shutters were closed. Jeanne was going to and fro 
between the well and the court-yard — I could hear her shrill 
voice speaking to some one; the black kitten was chasing a 
white butterfly across the lawn, springing up into the air and 
then suddenly wheeling round in pursuit of its own tail ; a great 
brown bee settled on a rose-bush close to ns. ' What a beauti- 
ful world this is,' I thought as I floated off into a day-dream« 



i 
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Aunt Catherine read steadily all the afternoon, but I no- 
ticed that now and then a sigh escaped, her; but she did not 
talk freely until we had taken our coffee, and were sauntering 
toward the cliff. When we had seated ourselves, and had 
exhausted our rapturous exclamations at the beauty of the 
evening, and of the bay below us, she said rather suddenly: — 

* Olga, you do not know how I have set my heart on finding 
Basil/ 

I had been watching some barefooted boys, with closely- 
cropped heads and ragged trousers, who were collecting sea- 
weed on the shore, but as she spoke, I looked up in some sur- 
prise. 

'I shall be bitterly disappointed if we fail to discover any 
traces of him. I hope I am not too sanguine, but I am hoping 
CTeat results from my interview with P^re Jiofevre. Surely 
raul Lyndhurst wilT have spoken of his son on his death- 
bed.^ 

*Ii — if he bo still alive,' I.repliied; but Aunt Catherine 
looked a little distressed at my remark. 

* Who put that doubt in yoar head, Olga ? Why should 
not Basil bo alive? Virdnia always says he was a strong, 
healthy child. It would be a cruel disappointment to me as 
well as to his mother, if your supposition were true. If Basil 
be dead, we have no heir.' 

I was. silent, for Just then Hubert's foolish speech came 
into my head* I felt myself color with annoyance. That 
was the worst of hearing such speeches, they could not be 
forgotten. But Aunt Catnerine did not notice my slight em- 
barassment; she was following out her own line of thought. 

*It is so sad that we have no one belonging to us — no one 
to take interest in the place, and to cherish us in our old age. 
Virginia's son woald have been so dear to me. I should have 
been as pro ad of him as though I had been his mother. 
Sometinies I look at Jem — wo are both very fond of him — 
but he is not a Sef ton : our blood does not flow in his veins — 
he is not one of us.' 
i * I see what you mean, Aunt Catherine.' 

* It is our own that we want, our own flesh and blood. If I 
could only find Basil, and say to him, " I am your mother's 
sister, but you shall be like ray own son ; come home with 
me, and I will show you your other. If you will be patient 
and not mind the society of two homely women, wo wiU teach 
you the old traditions, the family histories. You shall know 
your ancestors by name, you shall be one of us." This is 
what I am always saying to the imaginary Basil; and,' with 
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a little smile, ' he always puts his hand in mine, and saya 
frankly, " I will go home with you." ' 

I had never heard Aunt Catherine speak like this hefore. 
There was a yearning sound in her voice, and a misty look in 
her gray eyes that spoke of unfulfilled longing. 

* If you had only married 1 ' I exclaimed involuntarily. 
She started, and a faint hlush came to her cheek. 

' You mean, if I had married I might have had a son of 
my own — perhaps sons and daughters, who knows ? That is 
what one misses when one grows old. That is why I think 
so much of Basil, heoause I have no one else belonging to 
me.' 

\ But, Aunt Catherine' — ^hesitating, for I feared to displease 
heir — ' surely you could have married over and over again if 
you had liked.' 

' One only wants to marry once, Olga,' smiling as though 
my speech amused her. 'After all, there is only one man a 
woman can bring herself to marry.' 

* Whom do you mean ? ' — in some perplexity. 

* I mean, of course, the man she loves. Doesn't that go 
without saying ? ' 

* Yes, of course; but — ^no, you will think me impertinent. 
I will not ask such a question.' 

' Your eyes ask it instead. Yes, there was some one whom 
I could have married.' 

'And for whose sake you have remained single — oh. Aunt 
Catherine 1' 

'You question rather closely, little one; but never mind, 
it is a very old story; it does not give me pain now. When I 
was your age, Olga, I was thrown almost daily into the society 
of some one who seemed to m0 better and nobler than any 
one else. I never knew any one so absolutely true. He re- 
minded me of Nathaniel, for he was without guile. Youn? 
as I was, I soon understood that he had a higher standard of 
right and wrong than most men.' 

' Will. you tell me a little more about him ? — creeping closer 
ito her as I spoke, for there was a shadow on the dear face. 

'Don't you think it is rather . foolish of a middle-aged 
woman to tell her love-story to a girl ? Well, if you will hear 

it '- But there is nothing much to' tell. Other women 

would have forgotten it long ago— ^would have loved again, 
and have married ; but it was never possible to me.' 

* Did you care for him so much ? ' 

'How could I help it, knowing what he was? And then 
he was so good to me. I should have grown up frivolous and 
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pleasure-loving but for him. Everytliing I have i owe to 
him. It is strange to think that any one so young should 
have had such an influence. He was not so manv years older 
than I was. He was only in deacon's orders when he first 
came to Brookfield/ 

' I had no idea he was a clergyman. Do you mind telling 
me his name, and — and was he very attractive looking?' 

Aunt Catherine smiled at the feminine question. 

' That is so like a girl, Olga! His name is Robert Fleming. 
No, he was not handsome; on the contrary, he was plain — 
but it was a face one could trust at once. I used to tnink it 
beautiful when he was preaching. My father was always 
hospitable to the clergy. Mr. Fleming used to dine at tne 
HaU onoe or twice a week. He was a clever and amusing 
companion, and his conversation was alwayd agreeable to my 
father. After a time he volunteered to teach me Latin and 
botany, and then we were always together. Was it any won- 
der, then, that we. grew to care too much for each other? 
Surely the blame was not ours ? I can only marvel at the 
blindness of my father and Virginia; but no one suspected 
anything until too late. I think that year was the happiest 
of my life. Every day brought new pleasure. I never asked 
myself the reason why I took life so joyously. I was young, 
and the world was very beautiful, and Robert was good to ine^ 

' But one day the revelation came. In an unguarded mo- 
jrient, when we were alone, the truth came out. Robert loved 
me too much for his own peace of mind; either he must leave 
Brookfield, or I must give him hope that his feelings were 
returned. I do not need to tell you, Olga, that my whole 
heart belonged to him. I owned my affection fnmkly, and 
for one day at least we were happy. 

' I remember that night I could hardly sleep for ■»oy. I lay 
hour after hour recalling his looks and words. I seemed to 
ask no more of life than Robert's love, and to feel that we 
belonged to each other. But my happiness was short-lived. 
When I saw him again he looked worn and harassed. To my 
dismay I found that he was blaming Iiimself severely for his 
imprudent confession. " Your father will have a right to re- 
proach me for my dishonorable conduct, Catherine," he said 
sorrowfully. "I ought not to have betrayed my .feelings. 
There is only one course open to me. As a gentleman, I 
must at once acquaint him with what has happened." And 
in spite of my entreaties and tears — for I feared to lose him 
^he sought at once an interview with my father. 

'I need not tell you the result: my father was bitterly 
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angry "witli ns bojkh; Ttobert was forl)idden the house, and I 
was reproved most harshly and cruelly for my undignified 
behavior in encouraging a poor curate. In vain I protested 
that I. loved him dearly, that I would never marry any man 
but Robert Fleming. My father simply refused to near a 
word. We were ordered to pack up at once and leave the 
Hall — we were to go abroad, and remain there as Ions cis 
Eobert was at Brookfield. Olga, it was only through vir* 

finia's connivance that I bade Robert gooa-by. It was a 
itterly sad parting: neither of us had any hope. 
' '^ I am a poor man^ Catherine/' he said to me; '' my people 
are comparatively humble folk. I have no interest, I cannot 
expect success in this life — I shall never be able to win you — 
the prize is not for mo — I am justly punished for miving 
dared to love you.^' And those were almost his last words to 
me.' 

* Do you mean you have never seen him since ? * 

' Never, Olga, except at a distance. Robert Flemin|^ toid I 
parted that summer morning forever iu this woild. We 
went. to Rome, and -before our return he had left Brookfield; 
and the only thing I heard was, that he had been ill, and that an 
uncle had taken him abroad. II we suffered, my poor father 
had his punishment too. To save me from marrying the best 
men in the world, he took us to the place whore poor Yirffinia 
met her wretched husband. But for this she might have been 
9k happy woman now.' 

'And you have never heard of him ? ' 

' Not until my father's death, a good many years afterward; 
and then a casual acquaintance we met at some watering^laoe 
pientioned his name. He had a curacv at Leeds, ana was 
working in a very poor parish. She told me the name of his 
church, and a year or two afterward, when I was within a 
few miles of the place, I went ^one evening in the hope of 
hearing him preach.' 

*Did you really? Oh, Aunt Catherine, but did he not 
recognize you ? ' 

' He could not, for I had a thick veil, and sat at the end of 
the church. But I could see him distinctly; he looked older 
and thinner, and stooped a good deal, but it was the same 
good, kind face. And his sermon was beautiful; it strength- 
ened me for a long time.' 

* But why — ^why has he never come to you ? Is he married? ' 

* Ko, he has never married, but that is all I know about 
him. I Jiave never expected him to come. He is still a 
curate, and I am-a rich woman, and belong to a county family^j 
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besides. How can I tell ? he may have forgotten me— a man , 
is different to a woman/ 

' But you have many friends — ^grand^ influential ones; could ' 
you not have helped him secretly to a better position ? * 

* What a little plotter you are, Olga. How do you know 
that I have not tried ? More than one living has been offered 
to Mr. Fleming — comfortable country livings; but he cannot: 
be persuaded to leave his curacy. They say he is doing a 
great work there, a very great work/ . 

* Why do you look like that, Aunt Catherine ? you are keep- 1 
inff fiomething back.' 

"Oh, it is nothing,' she said, with her pretty middle-aged' 
blush; 'oDly I like to think I help him in that work. From| 
time to time the curate of St. Mark's receives a sum of money i 
from one who si^is herself, "The Friend of the Poor." He I 
has never seen the handwriting — the world is full of these 
shy philanthropists. Of course, he takes the money and is 
thankful, and asks no questions/ 

' Dear---dear Aunt Catherine, that is so like you.* 

* But it is not like me to romance after this fashion ;. you j 
are a little witch, Olga, to coax this story from me. Shall we 
call it the Old Maid's Secret ? ' 

* Don't call yourself names; you are as nice now as you ever 
have been. Jem and I have always admired you so; you are 
not a bit old — there is not a gray hair on your head/ ,' 

*I will* show vou hundreds to-morrow. Come, do not let 
ns talk so foolishly. I am old-fashioned enough to believe in 
Providence — what is, is best. One day, when our work is' 
done, Robert Fleming and I shall meet again. I can wait! 
happily till then.' ' 

'And this is why you have never married ? ' , 

*Well, you would not have mo content with the second 
best ? — ^there was only one Robert Fleming. Now, never let 
ns speak of this again. Let me give you one piece of advice 
— ^you are young enough to need it : make greater allowances^ 
for the so-called old maids; poor things, they arrf often dull 
and uninteresting, and' have odd, fussy ways, but you do not 
know what trouble and pain may be in their past. Many of 
them have young and faithful hearts in spite of their wrinkles.. 
There, I have preached my little sermon/ and as Aunt Cath* 
erine said this she tose from her seat, and we went back under 
the flrs and across the cornfield to La Maisonnettie. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE PAYILIOK IIT THE GARDEN. 

'Then saunter down the terrace, where the sea. 

All fair with wiug-liks sails, you may discern ; 
Be glad, and say, " This beauty is for me— 
A thing to love and learn.*' ' 

Jean Ietoelow. 

The next few days passed pleasantly. Aunt Catherine was 
A delightful companion. With her usual unseLjshness she 
put her own cares and anxieties aside, and only thought how 
she could add to my enjoyment. The weathfi^ was lovely; 
every morning the bright sunshine woke me; and as I be- 
grudged every moment spent indoors^ we were out from 
mornmg to evening. As soon as our early breakfast was 
over, and Aunt Catherine had settled down to write business 
letters, or talk over housekeeping matters with Jeanne, I used 
to put on my broad-brimmed hat and go down to the shore, ac- 
companied by my faithful Rollo. A steep little lane, with arch- 
inff trees overiiead, and a high, fern-covered bank on one side, 
led down to the bay. The wall of the Chateau de Clairvilla 
was on the other side; in the distance one could see the bluo< 
waters of the bay. A little farther on was a pool, where the: 
women washed theilr clothes. Often I camo upon a little 
group chattering and laughing as they beat out the linen on. 
the stones. A rugged path led up the difi to St. Croix. On- 
Sunday we walked to tne little English church, and passed, 
the tiny cemetery and the hospitiu. *As wo returned that 
evening a glorious sunset was .flushing the bay, and wo stood.' 
for a long time looking at the lovely scene. Below us was' 
the quiet cemetery, with its black wooden crosses and wreaths 
of immortelles, and beyond lay the gleaming golden waters* 
The sun was just sinking in a mass of crimson clouds; tha 
western sky seemed lit with strange radiance ; the marvellous 
tints melted and glided into each other with prismatic bril-> 
liancy; the deep red sail of a flshing-boat seemieMl .to float be- 
tween earth and l^ky; then came a snowy-white one; an in- 
describable hush and stillness seemed to brood over t\j scene, 
as though some holy watcher stood above the quiet dead. A 
little beyond was the hospital; before it lay a green enclosure 
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with grass and trees, OTerlooking the hay. As we walked 
slowly past, we could see a group of sisters in their gray 
hahits and white hoods sitting under the trees. . One of the 
sisters was reading aloud; as we paused a nioment, a tall, 
dark-eyed sister, with a beautiful face And the step of a queen, 
crossea the road and looked at us. The clear, kindly eyes 
lingered long in my memory. 

'Aunt Catherine,' I said softly, as we went down the cliff, 
' did yon see that sister's face ? She looked like a St. Cecilia.' 

"I saw a very handsome nun,' replied Atint Catherine dryly; 
' depend upon it, she is quite human. Well, they are all good 
women, though not perhaps as grown-up as we are — but that 
is the ^ult of the system; still,. theirs are noble lives, Olga, 
spent in ministering to the sick bodies and souls of their 
brothers and sisters. One might well envy them their use- 
fulness.' 

But for oltee I found Aunt Catherine's middle-aged philoso- 
phy damping — the inspired face and queenly gait of the 
grand-looking sister haunted me. I could fancy that &ce 
bending over the sick and dying, the pure saintly lips mur- 
muring consoling prayers. How worldly and unsatisfactory 
one's life looked I)e8id6 hers I how petty one's aims and plea- 
sures ! I looked back more than once at that quiet scene, the 
little band of hard-working women resting in the sunset, the 
one solitary voice breaking the stilliiess. 

'I can read your thoughts, Olga,' observed Aunt Catherine 
quietly; 'you are envying those good sisters yonder; your 
young enthusiasm is casting a glamour over them, as usual. 
My dear, under those gray habits there beat very f&xxlij human 
hearts; they do not find it easier to be good than you and I; 
they are just brave, unselfish women, who have given up their 
lives to Christ and His poor, but they have their daily sink- 
ings of heart, their discouragements, as much as yon or I; 
their little world, bounded by those widls, is not more free 
from temptation than our wider one.' 

* Yes, I Know; but, still, it seems so peaceful and beautiful; 
and then that fkcel' 

' St. Cecilia's, you mean, I wonder if Jeanne can tell us 
anything about her; perhaps, after all, she is not more of a 
siiint than that little shrivelled-up sister we saw on the cliff 
just now; in this world, alas! beauty and holiness are not 
synonymous terms.' 

But I was not to be convinced, and from that day I never 
passed the Hospital de St. Pierre without watching for the 
dark-eyed sister. 
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Onr morning were always spent on the shore — Annt Cath- 
erine would join me when ner business wus finished; and we 
would choose a seat under the shelter of the rocks and watch 
the bathers and the children building their sand-oastlcs. If 
the .afternoons were hot we always 'eut in the little grove, but 
now and then we drove into the country. Once Jules drove 
us to the little village of Lorette. We seemed to go on for 
miles, down long endless roads, past cornfields, orchards; 
then through one or two scattered namlets. Now and then 
there were wider views, glimpses of the river, an expanse of 
country opening out before us; then the road seemed to dose 
in aniin, and we would pass a solitary chdteau. 

Au at once we stopped, and Jules assisted us to alight. 
We were in a tiny village; in the middle of the street was a 
life-sized figure of the Christ; an old woman was spinning in 
a. doorway; a group of handsome peasant ffirls, with snowy 
caps and long earrings, were chatting and Tanghing outside 
the little brown auberge; a' woman was carrying a green 
cruche to the well, in which, as we looked down, wo could 
see ferns growing out of the side. Just c^posito was a graj 
church; another figure of the Christ was in the churchyaro. 
As we entered the humblo edifice we could see one or tw^ 
women kneeling; a young j^riest was just leaving the altur; 
there was the usual smell of incense 

' Is not this an ideal village, Olga ? ' observed Aunt Cather- 
ine. 'I remember visiting it years ago— the women were 
threshing com in the streets, the place seemed piled up with 
yellow straw; they were chanting some hymn to the Virgin; 
that old woman was spinning in her door then. Now we 
have a lon^ drive back, and must not loiter, especially as 
Jules has taken enough cider.' 

And she was right; it was dark before we stoppea at the 
big brown gate— Jeanne could not see our faces as she threw 
open the door. 

'Madame was late,' she said in her shrill tones; 'it was 
Monsienr Bollo's voice that she heard first: ''Open to your 
friends, my good Jeanne,'' that was what he said; ma foil he 
was a dog of sagacity — of intelligence. La demoiselle must 
be tired above everything. Ah well, she, Jeanne, had lighted 
the lamp, and the little supper was all ready.' 

Jeanne'd little suppers were alwagrs very tempting after one 
of these expeditions; the big coffee-pot always graced the 
board, and the bowl of salad. The white china mmp made 
an oasis of light in the great bare room; the fflass door stood 
open; gray moths dashed in from the darlmess, bent on 
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wpeeij destruction; in the fitillnesa we could hear the funt 
longhing of the trees. 

When supper was over^ we hetook ourselves to the snng 
salon; there were always letters to write — ^to Jem, to Kitty, 
even a note to Hubert. We could hear Jeanne moving about, 
washing up dishes and talking to Bollo; by-and-by there 
.would be the quick slamming of doors and shooting of bolts. 

^ How strange it is/ I said once, looking up from my book, 
'Fircroft and the Hall seem so far away I I don't feel as 
though I shall ever want to go back. I should like to go on 
living as we are for years — just you and I, and Bollo.' 

'And without Jem f Is the dearly-loved brother so soon 
forgotten ? ' 

* Jem would come and see us sometimes. He is not always 
at Fircroft, you know. When he has left Oxford he will have 
to live in Ix)ndon. We talk of that sometimes, and wonder 
if Hubert will let me join him there. Jem and I have always 
planned to live together.' 

* You would leave us all,. Olga ? ' 

'Not willin^lv; but if Jem wanted me I would go. I do 
not like to think of him alone in London. Jem oueht to be 
my first consideration; wo are everything to each other. 
Hubert has Kitty and the children. I am not needed at Fir- 
croft; that is what 1 have always felt.' 

'I should miss you very much I' 

'Kot more than I should miss you; but Jem will have two 
more years at Oxford; besides, by that time, von may have 
BasiL When Basil conres, Jem and I may not be needed.' 

'Is that how you judge of my friendship, Olga ?' 

'No, indeed I ^ 

But I kissed her with a feeling of remorse; for I was afraid 
that deep down in my heart there was latent jealousy of this 
Basil. If he should ever take possession of the Hall, Jem 
and I would be outsiders. ' It is our own that we want, our 
own flesh and blood,' that was what Aunt Catherine had said. 
It was Basil, not Jem, not this foolish child Olga, who must 
be tajight the family traditions, who must be instructed in 
the old historic lora Lady Gwendoline and a score of dead 
and buried Seftons were to be introduced to Basil as his 
rightful ancestors. I was only a poor littlegirl whom the 
ladies had adopted out of sheer kindliness. Well, it was just, 
but it was a little hard; for would this Basil, this stranger 
with his foreign education, his un-English habits, ever love 
Aunt Catherine as Jem and I loved her! 

'And so you would like this odd life of ours to go on for 
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years ? V asked Annfc Catherine with a smile of anrnseinent; 
^and what would become of the'Hall^ and the estate^ and 
Virginia, and my poor people, you unpracticable j^onng per* 
son?' 

'I am not thinking of details/ I returned loitilyf 'at pres-' 
eht I want things to go on in the same way — ^to spend endless 
mornings on the shore, to wander «along the cliffs in the, 
evening, to drive down to St. Genette, to make excursions, to 
drink coffee under the trees. ' The air is like champa^e; it 
seems to get into my head. 41 long to run about with the 
children on the sands. When I bathe I feel like a water^ 
nymph splashing with her companions. I feel so young, and 
80 strong, and so happy, happier than I have ever felt m my 
life, Aunt Catherine.*^ 

Aunt Catherine looked at me attentively. 

'I never saw you look so well, certainly; ^You'look like'fp 
wild-rose, Olga — sweet and fresh, but full of little thorns, 
too; it does me good onlv to look at you. Come, shall I plan 
another expedition? Shall we go down 4he river in the 
steamer and spend a few hours at Chabert, dine at a restau-. 
rant, and look over the town ? - We shall be back by ten.* 

'Delightful! let us go to-morrow.* 

'What an impetuous child! You remind me of the* old 
French proverb, "Un 'tiens' vaut mieux que deux *tu Tau- 
rais*; *' m plain English, " One 'holdfast' is better than two 
'thou shalt have it, or, as we generally say> "A bird in the 
hand is worth two in a busk'^^Well, well, we wHl go to^ 
morrow.' 

And that was how Aunt Catherine epoilt me.^ 

The cler^man and his wife had called on us a few days 
after we arrived, but with this exception we had no visitors. 
Some of the English people looked at us curiously when we 
went down to the bathmg-place, but we kept entirely to our-, 
selves. 

One evering I was lying in the hammock; we had been at 
St. Genette sdl the s^temoon, and we were both tired. Aunt 
Catherine was resting on the couch in the salon; but the air 
of the house stifled me, and I preferred swinging under the 
dark trees, and watching the eerie dusk creep over the garden- 
})aths. A little crescent of a moon hung in the dark summer 
sky, and one or two stars peeped out over the house. 

A cool, delicious air stirred the leaves above me, and fanned 
my temples refreshingly. I was thinking of Jem ; wondering 
what he thought of my long letters, full of descriptions, and 
half afraid they would be put into his pocket half read^ when 
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a low growl from Rollo disturbed me^ and a moment after a 
tall, dark figure emerged from a clump of gooseberry-bushes 
in the kitchen-garden and walked rapidly down the little 
path. It had been impossible in the darkness to distinguish 
any features; but as I raised myself in the hammock I judged 
by the free, swinging gait that the intruder must be young. 
The light, springy step certainly did not belong to Monsieur 
Perrot, who was old and fat, and had a stubbly gray beard. 
The incident was a little disturbing, and, in spite of the 
cheerful light from Jeanne's unshuttered window, I felt un- 
willing to remain under the dark trees. 

I h^ a disagreeable impression that the little gate close te 
me might be suddenly unlatcded; that eyen now a face might 
be peering at me through the bushes. Bollo was still sniffing 
about uneasily. I called him (quickly, and sprang from the 
hammock, but as soon as I was m the house I began to laugh 
at my own cowardice. 

' You were startled, Olga,' obseryed Aunt Catherine sooth- 
ingly, 'and it is so dark r der those trees. I should haye 
felt the same myself. Mot likoly it was Monsieur Perrot's 
lodger. You know, he told me he liad a lodger; it may be a 
young num, for all we know, though I was foolish enough te 
make up my mind the lodger was a lady.' 

'But what was hd doing so Lite in the kHchen-garden ? 
Monsieur Perrot's house is some way from here/ 

This seemed to pose Aunt Catherine. 

' I am sure I don't know,' she said, much amused at my 
earnestness; 'but we don't want any mysterious young men 
suddjenly emerging from gooseberry-bushes. Monsieur Perrot 
is away just now; on his return I will question him about his 
lodger. Wait a moment, though, I haye an idea; Monsieur 
Perrot mentioned the payilion once — that is the little bam- 
like building at the end of the garden. Most likely he is an* 
artist, and uses the payilion as a studio. Yes, this is no dpubt 
the truth. So, after all, it was only a harmless artist smoking 
Ins pipe among the cabbages.' 

' Perhaps Jeanne would know.' 

* I adyise you not te (juestion her. Jeanne is fui inyeterate 
gossip. She would retail all your remarks to Madame Perrot. 
After all. Monsieur Perrot's lodger has nothing te do with 
us. When it is dark you had better keep te this end of the 
garden, and then you will not be startled.' 

This was sensible adyice, and I acted on it; but one eyen- 
ing, just as we were going to supper, I remembered I had left 
a book belonging te Aunt Catherine on a seat under the trees. 
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It was a lovely moonlight night, and the long path leadinff 
to the little groTe was as oright as day. The lawn was bathed 
in silvery r^iance; only a dark shadow larked under the 
trees. 

' I wish I had brought Rollo with me/ I thought, as I went 
quickly down the path ; but I was ashamed to turn back and 
ciill him. I could hear Jeanne singing over her work. Aunt 
Catherine was arranging some flowers in the salon. They 
were both within call; but I confess I wished myself back in 
the house, when I heard footsteps on the other side of the 
hedge. With a sudden impulse I caught up the book and 
drew back into the shade, where no one could see me. The 
footsteps came nearer, then paused. I felt as though I were 
suffering nightmare. I was rooted to the spot, and could not 
move. If only I had Bollo I then I glanced fearfully behind 
me. After all, the si^ht was not so terrible. 

A young man was leaning on our little gate and looking 
at the house. His face was turned from me, but I could lust 
see a little gray peaked-cap drawn over his eyes, with a 
glim'pse of dark, closelv-cropped hair. 

Just then Aunt Catherine s figure blocked up the lighted 
doorway. 

' Olga, my child, where are you ? ' she exclaimed anxiously. 

I dared not answer, for fear of betraying myself. But Aunt 
Catherine's clear ^oice had broken the spell. The dark head 
and gray cap disappeared. A moment afterward the quick 
footsteps receded into the distance, and I ran down a side- 
path toward the house. Aunt Catherine was looking for me. 

* Where have you been hiding, Olga ? Why did you not 
answer when I called ? I am almost sure I saw some one 
standing by the gate, only the trees obscured my view. Why, 
you look quit© pale and scared; re really Home one ?' 

* Yes, yesl' I exclaimed exci ■ : was & tall man — but 
I could not see his face — Le h.^ .^ jy||ged coat; I could 
see that distinct! f hagm^^^J^^Sn l.he pto. Aunt 
Catherine! ' witli -^^^^^^^^^tj^^q the house;' 

'And why Bho[U^^^|^^^^^^^^^^^H|B|&ideheer- 
she I^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^H^Hl^' ^ou 
are as bad as *' 
induce her to 
est friend were i 
lodger Bhouldj 
and pleasant 
there is a wii 
Why should 
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prospect ? I dare say he felt like that poor young man 
" Excelsior'' — don't yon remember how if goes ? ' 

* *' In happy homes he saw the light 

Of household fires burn warm and bright ; 
Above the spectral glaciers shone. 
And from his lips escaped a groaa : 
Excelsior I" » 

'Jem has quite spoiled *' Excelsior" fcwrme, by parodying 
it. He destroys all the beauty of my faToiite pieces.' 

'I call that a blot on Jem's character; thecfeverest parody 
is objectionable to me; it is a worse sin in iny eves than pun- 
ning; it is as bad as caricaturing one's friend s or mocking 
them behind their back. You must break Jem of that odious 
habit.' 

* He does it all the more because he knows how it teases me. 
He has even parodied Lon&^ellow's beautiful poem^ *' Tell me 
not in mournful numbers.'' You know how much I love it; 
but he turned it all into an ode against eating roast pork; it 
was so funny and yet so clever.' 

* I shall never remember Jem in my will^ unless he turn 
over a new leaf. I think I will tell him that. Well, Olga, 
have you ^ot over your fright yet ? Can you bear to think a 
human being is solaced by the sight of our lamn ? ' 

'I was a goose to bo so frightened;. after all^ he looked like 
a gentleman.' 

' He I I suppose you mean your artist friend who has man- 
aged to drive away your color '*^ What a silly child you are! 
but all the same, you must promise me never to go near those 
trees again after dark unless I am with you.' 

I promised this very readily, but Aunt Catherine was in a 
teasing mood alP supper- time, and did not spare me; she even 
threatened to write to Jem, and tsU him what a little coward 
I was — as though Jem did not know that long ago; and finally 
she projposed that we should take a turn in the garden, and 
60 exorcise the fearful spirit. 

'Oh! I don't mind it a bit with you and Rollo/ I returned, 
quite pleased at the idea. 

* Well, this is a ghostly place, I confess I ' she said, as we 
stood together under the trees. ' Olga, you have infected me 
with your curiosity. I am actually ^oing a few steps up trhat 
path — ^keep where you are — ^and I will be back in a moment. 
Kollo, stop with your mistress.' 

* Don't go far,' I pleaded, for the nightmare feeling was re- 
turning; but Hollo s glossy head was against me; and in an- 
other minute Aunt Catherine returned. 
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Bhd cTosed the gate careftlly behind her.> 

'There is a light in the pavilion.^ Our artist friend wbrks 
kte. . I conld near him whistling. The window was wide 
open, so I did not venture near, j^hat a cra^ old building 
it looks in the moonlight! But it must be a quiet iS6rt oi 
place to work in.^'^ What is that Bollo is^carrjin^Jn^his 
mouth ?*4 ^ 

I stoops io look, and fioUo wagged his iail, and dropped 
something at my feet. He evidently thought he was present- 
ing me with a treasure. ^ It was a little white cotton glove, 
such as children wear, with a ragged thumbs as thousrh tiny 
teeth had been nibbling it^ 

I looked at' it in some bewilderment,"^ __ 
^^The Perrots have* no little children Colonging tcftheiii^ 
^ve they, Aunt Catherine ? ' 

'No; their eldest son is unmarried, and their daughter, ti, 
widow, has only one boy of fourteen. I have heard all theip 
fomily history from Jeanne. I wonder where Rollo found 
his treasure. , Perhaps some children have been weedinfic the 
garden,' 

' Poor people's children do not wear gloves,' I returned^* 
' Rollo picked it up by the gate. ^ I saw him sniffing at some-» 
thing in the grass i*' 

* Perhaps the artist is a married man and* has children, and 
that is why he works so late. Conie, I am beginning to take 
a kindly interest in him. We shall weave quite a romance 
about him presently. Now, it is getting late; I can hear 
Jeanne dhntting up. Will you light our candles, Olga ? and 
then we will retire to bed.' 



CHAPTER XIV, 

A BUTTERFLT HUNT.^ 

'Dear boy, thy momentary laughter ring^ 
Sincerely out, and that spontaneous glee. 

Seeming to need no hint from outward things, 
Breaks forth in sudden shouting, loud andf ree, 

'From what hid fountains doth thy joyance flow, 
Tliat borrows nothing from the world around? 

Its spring must deeper ue than we can know — 
A well whose spnogs lie safely undei^round.* 

Abohbishop Trbncb, 

The next morninf^, as I was standing in the sunny court- 
yard feeding the chickens. Aunt Catherine stepped out of the 

52 
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SIa88-door, that opened out of the saUe-i-man^er^ in her big 
apning hat, with her favorite gossamer Toil twisted round it. 

^1 find I have no important letters to answer this mOming/ 
she said briskly; 'and Jeanne can manage without me, so I 
shall come down with you to the shore. Do jrou mind choos- 
ing a auieter snot this morning ? for those noisy £nglish girls 
quite aisturbea me yesterday.' 

' Let us go beyond the little bathing-house. There ar6 some 
deliciously-shady nookd among the rocks/ I returned eagerly, 
for I rather indorsed her opinion. I had grown tiied of fche 
bustle of the bathing-place, with its row of little gaudily-striped 
cabanes, the splashing and joyous cries of the bathers, and the 
groups of nurses and chil<u:en. Some fast-looking men had 
made acouaintance with a family of English girls, and a great 
deal of nirtation and giggling had been the result. They 
made fun of every one; even Aunt Catherine did not escape 
their witticisms. 

'There comes the old maid in the gray hat,' I heard theni 
say once when I wus sitting alone among this rocks. ' Does 
she not look like a flapping seagull ? I suppose she is afr^d 
of her, complexion. I wonder what has become of the little 
girl who is always with her; she's not a bad little thing, after 
all.' 

' Do you mean the girl in brown, who swims so well, Fraser ? ' 
•^but I would not hear any more. Why did those odioud 
creatures take possession of the place ? How could any lady* 
like girls tolerate them ? To call my dear Aunt Catherine 
an old maid, and to sneer because she took care of her smootii^ 
girlish complexion I Oh, I had no patience with them ! 

So we crossed the common and went down the steep little 
patH by our bathing-house, and after a short scramble* over 
the rocks we found a nice shady comer, where we spent the 
morning. I had my sketch book and color-box with me, as I 
wanted to send Jem a little painting of the biyy, with its rocky 
islands, and the low-hanging woods on the opposite shore; 
and Aunt Catherine had her knitting and book. Sometimes 
when she came to a passage that she liked she read it aloud 
to me, and that made the time pass very pleasantly. 

I think we were both sorry when the time came for going 
back to La Maisonnette. I was just putting up my painting 
materials when Aunt Catherine nudged my arm and whis- 
pered: 

' What a pretty child, Olga! ' 

I looked up quickly. A young man in a gray tweed coat 
was springing over the rocks with a little boy in a white 
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naflor enit seated on his shoalder. Tlie child had a little red 
cap^ under which his lon^ hair was streaming in the breeze. 

* Gee-gee, Mr. Horse I ' he cried gayly. * Reggie wants to go 
faster — faster/ 

' Hold tight, old man! ' was the reply. 

/.s they both passed us, the loveliest little face looked down 
upon us, a small hand waved to Rollo. I started, and uttered 
a smothered exclamation: the peaked gray cap and dark, 
closely-cropped hair recalled the intruder of last ni^ht. But 
before I could give vent to this suspicion Aunt Catherine in- 
terrupted me. 

* Look^ook I the child has dropped his cap, and his brother 
does not know it,' she said anxiously. ' The little creature 
will have a sunstroke. Oh dear I oh dear I' 

My only answer was te jump up. The cap wa» soon in 
BoUo's mouth, but he gave it up to me at once. How hot 
the sun was! Rollo rushed at my side with joyous barks as 
I flew over the sand. Jem had once told me that 1 could 
beat any girl in a fair race; but we were in the shady road 
beside the washing-pool before I could overtake those long 
swift strides. 

'I beg jojKt pardon,' I panted; 'but the little boy oas 
dropped his cap/ 

The young man started and turned round. 
Oh, Reggie I' he said reproachfully; but the boy only 
burst into a merry laugh. 

'Reggie's head U hot,' he said in a tone of perfect satisfac- 
tion. 

' Thank you so much,' continued the young man. ' Have 
you run after us all that way — ^vou were sitting under the 
rocks, were vou not ? Reggie, tnank this lady prettily for 
the trouble sue has taken.' 

* Reggie f anks 'oo,* repeated tne child glibly. 

He had a soft little cooing voice; the young man lifted his 
gray cap with another * Thank you,' and went on his wav. 

'fie IS quite young,' I said to myself as I walked slowly 
back. ' Tnere is something almost boyish in his manner; and 
yet it is a singular face-^ark and smooth, and with such 
pronounced features; but he is a gentleman. I liked his 
voice.' 



enne 



'You ran as lightly as a gazelle, Olga,' were Aunt Cath- 
ine's first words; 'but, my dc^ r. 1 fear you must have over- 
heated yourself. Did you ever l.o a prettier child, Olga ? It 
was such a bewitching little fiice.' 
' I wonder who they can be,' I returned in a puzzlea voice. 
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' I am snre — ^rery nearly sure, at least — that it is the same 
Tonn^ man who was leaning on the gate watching onr house 
last night Of coarse^ I could not see his face, hut his figure 
looked the same/ 

'What nonsense^ Olgai What could liaTe pu't such an 
absurd notion into your head? Monsieur Perrot's lodgers 
must belong to quite a different class; this young man did 
Qot look at all like a poor artist. You know Monsieur Per- 
rot's house is quite a humble cottage; it cannot afford much 
accommodation/ 

' Still, I am convinced it is the same person/ I replied 
obstinately; and nothing Aunt Catherine could say could alter 
this opinion in the least. * I am rather glad I have seen him 
by daylight/ I finished ; ' for now I shall not feel in the least 
nervous if I hear footsteps behind the hedge again. One 
does not dread an ordinary young man in a well-cut tweed 
coat.' 

And though Aunt Catherine laughed at this definition, she 
aid not argue the matter any more. 

I think the beautiful chila must have made an impression 
on Aunt Catherine's soft heart. She was a child-lover by 
nature, for she alluded to him again that dcy, so I knew she 
had not forgotten him. As for me, I own I had a feeling of 
curiosity; when one is idle, the smallest trifie will intordst one. 

Perhaps by this .time I was beginning to feel that the life 
al La Maisonnette was a little solitary. Aunt Catherine 
might be content with it, but I was young enough to think 
that even a me;o passing acauaintance would be pleasant. 
How nice if I had that dear little Reg^e to play with! I 
' could fancy him darting over the lawn in pursuit of bntter- 
'fiies: a child would be such an amusement. 

The next morning we went to the same place, and I founa 
myself several times looking up from my sketch-book in the 
hope of seeing a little figure in a white sailor suit playing on 
the sand; but only a bonne^ and a few chattering children 
passed ua. 

As we went home, toiling a little wearily up the steep snaay 
road, Aunt Catherine told me that she had ordered Jules to 
bring the fiacre at half-past two. 

'I am j^oing to drive down to the Hue d'£^li0e>* she ex- 
plained, 'm the hope that Monsieur Lefevre has returned. 
We have been here a fortnight and nothing has been dene. 
Poor Virginia's last letter was so sad; Marsden says she is 
already wearying for our return/ 

* Do you wish to go aloae^ Aunt Catherine ? ' 
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'Yes, dear^ I think it will be bestj and the drive will liie bo 
hot. I have some shopping to do, too; but I shall be back 
by tea-time. You will not be dull, Olga?* 

I scouted this idea with some energy. 

* I mean to spend the afternoon tinder the fir-trees below the 
common/ I said presently. ' I shall get a breeze from the 
bxy thete, and it will be cool looking at that green pool be- 
longing to the Chdteau de Clairville.* 

'And thinking of the poor drowned boy, Henri Delamcouri. 
I think oar own little grove would be more cheerf a1; but I 
believe you are still afraid of the owner of the pavilion.* 

I contmdicted this stoutly. I was afraid of no younff mei^ 
in tweed suits, either in daylight or by moonlight. I only 
wanted variety and a breeze from the bay. So I carried my 
point, and presently stood on the steep bank looking down 
at the passers-by in the road beneath, and then, seating my- 
self at the foot of one of the firs with my open book m my 
lap and Hollo's glossy black head beside me, I soon fell into 
a blissful day-dream. 

li was an enchantijig spot; the sombre green pool closed 
in with trees looked cool and refreshing. To my left were 
the blue flashing waters of the bay. Some Soldiers were going 
down to the snore. I could see their red shoulder-knots 
through the trees. I could hear the women's voices from the 
washing-pool. Below there was life, amusement, human 
activity; but above was the«quiet sunshiny common with its 
broom ahd gorse and purpling heather. 

We had spent more than an hour in this delicious ' far niente,' 
when Bollo suddenly pricked up his ears and sat on his 
h: inches as though suspicious of some crackling sound be- 
hind us: I peeped cautiously round the tree-bole. To my 
astonishment I saw a little, white groping fipire in the dry 
ditch; the gleam of a red cap was plainly visible, with long, 
straight hair under it. The next moment it emerged bodily 
from the ditch and commenced running down the steep slope 
leading to the road. 

• It was rather a dangerous declivity for little feet, and I 
roce hastily with a warning cry. ' Where could his brother 
be? surely the child was not alone on the common?' I 
thought of the cliff with a shudder; even if he ran too fast 
now, he might tumble into the road below. 'Reggie I' I ex- 
claimed, ' come away I ' for the little creature was flashing be- 
tween the trees like a will-o-the-wisp; he was evidently in 
pursuit of a large moth. ' Rollo, lie still ! ' I said authorita- 
tively, for I was afraid the dog might frighten him if he joined 
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in the cliase. BoUo obeyed relactantly, nnd sat np panting^ 
and with watery, eager eyes, watching me us I ran down t 
slope. Reggie saw me and stopped still. 

* Re^ wants that butterpie, lie siiid plaintively, pointing 
with his finger to the tree above us. 

'The butterfly has flown away/ I replied, taking his 
hand. 

His dear little face looked hot and eager; his beautiful 
eyes were larRO and wistful; he had his cap hu^^ged closely^ to 
him; his dark hair was cut across his temples in the fashion 
children were wearing it just then; he was so pretty I could 
not help kissing him; but he seemed to take my attention as 
ft matter of course. 

* Reg wants to ride on the big doggie,' was his next remark, 
and he walked up to RoUo in the most conflding way, and 
patted him. * Gee up, doggie ! * 

And actually one little leg was across him before I caught 
him away. 

' RoUo does not like little boys to ride on him. Shake 
hands with him instead.' 

And as^Rollo })roffered his clumsy big paw, Reggie broke 
into a flt of musical laughter and clapped his hands before 
his month. 

* Funny big doggie ! Reggie must not laugh, or the doggie 
will be angry. Dood-bye, doggie. Reggie wants more but- 
terpiesl'. 

And he was darting away again; but I had my arms round 
him in a minute. 

* Where is Reggie's brother?' I asked. Reggie must be a 
good boy and find him. Good little boys do not run about 
alone.' 

The child seemed perplexed at my question. lie looked at 
me, then at Rollo; tnen a merry light came into his eyes. 

'Reggie wanted butterpies I Reggie ruilned away I What 
larks! Yes, actually that innocent babe, for he could^not 
have been more than four years old, said ' What larks I ' and 
burst out laughing again. 

I was at my wits' end; was he really speaking the truth, or 
was it only nonsense ? but before I could make np my mind 
to believe him he had escaped from my hand. 

' Dood-bye; Reg is going home/ and he was darting round 
the comer as ftist as his little legs would carry him. He 
laughed more than ever when he saw I was in pursuit of 
him — it was evidently a rare gtime to Reggie; in fact, he 
laughed so much that he had to stop and t&e bresUi^ so I 
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ctmglii him ap easily. He ffave me a d/bll Hitle'loolt'ilien; 
and put his hand in mine of his own accord.^ 

' Beg is tired^' he obseryed'oonfidentially ; but when I offered 
to carry him he shook his head with much dignity* 

* Where is Reggie's big geo-get ? ' I asked/ with sfiddeil i^' 
spiration. He understood me at once. 

'Over there/ he said, pointing in the direction of La Mai-*' 
Bonnette. He had led me down one of the paths leading off 
the commoUy and we were in a little copse now — beyond us 
lay some fields. Regde^ who was dragging at my hand rather 
;;weiarily, pointed to a little path. 

'Reggie runhed all down there, nna the bntterpie runned 
too.' 

* Did foM come down that path, really B' 

He nodded Tigoroudy* I had never been there before, and 
I had no idea where it led. Reggie seemed acquainted with 
it; he went along contentedly, now and then stopping to gather 
a bright-colored weed, and crooning a little tune to himself. 
Only once, as the path turned off; and I was still going un 
the field, he pullea me back. 

'Reg liyes there,' he said, pointing to a brown, bam-like 
building in the distance. 

With a sort of shock I discovered we were at the back of 
the pavilion. A little door in the wall stood open; I could 
see the grass-grown steps, and the apple-trees in the kitchen- 
garden. I was so surprised that 1 stood quite still, until 
Reggie j^ve me a little nush and we went in. 

Reggie slammed the aoor behind us; then, quite ignonng 
tny presence, ha stumped up the worn steps. I followed him 
slowly. 

'Reggie's tomed back,' he said, pushing open another door; 
but there was no answei^. I guessed at once the room was 
empty. I made up my mind that I was entering an artist's 
studio, but as I followed Reggie I looked round in some sur- 
prise — it was fitted up as a living room. It was a large, bare- 
looking apartment, with three windows, each commanding a 
different aspect. One of them looked out on our little grove; 
I could see the empty hammock swaying in the slight breeze. 

A ladder communicated evidently with a loft; a gray kitten 
sat on the lowest step washing its face. The furniture was 
of the plainest decsription — a bed, covered with a blue quilt; 
a washstand, with a large green cruche; a round table in one 
window, an armchair covered with seedy-looking red velvet, 
beside It; a portable cupboard, with a coffee-pot and some 
yellow cups and saucers; another table, with writing materiala 
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and books; a wooden chair or two; and a leathern portman- 
teau, with a rug tossed upon it. There was a small closed 
stove, but it had not been lighted; on the top was a small tin 
kettle with a spirit-lamp under it, ready for kmdUng. Reggie 
locked round rather piteously. 

' Reg wants his tea, he said pursing up his dear little mouth 
as though he were going to cry. 

1 sat down by the writing-table and took him up in my lap 
to comfort him. There was a pile of neatly-bound books 
lying near me. • I could just see the titles — an edition of 
Sophocles, 'The Epic of Hades,' 'The Light of Asia,' by 
Edwin Arnold, and Carlyle's * French Revolution.' I had no 
time to see more; for just then there was a rapid footstep 
outside — the door was pushed open, and the young man in 
the gray tweed suit was looking at us from the threshold. 

He seemed transfixed with astonishment, and a flush crossed 
his face as though he were embarrasded. I rose at once, feel- 
ing very nervous. . 

*I beg your pardon,' I stammered, 'for this intrusion; but 
I found your little brother straying on the common in search 
of butterflies, and brought him home; the place is not safe 
for so ycmng a child.' 

He was about to answer, but Reggie interrupted him. 
* The butterpie runned away, and Reggie runned too,' he 
said calmly,- as though he were stating an important fact. 

* Oh, Reg, Reg — how am I ever to trust you again,' replied 
the young man, taking him'in his arms and looking at him 
with reproachful tenderness — * when you promised me not to 
stir ? ' Then turning to me, as I witnesssed this little scene 
with unfeigned interest, he said earnestly : * I have to thank 
you a second time on Reggie's behalf. You are quite ri^ht 
—the common is not safe; it was truly good of you to bring 
him back! Did Reggie show you the way ?' 

* Yes; he led me straight to the pavilion. I was so sur- 
prised! I had no idea that we were such 'near neighbors — 
that any one really lived here,' looking round the room as I 
spoke. 

I am afraid my speech was a little blunt, for an odd ex- 
pression crossed his face — a proud sort of look. 

'I knew we were neighbors,' he replied rather coolly; 'for 
I have often seen you in the garden of La Maisonnette. We 
are Monsieur Perrot's lodgers, Reggie and I. He has kindly 
fitted up this old pavilion for our use. It is rather a rough 
sort of place, but I like it for a change. We lead a picnic 
life; it is rather fun, isn't it, Heg ? ' 



* You ftnd your little brother ? ' 

Now, as Aunt Catherine said afterward, I had no right to 
stand there questioning a perfect stranger; but I cannot ac- 
count for the strong feeling of interest that prompted me to 
lingd^. 

He gave a short laugh at my question. 

'You make a mistake; I am Beggie's fother, not his 
brother/ he said quickly; and I blushed with annoyance at 
Biy error. He continued, as though to set me at my ease, 
• ether people have thought the same as you.' 

I was too confused to reply and was turning away with a 
murmured ' Good-morning/ tnough it was very nearly evening 
now, when Reggie stooped from his high perch, for he was 
seated on his father's shoulder. 

' Reg wants the lady to kiss him.' 

The little darling, how was one to refuse ? but as I im« 

Erinted a kiss on the smooth baby-face, the young man said 
urriedly: 

'I have not thanked you as I ought, and yet you have 
saved me from a painful ghock. If I had found the room 
empty on my return, I should have feared something had 
happened to Reggie. I must never leave hi-n again.' He 
followed me to the steps, but did not offer his hand. ' Believe 
me. I am truly grateful,' he said with a pleasant smile that 
seemed to light up his face. 

'Good-by — good-morning, I mean!* was my incoherent 
reply. * I am so glad I found him.' As I stepped into the 
little grass-grown path I glanced back. They were still there 
watching me. Reggie waved his hand; his father lifted his 
cap. I felt myself grow hotter every moment. ' I am 
Reggie's father! What an astonishing, what an incredible 
avowal! That boyish-looking fellow Reggie's father! and 
when I came to reflect on it more coolly, why should J be so 
surprised ? The smooth dark face might be older than it 
looked. He certainlv expressed himself with manly dignity; 
but still he was far, far too young to be a widower, and when 
I told Aunt Catherine, on her return, she agreed with me 
that it was very sad. 

* I suppose he is a widower, Olga,' she said a little doubt- 
fully. 

* Yes, of course,* I returned eagerly; 'he is living there 
alone with his little boy. Nolv I come to think of it, he wore 
a plain gold ring on his finger. You always know a widower 
by that, and he is in mourning, too; for though he wears a 
gray tweed coatj he has a black tie. Oh dear, how sad it 

9 
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seems. Aunt Catherine I He is a gentleman, and yet he 
must be yery poor — ^the room looked so bare. It cannot be 
pleasant to nave a ladder in one's bedroom, and there was no 
carpet, only a mat or two, on the floor/ 

' lou do not know his name ?' 

' No, indeed; as it was, I am afraid he thought me cnrions. 
When he came in he did not seem quite pleased to see me 
there. I am sure he is proud, and does not want people to 
know he is poor.* 

' Very possibly. Monsieur Perrot could afford to let him 
have the pavilion f^r a trifle. I think it has been used as a 
store-house before. It is a little awkward for us, having such 
close neighbors. You cannot heip bowing to him, of course, 
but it will never do to pick up an acqainutance in this way.' 

'Oh, Aurt Catherine, I must speak to that dear little 
Beffgie if I see him.' 

Aunt Catherine looked rather dubious at this. The ladies 
were very particular on all questions of etiquette, and of 
course she lelt the charge of a young girl rather an onerous 
responsibility. 

'Well, well, you can just nod to him,' she said, dismissmg 
the subject, and she told me rather sadly the result of her ex- 
pedition. 

' Monsieur Lef evre's brother is not yet dead, Olga. They 
think he may linger some time yet. A young priest is tak- 
ing Monsieui' Lef evre's place. I spoke to him for a moment. 
He was very civiL He told me that it was Monsieur Lefevre'a 
only brother; that he was much younger and like a son to 
him, and that he would not leave him until all was over. 

'"He may linger some time yet," he said; "there is great 
weakness, but little suffering. He clings to life rather tena- 
ciously, madame. He has not weaned his affections from 
earth. It is not always easy to wish for death when one is 
not old, and as to that, the old are not more willing than the 
young — it takes a saint to die well. Some do not commence 
their education until the class is called. Many of us are not 
too ready with our lesson." Qh, we had quite a conversation 
in the little dark passage! He was a good young man^ he 
spoke feelingly.' 

I was not surprised, that Aunt Catherine owned herself a 
little tired — the delay was peculiarly trying to her energetio 
nature. She wanted to be doing sometning. But she tried 
to throw off her lassitude, and made me go on with a book 
we were reading together, and in which I was much interested. 

That night as 1 went to bed I stood for a few minutes by 



my open window. The garden was bathed in moonlight, and 
the leaves of the trees below me had a strange silvery light oil 
them; the summer. wind was laden with the perfume of the 
sleeping flowers. 

'1 wonder if Reggie be sleeping too/ I thought, as I at lasf 
turned away reluctantly; and my last thought that night wns 
a vivid remembrance of a lilitle figure flashing between the 
tree-trunks, and of a radiant upturned face, and eager, grop- 
ing hands, as the gay-colored moth fluttered beyond his reacL 



CHAPTER XV. 

A FRIEND IK KEED. 

*He acted with the steadiness, promptitude, and determination 
which belonged to. riper years.* 

' The Monastery,* 

' Thou art obliging, friend, and, I doubt not, sincere.' 

* Castle 'Dangerous? 

The nex4 day was Sunday, and as we walked to the little 
English church at St. Croix, I secretly wondered if the oc- 
cupant of the pavilion were an orthodox churchgoer, or if he 
were, like other Bohemians, somewhat irreligious m his habifcs. 
I was secretly afraid that this latter surmise might be correct ; 
most likely he was bathing, or boating, or perhaps wandering 
over the sands with Reggie. Well, it was no business of 
mine; but all the same a feeling of anxiety would intrude 
itself on my mind when I thought of that sweet, engaging 
little creature. 'And he has no one but his father to set nim 
an example,' I finished with youthful severity. 

I felt rather ashamed of my rash judgment when, on enter- 
ing the church, I saw a dark, closely -cropped head before me, 
and, lower down on the seat, a little figure in a white sailor 
suit. They were sitting just before us, and as I was kneeling 
down Reggie looked round and gave me a radiant smile. 1 
could see nim afterward making signs to his father to look 
too, but he shook his head and took no notice. 

What strange creatures we are! I am sure I enjoyed my 
service all the more for finding I had been wrong in my un- 
charitable surmise. Reggie was evidently quite accustomed 



1 



to CO to chnrch. After the first iiiniite be bebared beanti- 
f ulTy — ^bolding bis Prayer-book upside down, and sitting per- 
fectly still during tbe sermon, witb such a dear, prim ex- 
pression on bis little face, as though he knew bow good be 
was. His father, too, seemed very attentive; be repeated all 
tbe responses, and sun^ in a deep, rich voice. Once I saw 
him look at Reggie, and a grave, sorrowful sort of expression 
crossed his face; and then be took the child's band and held 
it all the rest of the service. 

As we went out they were veTjr near us, and I saw Beggie 
looking at me wistfully, as though he wanted to speak to me; 
but as - nodded to him bis father drew him quickly on. i 
know be saw us, for be gave a quick dance round; but as we 
went out of the gate I saw them walking down the town, as 
thouffb they were going to St. Genette. 

' Your little friend behaved very nicely, Olga,' Aunt Cath- 
erine said, as we turned in the opposite direction; 'be was as 
quiet as a little mouse all the service. And yet when I saw 
bim give you that merry look when we first came in I was 
half f^raid how tbins^ might be/ 

* I never saw a child bemive better/ 

* Nor I; be has evidently been well brought up. What an 
interesting little creature ne is I But his father looks very 
sad.' 

' Do you think so ? ' 

'Tes; I could see bis face plainly once or twice. It was a 
beautiful sermon, but I do not believe he was listening. He 
seemed buried in gloomy thoughts, and yet Mr. Baraud was 
preaching about cheerfulness. He was dressed very well — ^be 
IS not at all shabby-looking — and yet they are living in that 
odd way.' 

' It is rather diflBcult to understand, certainly.' 

' He is a gentleman — I am sure of it. He was quite aware 
that you were behind bim in the porch, but be thought it 
better not to take any notice of you. The child was hanging 
back, but be drew him on. We are such close neighbors that 
most likely be considers any recognition would be awkward. 
I call ihAi good taste on bis part.' 

I would not contradict Aunt Catherine, but I had just felt 
a little bit offended. It would not have hurt bim to have 
bowed, or to have.let Beggie speak to me. I thought it was 
bis stiff Endish way to keep aloof, just because we bad not 
been formally introduced. Of course he was a gentleman — I 
did not need Aunt Catherine to tell me that; one's instinct 
on such a point is never wrong. As I felt slightly touchyi I 



A FRIBND m NBBD. 188 

tiionght it better to drop the subject; so I began talking 
about Jem — dear old fellow I — and that always put me in a 
good humor. 

I was not surprised that they were missing at evening senr- 
ice. Begffie was too young a child for that; but as we were 
walking down the steep cliff-path leading to the washing- 
pooly on our return, I isaw the young man standing un^er a 
clump of trees looking at the bay. 

As we were passing he turned quickly round, and we came 
face to face. He looked startled/ and muttered a 'ffood- 
eyening' as he took off his cap. Aunt Catherine made no 
remark, neither did I. We both knew he was following us 
up the lane. As we turned in at the great brown gate, he 
walked quickly past, looking straight before him. 

The next mornin? we spent some hours on the shore, as 
usual, and in the afternoon we sat under the trees in the 
garden. As I knew we were overlooked from the pavilion, I 
would not use the hammock, and sat up as sedately as Aunt 
Catherine. I was buried in my book, and was not a little 
startled when the violent shaking of the little gate behind 
me roused me from my novel, and there stood Heggie, peep- 
ing at us between the bars. 

' Open gate for Reggie,' he shouted. 

Aunt Catherine rose at once. 

'What do you want, my dear?' she asked very kindly, 
'You must run away, or father will be looking for you.' 

But Beggie stood his ground. 

'Who are you ? Reggie does not know you; Reggie wants 
the little lady. Open, please ' — shaking the gate again. 

' Reggie f what are you doing there?' exclaimed a stern 
voice. * Come away this moment I ' 

TVe child looked perplexed; his father's sternness was evi*> 
dently new to him. 

' Father, come and open the gate,' he said, with wistful con* 
fidence. ' Reggie wants to play with the lady.' 

* ]^o — nonsense! ' and a hasty stride followed the word. 

The young man was just snatching him up, when I said 
piteously, for the beautiful, eager little face was too much for 
my stoicism: 

' Oh, please — ^please do let me have him for a little. Aunt 
Catherine! . Do let me have him! I should so like to play 
with him 1 ' 

I do not know what Aunt Catherine thought of my impul- 
siveness, but she cert&inly made the best of it. 

' Will you spare him to us for a little while ?' she said, with 



184 THE BSARCH FOR BASIL LYNDHURaT. 

her kind smile. 'This yonng lady is so fond of children. 
We will take great care of him/ 

The Tonng man bowed gravely; he seemed more embar- 
rassed than pleased. - 

' Certainly, if yon are so kind as to wish for my little boy's 
company. Reggie, old fellow, mind yon behave yourself like 
a gentleman.' He set him down, and opened the gate. 
' Please send him back directly you are tired of him. Reggie 
knows his way home;' and with another bow that inclnded 
me he went back to the pavilion. 

Reggie jumped into m^ arms with a delighted shout, and 
seemed to like my hugeing him. Then he pointed to the 
hammock, which he cafled a swing, and very soon he was 
lying in it with his eyes shut, 'going to sleep.' We had a fine 
romp after that — Reggie and KoUo and I. Aunt Catherine 
sat and watched us as we dodged each other among the tiny 
flower-beds, or played at hide-and-seek in the bushes. Somei- 
times we hid from Rollo, and he was as clever as possible 
finding us out. 

When Jeanne brought us our coffee, we sent her back for 
milk and biscuits for Reggie. He seemed almost too excited 
to eat. Once, when a butterfly skimmed past, us he jumped 
mp in pursuit, ^he graceful little body darted hither and 
tnither over the lawn. 

'Isn't he lovely!' I exclaimed, as he ran back to us, his 
eyes sparkling with glee. 

' Butterpie gone home,' he said. ' Reggie catched one yes- 
terday;' and he sat down contentedly to his biscuits again. 

A little later, as he was swinging again in the hammock, I 
thought I would have some conversation fwith him, so I began 
by saying: 

' Reggie dear, do you remember poor mammie ?' 

* Mammie's an angel I ' he returned promptly, with a senti- 
mental air. ' They put her in the ground to grow. Father 
said so.' 

' Dear me I What an extraordinary idea to put into a child's 
head, Olgal' 

Reggie looked up at the sky in a contemplative manner — 
his expression was heavenly — then he looked at me anxiously. 

' Wul mammie grow ? Reggie digged for her once. Reg- 
gie digged, and digged; but mammie was not there— only 
nastv Dlack worms; so Reggie runiied away. Reggie hates 
black worms!' 

•Don't question him any more, Olgal' interrupted Aunt 
Catherine; 'be is such a baby^ and of course his ideas of 
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deatli are oonfuBed. I bare been tbinking tbat, after all, it 
is not a bad idea, on the part of Reggie's father. The seed 
]>lanted grows into the level v flower; so the child's imagina- 
tion pictures a ^rowin^ angel. Think of the infantine laitb 
— ^the baby hands digging for the lost mother. What maryels 
children are! no miracle would astonish their innocent eyes, 
and why ? because life to them is one miracle^ Don't you 
think we might learn a lesson from them ? Why are we hu- 
man children to think ourselves grown up with our heavenly 
Father ? How the an^ls must wonder at usT 

Aunt Catherine was m one of her gentle, moralizing moods, 
but Eeggie interrupted her by suddenly scrambling out of 
the hammock. 

' Dood-bye; Beggie must go home now.' 

* Of course, the child has been with us for two hours — he is 
quite right, dear little fellow I * and Aunt Catherine opened 
tne gate with suspicious alacrity. Beg^e started through it. 

'Beggie is here, father!' we heard nim say. The answer 
also reached us: 

' That's riffht ; what a time you have been, old man ! ' 

Aunt Catherine was unusually thoughtful that evening. 
But I was rather amused when at supper she suddenly broke 
out into a little incoherent speech, in which my injudicious 
impulsiveness and her own blamable softness of heart were 
ratber severely rebuked. 

'I quite allow for the temptation,' she went on; 'but it is 
always best to think before one speaks. I am afraid it was 
rather a liberty on our part. I am not sure the yor.ng man 
was pleased; I know it was hard to refuse the darling — such 
a sweet little pleading face as it was! — but we cannot be too 
careful in a place like this. What do we know about this 
young man, except that he looks like a gentleman, and lives 
m rather a Bohemian fashion ? and he is not even an artist; ' 
as though, in Aunt Catherine's opinion, this somehow com- 
plicated matters. 

I am afraid my argument in return for this piece of ex- 
cellent good sense was strictly feminine, therefc^'e no argu- 
ment at all : 

'I can't help all that. Aunt Catherine; Besgie has fas- 
cinated me — I have fallen in love with him, ne is such a 
dear!' and though Aunt Catherine shook her head at this 
girlish remark, she evidently thought it nseless to pursue the 
subject. 

As her warning was in vain she had recourse to diplomacy. 
So the next afternoon, as I was preparing to go in the garden^ 
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she observed that it would be pleasanter on the common. I 
was about to remolistrate, but I saw from her expression that 
she had made up her mind on the subject, so i thought it 
best to say nothing. 

It was the first afternoon that I did not thoroughly enjoy^ 
but when we went back to take our coffee in the salle-a- 
manger, Jeanne met us with uplifted hands. 

'I^ pauvre enfant I ah, it was heart-breaking I' 

' What do you mean ?' I exclaimed brusquely, pushing past 
Aunt Catherine. ' Surely nothing has happened to Resgie ?' 

' Mille pardonnesi no, there was nothing to make la oemoi- 
selle look so scared. But all the same, it made her ^Jeanne) 
triste to see the little angel shaking the gate, and calling for 
la demoiselle. * The lady who smiles,' that is what he called 
the demoiselle, whom he implored to open the gate. ' G'est 
moi, Beggie,' he affirmed constantly, and she (Jeanne^ could 
not pacuy hint; poor little one I he had cried so bitterly, and 
monsieur had lifted him in his arms and kissed him a dozen 
times as he carried him aT»ay. 

'Ah I Aunt Catherine/ I said reproachfully, and the dear 
thing looked quite sorry, and ashamed of herself. Her simpld 
little ruse had inflicted pain, and Aunt Catherine hated to give 
pain, even to a fly. I think we both had a pathetic picture 
in our minds at that moment, of a little wistful face peering 
into a forbidden paradise. * The lady who smiles ' — what a 
pretty description! and what a stupid thing conventionality 
was, if it would not allow one to play with a^childl 

Aunt Catherine's primness was not proof' against all this 
pathos and disappointment, and the next afternoon she had 
no objection to allege against our favorite resort; . but this 
time there was no interruption. Of course- Reggie was a 
prisoner in the pavilion; his father's pride could not brook 
interference from strangers; Reggie must be kept out of 
harm's way. ' The lady who smil^ ' was an embarrassing and 
unnecessary personage in the estimation of this perverse 
young man. 

Later in the evening I took a solitary strolL Aunt Cath- 
erine was tired; but, as I was restless, she would not keep 
me in. ' Do not go too far, Olga, and come back before the 
dusk sets in,' were her parting words. 

I had every intention of fulfilling these two injunctions 
faithfully; but it was a delicious evening, and the lanes were 
enticing. I wandered on, and the soft creeping twilight 
found me still some distance from La Maisonnette. 

I had met few people— an old woman with two tethered 
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COWS grazing by the roadside, a boy in a blue blouse, a little 
nrl with a string of red beads round her neck; but by-and- 
by I heard footsteps the other side of the hedge, then Toices. 
Two* people were walking down the field path, within a few 
feet of me, evidently bound for the same direction. An un- 
definable feeling of pleasure crossed me as I recognised Beg- 
gie's voice. 

* Father/ 

' Well, what is it, old fellow ? Tired, eh ? ' 
' Beggie's legs ache dedf uL' 

*Poor little logs! No wonder, when they have been run- 
ning about all day I Here; climb up, old man/ 

* Xo, fank 'oo. Beggie too tired to ride gee-gee.* 

* What, quite used up? Never mind; father will carry 
Beggie in his arms all the way home. Is that comfortable ? * 

* Wery comf orble, fank '00/ evidently cuddling up in sleepy 
fashion. ' Father sing to Beggie now. 

• *Sing you to sleep f No, that will never do; wait till we 
get home. Look at those stars; are they not bright ? Don't 
go to sleep yet, my boy. Try and talk to father; poor father 
IB so dull.^ 

' So dull,' echoed Beggie in a drowsy voice. 

' Father has no one but Beggie now. What would he do 
without his little boy, I wonder?' 

* He would kye/ very promptly. 

' Oh, if crying would mend matters, father would cry an 
ocean full; but we can't wash out our mistakes in that fashion ; 
there is no blessed Lethe for us poor human beings. Some 
of us have a taste of purgatorial fires in this world. Yon 
love father, don't you. Beg ? ' 

* Beggie loves father dedf ully.' 

' That's my own boy I Well, I have you— my one blessing 
out of all the cursed wreck; so thei^e is no need for the 
enemy to blaspheme.' 

.1 was so afraid of hearing more that I put my fingers in 
my ears and hurried on. Had I done wrong to listen ? and 
yet how could I have atoided it ? — only the hedge divided us. 
livery tone of the deep, intense voice seemed to vibrate almost 
painfully in my ears; the chord of hopeless sadness underly- 
ing the fatherly tenderness was distinctly audible to me. At 
the words ' Father has only Beggie now ' there was a sigh, 
long-drawn I and pitiful, as though an open grave were yawn- 
ing before his eyes. 

The tears sprang to my own as I heard it; he was so young 
to be so sorely tried. As I hurried down the narrow winding 
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lane^ I remembered a gate opened into the field : probably 
they woald come through it. In my eagerness to avoid an 
embarrassing rencontre so far from home^ I walked on quickly 
and heedlessly. The dusk was confusing; the high over- 
hanging hedges made it still darker. 

I was Vexed at my own carelessness in having wandered so 
far from home^ and afraid that Aunt Catherine ./onld soon 
become anxious at my delay; and this mixture of emotions 
absorbed my thoughts^ and I stumbled on blindly. The next 
minute I struck against a stone, aijd my fo't doubled up 
under me. The sudden pain told me what had happened — 
it was a slight sprain. 

I sat down on the fallen log of a tree not far from the gate 
to recovdr myself, until the pain subsided. It was not a 
pleasant state of things. Granted that the sprain was not 
a severe one, it was still sufficient to retard my progress. I 
got up and tried to stand. Yes, it was possible; I could limp 
along pretty fairly. But if the pam got worse ? The ankle 
was swelling, too. I sat down asain, and unfastened my boot 
with difficmty; this gave me a little ease, and I determined 
to make a fresh start — ^ Nil desperandum,' as Jem used to say. 

At this moment footsteps approached the gate — it was un- 
latched. I could just see a tall dark figure turn into the 
lane. It would have to pass me, but I determined to take no 
notice. I had some flowers in my lap, and I busied myself 
with them, hoping that in the dusk he would not be able to 
recognize me. t thought he was about to stop, but he evi- 
dently thought better of it, and walked on rather slowly. 

I was unwilling to be left alone in the gathering darkness, 
BO I thought I would follow them. Even the sense of their 
nearness would be company; but I got up too quickly, and 
was obliged to sit down again with a suppressed groan. In a 
moment the footsteps came back. 

'Have you hurt yourself? Can I help you in any way?* 
asked a voice anxiously. 

I thought it was impossible that he could recognize me. 
He evidently thought he was addressing a stranger. 

* I struck against a stone just now, and I fear I have sprained 
my ankle; it is not very bad, and I shall be able to walk di- 
rectly ; but I got up too quickly.* 

^ Why, it is the lady from la Maisonnette I ' he returned 
with some surprise* ' It was too dark to recognize you. Beg- 
gie, wake up; this is your friend.' 

'Is it the smiling lady, father?* asked Heggie in a very 
sleepy voice. 
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'That is what the rogue always calls yon; but I am truly 
sorry for your misfortune.' How very friendly and kind his 
voice sounded ! though it was impossible to read his expression. 
I could barely see the outline of his features. 'I am afraid 
you are in pain/ and then he added rather impatiently, ' I 
want to be of use; but it is so confoundedly dark under thc^e 
trees that I cannot see how to help you. It is much lighter 
further on.* 

' Please do not trouble about me/ I returned hastily; 'my 
foot is better now, and I think I can manage to walk. Re^^ 
sie is so tired, and I know it is time for him to be in bed. 
You must not let me detain you/ 

A short laugh answered me. 

' Do you think that is the way that Keggie and I mean to 
prove our neighborliness — to pass by on the other side ? and 
especially as we have to thank you for two or three kindly 
services — by bringing my naughty runaway back, for example, 
on that terribly hot afternoon. Now please tell me how I 
am to help you. I can easily carry Reggie on one arm and 
give you the other; ' and as though he read my hesitation 
aright, he continued more earnestly: 'Indeed, I am very 
strong, and the boy is no weight at all. Put your arm round 
father's neck, Reggie, and hold tight. That's right, boy. 
Now, then, let me see how you can stand;' and the next mo- 
ment a strong hand assisted me to rise.. ' Come, that is oaoi- 
tal I Can you put your foot to the ground ? * 

'Yes — I think so/ making the attempt carefully. 'Of 
course it hurts, and I shall have to walk very, very dowly; 
but I do not think it is a severe sprain.' 

'I am glad to hear it — ^now— -Miss — Miss-r-oh, I forgot I' 
with a slightly nervous laugh; 'but will you take my arm» 
please, and just use me as a crutcli.' 

' My name is Leigh/ I returned, as I obeyed. 

Oh, Aunt Catherine, what would you say to see me now ? 
but necessity knows no laws. We moved along slowly, and 
there was silence for a minute or two, and then my companion 
said very kindly: 

' How are you getting on. Miss Leigh ? Does it hurt much ? 
Excuse me, out you are not making su Sclent use of me. I 
am afraid I am not much assistance, aiter all.' 

' Oh yes, you are, thank you, and the pain is not very bad. 
How your arm must ache, carrving Reggie I He is asleep, is 
he not ? ' 

'Fast asleep, poor little beggar I We have been too far this 
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eTening, and I have tired him out; be is such a plucky little 
chap that one forgets what a baby be is/ 

' He is a darling-/ 1 returned, half under my breath, but my 
remark was overheard. 

' I don't think there are many children of his age like him. 
You would not believe how sensible he is, and such a oom-> 
panion I Perhaps I am not impartial/ and I could feel he 
was smiling; * but he is just perfect in my eyes.' 

I was about to answer; but my foot came in contact with 
another loose stone, and I gave a little cry of pain. He 
stopped at once. 

' Oh dear I I am afraid that was my fault. Will you wait 
just a moment, and I will shift the boy to the other arm, and 
then I can help you much better? Now then, lean all you 
weight on me. Don't be scrupulous. Miss Leigh. I am a 
tower of strength. We are getting on famously, and every 
footstep is bringing us nearer home. Does tsJking worry 
you ? Would you rather have me hold my tongue ? ' 

' No — talk, please/ I replied faintly, for my foot was pretty 
bad now; 'it will make me forget the pain a little. Talk 
about Beggie — anything.' 

' You are very brave/ in a grave, pitying voice; * I did not 




is I Madame, his wife, matches him in drollery — they are a 
curious couple.' 

'Are they ?^ 

' They are interesting from a psychological point of view. 
Monsieur Perrot is a consummate egotist; his ego is the cen- 
tral point in creation; everything revolves round it — ^*'C'ej3t 
moi : aprds nous la deluge " is stamped ineffaceably on every 
word and action.' 

' He seems to me a stupid, fat old man, and oh I so ugly.' 

' His stupidity and egotism are synonymous term^ to me it 
is a grand denseness. Few people have a genius for creating 
their own fog. Imagine the serenity of a human being who 
dwells in a moral atmosphere so thick that no hostile criti- 
cism, no unkind opinion, can penetrate it. FogI~I have 
used a wrong metaphor: it is more like the rhinoceros' hide, 
invulnerable to the sharpest dart. When I think of all this 
I could bring myself to envy Monsieur Perrot, in spite cf his 
stupidity, his stoutness, and, as I think you ^ded. his ugli- 
ness/ 

'You are a philosopher/ 
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/Pardon me, I atn nothing of the kind; a philosopher ia 
not an impatient, irritable sort of mortal, is he? Perhaps I 
love to rail on all mankind, like our friend, the melancholy 
Jaques. Are you a student of Shakespeare, Miss Leigh ?' 

' My brother Jem reads it to me sometimes. Would yon 
mind waiting a moment, Mr. ? * 

*I see, we have not been properly intioduced— not accord- 
ing to the golden rules of Mrs. Grundy — so I may aff well tell 
iron my name is Fleming. There is a wall behind you,' if yon 
like to lean upon it ; but I can tell you for your comfort that 
we hare not much farther to go.' 

'Are you sure of that ? oh, I am so thankful I ' but my 
Toice was very faint. 

His only answer was to kneel down in the dusty road and 
gently lift the suffering foot, and place his hand under it as 
a support. 

' This will give ^ou a moment's ease from the strain — ^I can 
tell from ^our roice what- you are feeling; without some re- 
lief you will turn faint, and we have still this long road to 
La Maisonnette. If you were not afraid to be left alone in 
this dark road, I would run ofl and get you some help — may 
I ? I should not be ten minutes away. Are you afraid ?' 

'No — o; if — if you will be back soon,' but it was the big- 
gest fib I ever tola in my life. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

*HE lilTTLB HOUSE ON THE CLIFP*^ 

/'This is noi a man to be driven from his temperament withont 
some sufficient cause.' 

* The Monastery.' 

'*I de not take ofiTence easily.* 

'Rob Boy.' 

My unpleasant sensations told me that Mr. JPleming was 
right (how strange he should have that name I). A horrible 
feeling of sickness was creeping over me, and but for the re- 
lief his strong hand was giving, I could hardly have borne 
the pain. To my surprise, however, he did not move. 

*Are you not going i* ' I asked, a minute later. 

!No, certainly not; I must stay now.' 
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'But why?' 

'As though yon do not know; do yon always tell fibs, Miss 
Lei^h ? your shaky "No ' was decidedly one just now. You 
are hcrnbly afraid at the idea of bein^ kft alone for ten min- 
utes; I am sorry for it, because I should like to spare yon any 
more suffering, but what can I do ? If I dared, I would put 
Reggie down and carry you to La Maisonnette, but I d«a« not 
run the risk — ^he might wake up and be frightened, or a 
vehicle might pass with a driver the worse for cider/ 

' Mr. Fleming! as though I would permit such a thing! ' 

* I am afraid I should not wait for your permission, if it 
were the thing to do; but the ^t is, I do not dare. Now, 
will yon make one more attempt, for Reggie's sake ?— he is 
80 nncomf ortable on my shoulder.' 

I am sure now that he said it to rouse me, for Reggie was 
sleeping most sweetly; but if this were his intention he sac- 
ceeoed, and in anotW minute I was limping along to the 
best of my ability, in spite, of shooting pain and growing 
&intness. Mr. Fleming Ice^t un a ceaseless flow of talk, but 
I was no longer capable of intelligent interest. I seemed to 
hear diiteonnected sentences in a sort of dream, then detached 
words : * the farm ; * * take care ; ' ' a ditch there; ' * a lanthom 
at the gate;' 'looking out;' 'sensible people;' then I was 
dimly conscious that I was moretightljr held; a light flashed 
in my face, and, ' On, 01^ m v poor child I ' in Aunt Cather- 
ine's pitying tones; and tnen for a moment i knew no more. 

When I regained complete consciousness I was lying on the 
couch in our pretty little salon, and Aunt Catherine w^ beside 
me. Reggie was curled up, still fast asleep, on an opposite 
couch, and Mr. Fleming was walking across the room with a 
glass of water. 

'Oh^ I.am all right now,' I said feebly; *it was only the 
pain. Aunt Catherine, please thank .Mr. Fleming; he has 
Deen so good to me; he must have had a miserable time of it.' 

'Not quite so miserable as you had;' but I noticed he 
looked rather pale and tired as he spoke. ' Miss Leigh has 
behayed like a heroine: I never saw greater pluck. Now 
your f oiot must be attended to at once, so I will wish you 
good-night.' 

He bowed, and was about to withdraw; but I put out my 
hand impulsively, and Aunt Catherine followed my example.' 

'I do indeed thank vou,' she said very warmly; and then I 
asked if I might kiss Regjrie, and^Mr. Fleming brought him 
(p me at once. 

Aunt Catherine did hot harass me with questions when we 
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were left alone; she rang for Jeanne to assist me to mj room^ 
and after fomenting the inflamed and swollen ankle most 
tenderly, she bandaged it as skilfully as a trained nurse would 
h^ve done. 

It was only when I was comfortably in bed, and enjoying 
some sandwiches and a glass of delicious lemonade, that she 
drew from me an account of my accident, and listened with 
the deepest interest. 

' It was quite an adrenture, 01^,' she said when I had fin- 
ished. * But, my dear, you have given me an hour of terrible 
anxiety; I haye been walking up and down the lane, and 
Jeanne has been standing at the gate I do not know how 
long. If you had been ten n.Inutes later I should have gone 
round to Monsieur Perrot for assistance.' 

' Oh, Aunt Catherine, I am so sorry j But indeed I never 
meant to go so far, and creeping home* after this fashion hcs 
taken me such a time.' 

* Well — ^well, I will not scold you; you have been punished 
enough. If it had not been for our neighbor you would have 
fared badly. I think I shall write a proper little note of 
thanks in the morning, and tell him how vou are or he will 
be calling to inouire. What did you say his name was — not 
Fleming, surely r * and her voice cnanged a little. 

* Yes, it is Fleming; do you think it is any relation . * 

* Oertamly not,' she returned nromf tly. ' He is no relation 
of Hobert fleming — if that is wnat you mean. I recollect his 
telling me that he had no one belonging to him in the world, 
except an old uncle, and his name was Faber/ 

'It is very strange I' I persisted; 

'I do not know why you should say so; Fleming is not such 
an uncommon name, is it ? I knew some people who called 
themselves the Gough-Flemings. Oh yes; and there was a 
Mrs. Samuel Fleming, too; it is a name I like very much;' 
and Aunt Catherine played thoughtfu]Jj with the fringe of 
the quilt as she spoke. 

After a' moment she began again: 

*1 think on the whole our neighbor behavea very well, 
Olga. He is a gentlenan; I liked liis voice and manner ex- 
ceedingly.' 

' Oh yes; and he was so kind. He was not a bit stiff really, 
when he saw I was in trouble.' 

' I wonder if I have ever seen him before — I mean in Eng- 
land ; his face did not seem quite strange to me.' 

' Nor to me either; how funny! ' 

' No, not funny. The world is not so large, after all, and 
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one Btnmbles upon people in all sorts of unexpected places. 
He is not hanosome; I am not quite sure I like his face; his 
eyes are a little cold, and I should judge from his month that 
he has a temper. When you see him close he is not so very 
young, after all.' 

' How do you mean ?' for I was not quite pleased with all 
this criticism. Mr. Fleming had been so kind, so considerate, 
that it did not seem quite rair to him. 

' Well, he might be seven or eight and twenty — even more. 
There is a worn look about him that hardly belongs to youth. 
Depend upon it, he has known- trouble.' 

As though I were not as sure of that as Aunt Catherine; 
but I was not going to repeat what I had heard. Could I 
ever forget those bitter, half-mocking words : ' There is no 
blessed Lethe for us poor human beings; some of us have a 
taste of purgatorial nres in this world,' followed by that 
broken, ' 1 have you, my one blessing out of all this cursed 
wreck'? That tone of utter hopelessness— what could it 
mean? 

Aunt Catherine bade me good-night after this, and I was 
glad to be left to my own thoughts. The remedies had siven 
me relief, and I was now in tolerable comfort; but all the 
same, sleep seemed to have forsaken me. I tossed restlessly 
and feverishly on my pillow, now recalling the incidents of 
the past evening, and now perplexing myself with curious 
conjectures on the subject of our mysterious neighbor. He 
was a perfect stranger, I had only just learned his name, 
and yet I felt a profound interest in him — his loneliness, his 
melancholy, his strange, reckless words, and the wonderful 
affection that seemed to subsist between him and his boy, had 
somehow stirred the quick sensibilities of my nature. How 
kind and helpful he had proved himself on an emergency! 
Most men of his age would have been either awkward and 
embarrassed, or else they would have presumed and erown 
faqiiliar; but I could not but own that nis behavior had been 

Serf ect. In a moment he had put me at my ease, by the way 
e seemed to forget himself in his anxiety to be of service. 
Only the truest good-breeding and an innately kind heart 
could have taught him such unselfish courtesy. 

'If I could only do something for him in return!' I 
thought, as I lay looking out into the starry daikness, while 
the night breeze, perfumed wiih the odor of flowers, stole in 
at the open window. *If only Aunt Catherine, dear thing 
that she is, were not such a stickler for propriety! if she 
would only make friends with him and find out why he is so 
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uuiiappy I Why ia it wrong, I wonder, to be kind and com- 
panionable with our neighbors, even if they be strangers ? I 
think the world is a stupid place, after all. I suppose we 
shall be obliged to know all sorts of people in heaven. 

I suppose my midnight philosophy was not particularly 
wholesome, for Aunt Catherine shook her head when she saw 
me the next morning. 

* You will just have to stay where you are for the rest of 
the day,' was the only consolation she gave me; 'your bad 
night has made you look like a ghost. As I am going down 
to St. Croix this morning, I shall ask Dr. Addison to look at 
your foot.* 

' Oh, Aunt Catherine, do you think that is necessary ? it is 
not R severe sprain; you said so yourself last night.' 

* No; but you have aggravated it by that long walk, and it 
is as well to be on the safe side. Why, Olga, you look ready 
to cry I Surely one day in your room is not such a terrible 
punishment.' 

' I am so. vexed at my own stupid carelessness, and it is such 
a lovely day,' I grumbled; 'think how delicious the shore 
would be this morning.' 

' You may just leave the shore aloile, and go to sleep in- 
stead,' was her unsympathizing answer. 'I don't see why 
Rollo need be a prisoner, too, so I shall take him as my escort. 
Good-bv, you tiresome child;' but I detained her. 

' Shall you write that note. Aunt Catherine ? ' 

'Well, I don't know,' dubiously; 'our neighbor has been 
already to inqilire. He cameibefore I was down, and as 
Jeanne knew nothing about your bad night, she had not 
much to tell him, so he left his complimente and went away.' 

' I think a note wou i only be civil. We hardly said any- 
thing to him last night ! ' 

' WeH I will see about it when I come back, for I have not 
a moment to spare now. I must be at the market early to 
get you some fruit; and there is Dr. Addison and a hundred 
other things; ' and then she called Rollo and left me. 

I spoilt the morning in sleep. When Dr. Addison exam- 
ined my foot he prescribed a aimple remedy and a few. days' 
rest. 

' You will not be able to run about for a week or two,' he 
said — he was a nice old man, and spoke in a sort of fatherly 
way — * but there is no need to keep you a prisoner. Get some 
one to carry you out in the garden, or in a day or two you 
might have a drive. Fresh air will do you good, and we must 
not make an invalid of you ! ' 
10 
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I felt quite cheered by this sensible prescription, and when 
Aunt Catherine returned to my room she told me that she 
and Jeanne had discovered an old wheeled chair in an out- 
house. 

' So there will be no difficulty at all/ she went on, * in carry- 
ing out Dr. Addison's advice. Jeanne can wheel you into the 
shade, and we can make up a sort of impromptu conch with 
two or throe chairs. And in a day or two you shall have a 
drive.* 

' May I go into the garden to-day ? * 

* No, not to-day. Dr. Addison thinks you will be better 
where you are;' for I was lying comfortably outside my bed. 
Then she said, in rather a hesitating manner: 'There was no 
need for that note, after all, Olga. I encountered Mr. Flem- 
ing in the market, and he walked back with me. He saw I 
was somewhat laden with the fruit, so he at once offered to 
assist me. If found him very good company; he seems well 
read and full of information. We talked a good deal about 
Oxford; he is an Exeter man.' 

'Did he say whether he had any profession?' I asked 
eagerly. 

' No; he is singularly reticent. It was auite by accident 
he mentioned Exeter. " When I was there,'' he said, " in my 

uhder^duate days " and then he stopped, and spoke of 

something else directly; but he talks exceedingly well.' 

' Did you like the look of him better this morning ? * was 
my next, question. ^ 

' I have never disliked the look of him,' she returned ; ' but 
his face somehow baffles me. He has such a cold expression 
until he smiles, and then his features seem to light up. It is 
not a happy face, Olga; there are such bitter lines round the 
mouth. But I confess he interests me.' 

'And me also.' 

' Yes, I know; but we must be careful. There is one thing 
about him that I like — ^he certainly does not presume; indeed, 
I have a suspicion that he does not wish for our acquaintance. 
But that may be my fancy.' 

' Purely fancy, I should say.' 

Sometning in my tone seemed to strike Aunt Catherine, 
for she closed the subject abruptly, by showing me the basket 
of fruit and flowers she had brought; and I was too much 
touched by her thoughtful kindness to say anything more 
about Mr. Fleming. 

An hour later I was lying with my eyes closed, thinking of 
Kitty and the children, when the door softly opened, and 
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Rollo's tail IiiBgan to wag in a friendly fashion. The next 
moment pomething warm and soft darted at me^ and Reggie 
scrambled up tbpon my bed. 

'Take care a: -my poor foot! Oh, jou darling! Who 
brought you ? ' and 1 nearly smothered him with kisses. 

I^eggie took them as a matter of course; he was used to 
being loved. He had two or three clover-stalks in his hot 
hand. 

' Reggie has picked you f'owers/ he said proudly, 

• ^utiwho brought you, my sweet ?* 

* Lady brougut Reggie,* he replied promptlv; and then I 
knew Aunt Catherine had contrived this little surprise for 
me. 

Reggie seemed mystified by my apparent laziness. He 
wanted me to get up and play with him, and when I explained 
matters he insisted RoUo should come up too; so we were all 
of a heap together. I told him stories at last to keep him 
quiet. I recollect one was about a little^ white, downjr owl 
with round yellow eyes, who lived with her children in an 
ivy-bush. I regret to say that Reggie repeated this tale 
under the title of *the howl what lives in the ivy-bush,* and 
he was so much pleased with it that when I had finished ho 
wanted me to' begin it all over again. Reggie stayed with 
me some time, and was as good as possible. He went away 
relr-tantjy when Jeanne came to fetch him. 

Monsieur son pdre was standing at the little gate, and had 
requested that le petit should be brought to him. 

1 raised myself up when Jeanne had left the room. Yes, I 
could dee the gray cap between the branches; he was standing 
by the hammock waiting for his boy. 

' Reggie has forgotten &ther/ I could hear him say, as the 
little n^re bounded along the gravel walk, and then Reggie 
sprang into his fathers arms with a merry laugh. 

The next morning I was carefully wheeled oy Jeanne into 
my favorite grove^ and there I spent the rest of the day, and 
many succeeding days, very happily with my work and books. 
Reggie was my constant companion^ every afternoon, exactly 
at the same time, he would come running down the little path 
and call to me to open the gate. If Aunt Catherine were ab- 
sent, I had to summon Jeanne, Mr. Fleming Jiever nmde his 
appearance; once I caught sight of him in the distance, but 
he never obtruded himself. 

Reggie would play happily for hours. At first he could 
not understand wny I would not play hide-and-seek with him 
and RoIIq. He would run away and hide, and presently I 
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would hear his dear little voice calling me; but I had to send 
Rollo instead. Once he called so long and so imploringly 
that Aunt Catherine accompanied Hollo. 

* Look at Reggie I * he cried triumphantly. * Beggie is Mrs. 
llowl in the ivy-bush.' 

Sometimes he l%y contentedly in the hammock while I told 
him fresh stories. He did not care for tales about good little 
boys or girls, but a story about a squirrel, a mouse, or a rabbit 
instantly commanded his attention. 

'Ah, ah! Mr, Bunny,' he would say, * Mr. Fox found you 
out. Go on, my dear;' for this was the patronizing phrase 
he had adopted for me. I suppose he found * the smiling 
lady ' too long for ordinary occasions. How Aunt Catherine 
laughed when she first heard him! 

' What a droll little creature he is I' she would say; but she 
soon grew excessively fond of him. 

One afternoon, or rather evening, I had my promised drive, 
and I enjoyed it so much that Aunt Catherine told Jules to 
come daUy. I was sitting in the fiacre one evening, waiting 
for Aunt Catherine to come out, when I saw Mr. Fleming 
coming up the lane. He was walking rather wearily, ana 
Reggie was running on before him. 

Of course Reggie recognized me with a shoiit; but as I 
leant over the side of the fiacre to warn him from coming too 
close, Mr. Fleming came up hurriedly and lifted him out of 
liarm's way; and then he could not do less than speak to me. 

'I am glad to see you out again. Miss Leigh,' he said rather 
gravely, and I understood why Aunt Catherine thought his 
{face cold, for there was not the gleam of a smile on it. 'I 
«m afraid you have had a trying time lately.' 

' Oh no,' I replied rather timidly, for his manner did not 
put me at mv ease, and he did not seem in the least pleased 
to see me. '1 have been out in the garden all day, and you 
have been kind enough to spare Reggie to me a good dea( so 
I have not been dull.' 

Then his face did rela'x a little. 

* There is no keeping Reggie away; you and Miss Sefton 
have spoiled him. He is always wanting to come to you.' 

' I have not kissed my Dear/ observed Reggie, in such a 
sentimental tone that we both burst out laughing, and after 
that he could not quite stiffen up again. But this friendly 
mood' was brief. 

The next minute Aunt Catherine came out of the house. 
She seemed pleased to see Mr. Fleming, and shook hands 
with him as he helped her into tho carriage. But he responded 
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in the briefest manner to her pleasant speech, and, taking 
Beagle's hand, walked on. 

Annt Catherine looked after him thoaghtfallj. 

' Had you been talking lon^ to Mr. Fleming, Olga ? * 

'No; only three or four minutes. He did not seem quite 
like himself; he was rather cool in his manner. 

'I was thinking the srsme mysell One cannot help being 
civil, of course; but if you take my advice you will say as 
little as possible to Mr. Fleming, ^y attention on our part 
seems to embarrass him. For some reason or other, he cer- 
tainly does not mean to know us. I never saw any other 
young man so reserved, and with whom it was so difficult to 
get on.' 

I was too mach chagrined at Mr. Flemings coolness to 
contradict her. And yet how different he had been that 
evening! But it was no use thinking of that. 

In a week's time I was able to hobble about a little; but it 
was some days after that I went down to the shore for the 
first time since my accident Aunt Catherine had letters to 
write as usual — ^to her lawyer, her bailiff, and to one of heir 
tenants — ^indeed, she had business to occupy her until lunch- 
eon. The morning was sultry and sunless, and A unt Catherine 
begged me not to go farther than the little bathing-house, as 
she thought a storm was threatening, and as my opinion coin- 
cided with hers, I readily promised to follow her injunction* 

The hour that followed was not entirely enjoyable. I was 
oppressed by the stillness and airlessness of the atmosphere. 
The bay had a leaden, oily aspect. I was peculiarly suscepti- 
ble to any sombre influences, and I was conscious of a sense 
of heaviness as I looked out on my favorite scene, as though 
I were regarding a dear friend under sinister circumstsmces. 

By-and-by a few heavy drops warned me. As I put up 
my sketching materials nastily, they fell faster and &ster. 
As I could only walk slowly, I was slightly damp before I 
had unlocked the door of the bathing-house and nad taken 
refuge in the tiny room. 

A moment later I heard hasty footsteps; some one was 
dashing up the steep little path leading to our common. To 
my surprise it was Mr. Fleming, with Keggie, as usual, on his 
shoulder. Out of sheer humanity, for the thunder-shower 
was very heavy, I begged hija to enter; and without a mo- 
ment's he^tation he accepted my invitation, and, depositing 
Kegffie on the wooden table, began rubbing him down with 
his liandkerchief, while Reggie comported himself like a 
frisky little pony. 
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'Thank you so tanch for this shelter. Miss Leigh/ he said 
quite cordially. ' I actually dashed past the open door with- 
out seeing it until yon called me. I am thankful f or Begg\e'8 
sake, for 1 don't mind a wetting myself; but he is such a 
delicate little fellow.' 

' Oh, I hope he has taketi no harm^' for his sailor suit Xelt a 
little damp. 

* Oh no, the rain will soon be over; it is too violent to last. 
Will you not sit down. Miss Leigh ? I see you still walk 
rather lamely; ' and he brought me one of the wooden cha:*3, 
and took the oth r himself. 

Mr. Fleming's manner had decidedly thawed since our last 
meeting. Pemaps he considered it was his duty to entertain 
me in return ~for my hospitality; for he began talking about 
the book he had under his arm, and asked if I had read it. 
I forget its title, but he gave me a risume of the contentp 
and criticised it in a masterly fashion. I wished Aunt Cath- 
erine could have heard him. After that, he sat looking down 
at the bay, while Reggie played at his feet with Rollo. 

'Isn't that grand. Miss Leigh?' he said presently.. 'I do 
like looking at a large expanse of water; it gives me such a 
sense of freedom.' 

There was a strange intensity in his expression as he 
watched the dark water and the driving rain, and some im- 
pulse made me say : 

' You speak as though freedom were the chief blessing to 
be desired in life.' 

' So it is,' he answered shortly, and his eyes were still fixed 
on the bay; * there is nothing to compare 'vfith it in my opin- 
ion; and yet how few men are really free I' 

* How do you mean, Mr. Fleming ? ' 

He turned round and gave me a quick searching glance^ as 
though my question disturbed him. 

' On, it is not easy to explain my meaning; ' and there was 
a tin^e of impatience in his voice. * There is very little free- 
dom in this world, after all. It is a little hard, is it not ? 
that some have to pay a life-long penalty for some youthful 
error; but so it is.' He sighed, and drew Reggie between his 
knees; and as the child looked up in his face, his expression 
softened. ' Never mind, Reg, old fellow, Freedom is a sweet 
sort of mistress; but I would not take her in exchange for 
you/ 

I thought it better to change the subject by sayins; I hoped 
the rain would soon be over, as Aunt Catherine would be get- 
ting anxious at my delay. 
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'Oh, I hope not/ he returned, going to the door; 'you gave 
her anxiety enough the other evening. Miss Seften is your 
aunt, is she not, Miss Leigh ? ' 

He certainly looked mystified when I exlained that- she was 
no relation. 

'But you call her Aunt Catherine,' he persisted. 

' Oh, that is only our pet name for her. Jem calls her that, 
too, Jem is my brother, Mr. Fleming, and w,e both live with 
a married brother, who is a clergyman. Aunt Catherine — 
Miss Sefton I mean — is only a neighbor, and she lives with 
her sister, Mrs. Lyndhurst, at a beautiful place close by — 
Brookfield Hall. They are such dear creatures, the Ladies, 
as we call them, and we are so fond of them.' 

'Yes, I see,' and his manner betrayed some interest; ' these 
adopted relationships are often very close — sometimes as close 

as real flesh and blood ones. I knew of a case once ' then 

he stopped abruptly. 

'You knew of a case once, Mr. Fleming?' I repeated, as a 
sort of encouragement to him to proceed, but he returned 
quickly: 

'Oh> it is nothing; it would not interest you in the least!' ■ 

* I believe you think nothing interests us,' I replied, rather 
piqued at this sudden retipence. ' I mean ' — for he looked 
perplexed at this — ' at least. Aunt Catherine says that she is 
sure you do not want to have anything to do with us; that 
you would rather not, in fact.* 

I blushed with annoyance the moment I made this im- 
pulsive speech. I could not think what made me say such a 
thing; but somehow his manner provoked me so, it was so 
cool and guarded, just as though he were on his defence 
against us — as though we were his natural enemies. I am 
sure at that moment that I disliked him heartily. 

To my surprise he answered' me with the utmost gentleness. 

'Why do you say that?'' he replied, almost las though he 
were speaking to Reggie. ' Why should you think me so un- 
grateful ? It is not right to misjudge any one* What if I 
do not consider myself worthy of your acquaintance ? What 
you think an unbecoming reserve may be only my way of 
showing my respect.* 

' Mr. Fleming,' I stammered, ' iS it because you are poor 
that you do not consider yourself bur equal ? ' 

Then he smiled. 

'Ko, Miss Leigh; I am too much of a philosopher to fear 
comparison of that sort. My poverty is an extraneous cir- 
cumstance that has nothing to do with me; but yon arqi 
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wrong. Though I do not seek acquaintance, i rake a great 
deal of interest in the kind ladies who are so good to my boy. 
There, the rain is oyer. Do you think we may yentnre now r ' 

* Oh yes; I think so.' 

My cheeks were burning. How gently, yet with what dig- 
nity, he had rebuked my rudeness! He was not eyen yexed 
with me for my presumption. As we went out together, and 
he followed me up the httle path between the dripping eorse- 
bushes, he talked in the pleasant way he h^ talked that 
eyening; and when we parted at the door of La Maisonnette, 
he held out his hand for the first time. 

' Qood-by, Miss Leigh,' he said, with a clear, open glance 
of amity. ' Please dye my compliments to Miss Sef ton; ' and 
he looked so friendly that I yentured to say: 

' I am afraid I haye been yery rude. Mr. Fleming. Please 
foreive me.' 

* Why, what nonsense ! ' he said heartily. ' I haye nothing 
in the least to forgiye; ' and then he shook hands with me 
again. 



CHAPTER XVIL 

CATHBBIXB SBFTON'S BETR08PECT. 

* Seek not much rest, bun much patience.* 

Thomas A Keiipib. 

*The graves grow thicker, and lifers ways more bare, 

As years and years go by ; 
Nay 1 ihou hast more green gardens in thy care, 

And more stars in the sky. 
Behind, hopes turned to griefs, and joys to memories. 

Are fading out of sight ; 
Before, pains changed to peace, and dreams to certainties, 
Are glowing in God's light.' 

< Lyra Myatica, 

There is one lesson that I think we all learn better as we 
grow older, and that is submission to the discipline of life. 

Youth is slow to comprehend the ineyitable laws that goyem 
human existence. They turn away their eyes with natural 
reluctance from the' dangers and pitfalls that threaten their 
future peace. To-morrow is not to-day; the. present, so joy- 
ous, 50 9trevii_with flowers^hat is sufficient for these 
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thoughtless minds. Age, with its sad environment, is still 
far away in the misty distan'*e — away with all these prophets 
of evil. * Let us eat and drmki' Oh yes 1 is. that not their' 
light-hearted philosophy ? 

I thank the Fatherly Wisdom above that such things should 
be — that these children just entering upon life are so merci 
fully blinded, so pathetically ignorant of the difficulties anc^ 
sorrows that will beset their path later on. But wij;h us who 
are older it is different. What woman of forty-five — ^yes, it 
is I, Catherine Sefton, who ask the question — what woman of 
forty-five can look back on the years of her life without a 
sigh of regret, without a repressed shiver, as the shadows of 
the past seem to eiifold her ? 

Ah I we know now what life means, as we look back over 
the years. There was work that wo set about sp ffladly, so 
eagerly, and yet left unfinished; there were friendships that 
h&d been broken, promises unfulfilled, hopes that had been 
frustrated, good intentions that had come to an untimely 
end; those who had loved us had passed within the veil; 
others had disappointed us; where we had expected to find 
consolation we lound vacancy. Who will not verify these 
words ? Who has not experienced this bitter discipline ? Is 
it not written in the good book, that * through much tribula- 
tion ? ' Well, can we not finish that sentence for our- 



But I am no pessimist. Like other women, I have kept 
my journal of mercies : I have had my glad times — my solden 
opportunities. When joy fled. Peace — tender and abiaing — 
L^s taken me by the lu.nd and led me gently on. Would you 
know what she whispered to me at the hour of my "greatest 
desolation — ^when I parted with the man whom I honored 
above all men? *It is but for a time. This life — ^this ante- 
chamber, where the grown-up children learn their lessons; 
where they do. their painful tasks; where the problems they 
are studying are not clear to their comprehension — this is 
but the Degmninff — the childhood of life : beyond is the real 
life, where all shall be solved, and the parted shall be reunited 
forever.' 

I had had much to try me. When I was quite young the 
burden of a sister's wrecked happiness had been laid on me — 
the daily and hourly responsibilities of helping a weak, morbid 
nature to bear a trouble that seemed too heavy for it. I take 
no credit to myself for this; many a woman has had a like 
burden, and has borne it far more bravely, than L I loved 
Virginia; she was my only sister; hut I was not always patient 
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with her. She had wrought her own woe. There were times 
when I would speak strongly to her of the duty of bearing 
more cheerfully the penalty of her own weakness. When I 
told her that no private grief should ever shadow the peace 
of a household, she would listen to me meekly. ' You are 
right, Cathy; you are always right/ that is what she would 
say to me. But the cloud never lifted; the next day it would 
be the same: the old sadness, the shrinking from strange 
faces, the want of interest, the self-absorbed, morbid depres- 
sion; no, she could not help it, my poor Virginia; the poison 
had entered into her very being; her nature was not strong 
enough to rally; she was iimply crushed. 

Life could not be very gay at the Hall under these circum- 
stances, but I had my own interests. I was proud of bearing 
an old and honored name; the charge of our estates gave me 
plenty of active work; our tenants, the poor people round 
us, the ordering of our household, and the interchange of 
civility with our neighbors, filled up one busy day after an- 
other, and left me no time to think of my own happiness. If 
only Virginia would have worked tool but she was too spirit- 
less, too much unnerved by her unhealthy broodings; after a 
time I had to leave her alone. 

It has always been my opinion that a single woman should 
create her own interests ai^i ties. I know that my affection 
for Olga brought much happiness into my life, and I grew 
almost to regard her as my adopted child; Jem was very dear 
to me, too, but he was not Olga. 

I never knew any girl like her! She was not specially 
clever, nothing out of the common, but there was a freshness 
and sweetness about her> a sprightly sort of gentleness that 
entirely won my heart; Few young girls are restful. Olga 
was singularly so; her nature had no abrupt angles; there 
was a wonderful serenity about her; she had no moods; she 
was always lust herself, simple, affectionate, unselfish. 

I think the great secret of her charm lay in her complete 
unconsciousness; she never seemed to be thinking of other 
people's opinion; she wished to be loved, but whe gave hei-self 
no uneasiness on the subject; her affections were very strong; 
she was capable of any amount of self-sacrifice for those she 
loved! Perhaps her chief danger lay in her sympathv for 
others, her generosity often outstript her prudence; if she 
could help others^ she was willing to run any risk herself. 

I remember th6 little an«^dote that Jem once told me of 
their childish days; it«was so characteristic of Olga: she was 
reEhdynow to scorch herself in any good cause, to try her 
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powers, to approach the impossible too closely I I conld fancy 
her still crying out with childish petulance, 'Oh! Jem, it 
hurts I ' for she was one who could suffer keenly. The one 
flaw in her character was a certain difficulty in understanding 
lower or more prosaic natures, in making allowances, in giv- 
ing out her best to them; and yet when she really loved any 
one it was marvellous how she overlooked their defects, how 
she gave them credit for fabulous virtues. . I am thinking of 
Jem, who, after all, was not more romantic than other young 
men of his age* 

But with poor Mr. Leigh it was different. Olga was never 
entirely just to him; even Jeiri told her so. A certain slow- 
ness of comprehension, a tedious mannerism, a few surface 
faults, blinded her to his excellences. I never knew a better 
man; as a clergyman, he was faultless, and his single-hearted 
loyalty to his frail, worn wife was touching beyond measure. 
To borrow an oft-used expression, he simply worshipped the 
ground she walked on. 

I used to scold Olga sometimes when I was in a lecturing 
tnood. ^ It is always, Jem, Jem I ' I said once, * never Hubert; 
and yet what a good brother ne is! Has he ever said a hard 
word to you?' 

' No, never/ she replied quite meekly, for she knew she de« 
served my scolding. 

' He is rood as gold I * I went on ; ' he never thinks olhim- 
self — ^you nave often told me so; it is always his wife, or Lis 
children, or you, or Jem! he is so fond of you both, Olga.' 

' Yes, I know,' looking very much ashamed of herself 

'And yet it is always "Jem I — oh, I grant you Jem is charm-^ 
ing; I li*ke him better than any other young man of my 
acquainance. He is a fine fellow— a very fine fellow — ^but he 
is not better than his elder brother.' 

*Why should you compare them?' she asked reproach^ 
fully; ^they are totally different. Jeiii is Jem; ana as for 
Hubert ' 

' Well, what about Hubert ? ' 

'Oh, he provokes me— he is so dense!— but, all the sau^e, t 
am ve^ fond of him. I am not li*..e Kitty, perhaps, but, 
then, Kitty is his wife. If I had. a husband I should swear 
by him, of Course.' 

And then the naughty child went off singing to herself, 
just as though I had made no impression on her; but I never 
lost an opportunity of speaking a good word for Mr. Leigh. 

Virginia was very much attached to Olga-^she always said 
that Sie was like a sunbeam in the house« Once or twice^ 
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when we were sitting together in the lon^ winter evenii^gs^ 
she would drop some word about her that I found it difficult 
to answer. 

*We are growing old, Cathy/ she said once; 'and if we 
should never find Basil ' — and then she looked at me mean- 
ingly — ' if we should have to seek for an heir — and we should 
have none of our own flesh and blood — then there is Olga.' 

I remember the sudden pang I felt when she first said this, 
and how the blood seemed to rush to my heart for a moment. 
Had it come to this ? were we so poor, so deprived of all na- 
tural ties, that we must leave a neighbor to inherit our lands ? 
Must the Seftons die out ? Were we two lonely women the 
last of our race ? 

' We must find Basil,' I returned; and in spite of myself my 
voice faltered. 

But Virginia was in one of her dark nioods. 

* Basil ma} be dead,' she whispered ; and I shrank a little 
at her tone. ' How can we find my boy if they have buried 
him out of sight ? We are ^owin^ old, Catherine, and who is 
to live here in our stead ? is it to be Jem or Olga ?* 

'It is to be neither/ I exclaimed; I know I answered her 
with a sort of impatience. ' How do we know Basil is dead ? 
and the property is his. I will not lose the hope of finding 
him. lou are nis mother, Virginia; it is for you to hope 
too.' 

' I think I am tired of hoping/ she returned, with a gentle- 
ness that simply exasperated me. 'I have hoped so long — 
and if he should be dead * 

I cannot explain how all this reiteration vexed me. It was 
only poor Virginia's way — her method of tormenting herself; 
but to-night it was simply unbearable. I flung away from 
the room as that last dreary sentence rang in my ears — * if he 
should be dead!' 

Well, it might be so; Basil might be lying in his grave; 
but for all that, why should it be Olga — Olga, whom I so 
dearly loved, but who was not our own flesh and blood ? We 
could remember her; oh yes, there were other wavs of show- 
ing our affection — but wnat had she done that tnis rich in- 
heritance should be hers ? why should her simple, happy life 
be spoilt by all this weight and responsibility ? 

*Itis not for Olga/Isaid to myself; 'and yet to whom 
could it all go ? ' and as I asked the question, the thought 
flitted throudi my mind — a sudden memory of one who had 
been poor all his life, and had done good work with only a 
scanty reward; who had toiled and grown gray in his Master's 
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tervice, withent asking for His good things. Would not 
wealth be of infinite use to ^uch a one ?— a talent, a glorious 
talent, to be spent for others; ^^ould not hundreds be bene- 
fitedy as weU as he ? 

I went about with this thought looked up in my breast for 
many a day^ but I never spoke of it to any one. Now and 
then Virnnia would revert to the old subject' if he should 
be dead/l)ut { always soothed her with tne hope ol a living 
Basill 

Thece was plenty of time; by-and-by^ in a year or «two> I 
might speak another name^ that had not been mention^ be- 
tween us for five-and-twenty years. Would Virginia thilik 
me mad ? would she again plead Olsa'd cause ? rimewoiild 
diow. Meanwhile the thought soothed me; p^rnaps one day 
it mij^ht idl belong to Robert Fleming. It made me happkor 
to think of this^ and how he would care for all our poor pej^le. 
Perhaps he miffht even take the name of Sefton^ to j^lean^liia 
long-lost friend 

I know few young persons would give a middle^ig^d womali 
credit for such romanoe; but the heart is slow ingrowing old, 
and I had a tenacious memory. I could have married' over 
and over again, but I b^d nev^r seen a map; to compare with 
Robert. 'If it be not Robert, it will be no one/ I had cried 
to my father with passionate girlish-despair;, but he had 
sAswered with an incredulous smile. Well; I had been right 
— it was no one. 

Sometimes, when Olga looked at me in the iimoeebt way 
tliat was natural J» her, my whole heart seemed to go out to^ 
the child, but, all the same, I would say to myself: 

'I am not wronging her — there will be plenty for her and 
Jem. She will not misjudge me, because when I had the 
power to make hjdr a rich woman I ^#ithheld my hand — ^be- 
cause I selected a faithful steward, and kept it all for him.' 

No; I was not afraid of Olga. There was nothing ider- 
cenary in her nature; she loved us and was grateful to us for 
our kmdness, but no speculation on the future ever entered 
her thou^htR. 

I was m this uiisettled state of mind when the report 
reached us of Paul Lyndhurst's death. It came to na in a 
strange, roundabout way, and was terribly vague and unsat- 
isfactory. He had been dead for years, but no one kneir of 
the fact but a certain P^re Lef evre, one of the cl^gy ol 
I'Eglise de St. Sulpice at St. Qenette. 

Our hopes of ever finding dur rightful heir Basil had by 
this time ebbed yery low in£ed. but as this faint ohiQ refKfhea 
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TiB,.it was wonderful now they revived again. When Virginia 
looked in' my face with yearning eves^ but without speaking, 
I knew what the wo^ were that she left unnttered: 

* You will ffo to St. Genette and see Pdre Lefevre, Perhaps 
on his death-bed Paul may have mentioned his son;' aha I 
answered as. though she had really spoken : 

'Yes: I will go/ 

In my own heart, I was glad that anv action was possible; 
all these years there had been nothing that I could do. How 
could I have left Virginia to search for Basil? But, now, 
when she bade me go, I could leave her with a clear conscience. 

But I did not know what need there would be of patience, 
or of the long weeks of waiting that lay before us. At first I 
chafed sadly at the delay, but a letter from Virginia reassur^ 
me. 

'Yes, it is hard,' she wrote; "^but I am used to disappoint^ 
ment; and you must not trouble so much about mo. It is 
needless to say how I miss you=— the faithful sister who has 
become a necessity to me; but though the Hall is empty 
without you, Cathy, I would not have you back, for worlds. 
Stay where you are, and let us both try to be patient. You 
have Olga; the dear child will not let you be dull. No; you 
musi not come back until you can bring me word that I am 
a free woman, and that Basil — ah I I dreamt of him last night : 
he held out his hand, and said '' Mother,'' and I woke weepr 
ing for the very sweetness of the dream.' 

After this I banished all uneasy scruples, and tried to enjoy 
our pleasant unconventional life. 

I began to love La Maisonnette almost as much as Olga did. 
I liked our cozy salon, and the great bare salle-i-manger, with 
its open glass doors and shady coolness. Sometimes, as we 
sat at our meals, the chickens would peck at the crumbs bo- 
side us; Bollo used to watch them furtively, and growl from 
time to time, but he never dared to chase them away — only 
Jeanne would come clattering over the floor, and drive them 
off with loud protestations. 

'One might as well dine in the poultry-yard I' she would 
say, with a toss of her head, as one cackling chicken after an- 
other fled into the courtyard. 'Poof I it makes one hot, too 
— the aggravating fowls I ' 

I must confess our neighbor at the pavilion interested me 

eatly, though I tried to hide this feeling from Olga. In- 
eed, it was for her sake solely that I did not make any over- 
tures toward intimacy. 

A girl is a serious responsibility, especially a warm-heasted. 
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impulsive creature like Olga, who was capable of setting Mrs, 
Grundy at defiance if she could only perform a kind action 
to a fellow-creature. In spite of her innate refinement, one 
found it Tery difficult to make her understand the little 
niceties and readjustments that are necessary in our inter- 
course with the other sex; her very innocence and kindness 
of heart made her holder than other girls, and her uncon- 
sciousness added to the danger. 

Judge my dismay, then, at finding an interesting young 
widower located at our very back-door — a widower, too, undei 
very questionable circumstances, and evidently as noor as a 
church-mouse. Unknown to Olga, I had questioned Monsieur 
Perrot about his lodger, but his replies had been very unsat- 
isfactory. 

Monsieur was poor, certainly; he had affirmed the fact. 
- He— Monsieur Perrot-— was standing one evening at his door 
talking to madame, and cet jeune monsieur had addressed 
him. Madame wished to know how long ago. Well, perhaps 
a month or five weeks — a few days before madame had come 
to La Maisonnette. 

* Not longer ago than that ? ' 

* Mais non, certainement; inadame could verify the fact, for 
she came out and kissed le petit, who was asleep in monsieur's 
arms. Madame thought it was his little brother, but monsieur 
only smiled and shook his head. Then they had got into 
conversation, and monsieur stated that he was looking for a 
lodging — some quiet place that was not too dear. Monsieur 
owned his poverty frankly: 

* I have only a little,' ho said in a bright sort of way; 'when 
I have spent that, our holiday will bo over. I want it to hist 
as long as possible,' and then he had frowned as though some 
uneasy thought troubled him. 

'And you offered him the pavilion, monsieur ? ' 

* Well, it was madame's thought,* he returned, pushing his 
old blue velvet cap rakishly over one ear. ' She had fallen in 
love with le petit, and, indeed, he was a little angel of beauty.' 

* If one might put a few things in the pavilion,* she said, 
and monsieur had baught at the notion at once. It was dirty 
and full of litter; but, all the same, nothing had suited him 
BO well. 

'It is a hermitage,* he cried — ^'a lodge in a garden of cucum- 
bers. Look at that sunset — those windows looking out on 
the apple-trees.* Ma foi, monsieur was easily contented. He 
and madame bargained over the mutters like two children- 
like chattering magpies. There must be a bed; as for a bath 
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there was the bay; bnt a t&ble^ €^en 6€tti6 (iMifS> W^re fl66^» 
sary. A stoye — ^good; he woifld haye excellent ooffee. The 
bread and the muk for le petit — ^nothing was ranting. . Din- 
ner could be had at a restaurants It would be a life after his 
own he^rt. 

* Wake np^ Be^e, fi&d sd^ tfii^ 2i6W abod^-^t&d Other 6ditiofl 
of the old curiosity shop/ 

Oh, it Was droll to hear kii^, &nd id l6e le ^tit clap the 
hands I How interesting Olga would haye found all this I 
but I dared not tell her. I dared not excite her Sympathy 
and ^ifcy by describing the poor fellow's boyish transport a£ 
the sight of ti»3 bare4ooking payilionk There was atouch of 
poetry in those few words : ' Look at that sanset '— 4i8 though 
ne habitually Hyed aboye his surroundings. 

1 We are ourselyes in spite of ,our enyironmenl^' h6 h&d fiaia 
to me afi we waUced together that ^^ftemoon from the market* 
place. 

I found it difficult to forget that talk It wad the Sonyer* 
sation of a man who had thought much and suffered mucl^ 
and whose faith in humanity had become impaired. Eyery^ 
now and then there was a bitter, half-mocking speech that^ 
jarred upon me, as though under the bo;yi8h manner there 
lurked a nidden depth ana undercurrent. I hardly know how 
to describe the impression it made oix me. I felt as though I 
must take his hand and beg him to be silent: ' It is not so. 
There are yet good people in tha world; high aims, lofty 
principles. Throw away this black pessimism, this garbage 
that no one wants, and open your eyes to the better sidA of 
life; ' but he was a stranger, and I could not say this. 

fie interested me prof( undly. Indeed* he was neyer out 
•t)f my thoughts; but, fdl the same, he repelled me. The dark 
intent face and cold gray e;^es haunted me. I used to a^k 
myself curiously whether I liked or disliked him; for a long 
time I could not answer this question. I used to be sorry 
when Olga met him. The night of the accident I had an 
uneasy feeling when I saw him with her. 

' Will you teke my boy ? ' he had said to me quickly, almost 
.peremptorily; 'Miss Leigh has 'hurt her foot and is yery 
faint ;^ and then he had lifted her tip as though she were as 
light as Reg^e, and carried he: into the house. * She has been 
yery braye, but the pain has been too much for her,' he said 
as he went to the sideboard for cold water. 

it struck me then, frpm his manner, that he had been used 
to illness — ^he was so quiet and helpful. 

But in spite of my old-maidish scruples, there was no keep- 
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ing Olga and Beggie apart. The child Jiad taken a fancy to 
her. Every day we heard his little voice shouting to as to 
open the gate; and then he would come bounding through it, 
and fling himself into her arms. It was so pretty to see them 
together; Olga had such gentle winning ways with children. 

I am sure - that it was his gentlemanly instinct that kept 
Mr. Fleming at a distance — ^how strange he should havQ that 
name! — ^for he was very rrat'eful to us for our kindness to 
Eeggie; but, all the same, ne did not wish for any intimapy. 
I Mve seen him avoid us more than once, or pass us with a 
bow, and I often begged Olga to be equally distant. 

I was rather amazed, then, when I neard of the rencontre 
at the bathing-house; and still more so when she repeated 
her impulsive speech. 

'Why am I so foolishly outspoken, Annt Catherine?' she 
asked in quite a piteous voice. ' I mean to be so careful, and 
then the words somehow escape me. Jem is right — it is my 
own fault that I get into so many scrapes.' 

* It is better to think, before one speaks,' I replied with un- 
usual severity; but really the child had been so foolish. 

To my dismay she suddenly burst into tears. 

' Oh, I am so ashamed of myself! ' she cried; 'and you say 
nothing to comfort me. Mr. Fleming will think — on! I do 
not know what he will think; but no one could have been 
kinder.' 

* He will only think that you want to be friends; your little 
reproach meant nothing but that. Mr. Fleming is a man of the 
world; he will not misunderstand a little bit of drlish pique.' 

' You are making it worse,' she returned; and I could see 
she was much put out. ' What business have I to wish to know 
any gentleman who shows so much reluctance to know me ? 
My pride ou^ht to have prevented me from making such a 
speech; but it was just his loneliness and unhappiness — oh, I 
am sure he is unhappy! — that made me long for us to be his 
friends. I thought how much gopd you might do him. But 
there, how often you have told me not to enact the part of 
Providence, and so I have brought this humiliation on my- 
self.' 

'But it is nothing— a mere nothing, my dear Olga. How 
can you exaggerate a few words?' 

* It is not a mere nothing to be misunderstood,* she replied 
with much dignity. 'Aunt Catherine, why do you not com- 

frehend my- meaning ? I am right to be angry with myself; 
made a foolish speech to a stranger; I am glad I asked his 
pardon for my impertinence; I ant glad he answered me so 
11 
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kindly. My one hope now is, that I may never have an o]>- 
portunity of speaking to Mr. Flemine again;' and the dear 
child marchea oat oi the room with-ner pretty little heikd atf 
erect as possible. 

Certainly I was right in saying Olga's impnlsiyeness wonld 
lead her into trouble. If Mr. Fleming had not been a gentle- 
man — ^well, I know many a man would have taken advantage 
of that innocent little speech, and made it the basis for a 
lively flirtation. 



CHAPTER XVnL 

▲ 8TRAN0B KIOHT. 

* Hast thou gone sadly through a dreary nigfat. 

And found no light ; 
No gruide, no star, to' cheer thee throng^ the plahi-^ 

No friend, save pahi ? 
Wait, and thy soul shall see, when most forlorn, 

Bise a new mom.' 

Anw.iiDB Ahnb Pbootob. 

The next morning, as we were sitting over our breakfast 
ahd reading our letters, I noticed that Olga chane^ed color, 
and knit her brows as though something. disturbed her. 

' Is Jem treating you to one of his fraternal lectures ? * I 
asked, anxious to nnd oat what was amiss. 

* Jem writes rather shranffely,' she replied in a very low 
voice. ' I think you had better read what he says: * and she 
laid down the letter before me, and went on witn her break- 
fast.. And then she added, a moment later : ' You see, I have 
always been accustomed to tell Jem everything. I like him 
to know all about mv friends,. and every one; he is so sensible 
and sympathetic. I never knew him take notions into his 
head before.' 

I made no answer to this. Before I read a word I under- 
stood that Jem disliked the idea of our new acquaintance, and 
I was right. The passage Olga pointed out to me was as fol- 
lows: 

'And now I want to say a word to you, and I hope Aunt 
Catherine will excuse my interference. I think that yoa 
ought to be very carefal before you pick ap new acqaamt- 
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ances in that outlandish place; Yon' are snch a soft-hearted 
goose, Olga, and — ^begging her pardoii-^Annt Catherine is 
not exactly what one would call a woman of the world * — what 
a rude boy! — *and I think you want some one to look after 
you both-.-you two poor unprotected females-l - Now I do 
not half like the idea of this fellow at the pavilion — what in 
the world is a pavilion? — he does not seem altogether square. 
I think you said his name was Fleming; try and find out his 
Christian name. There was a man of that name at Exeter — 
before my time, of course — who was the tip-top of all the riff- 
raff th^re, and who did not bear the best of characters. I 
thinly: his name was Gerard, or Bertram; I can find out which. 
He was confoundedly clever, and all that — that kind of fellow 
always is-^but he made a mess of his career by marrying be- 
neath him. I think the girl was in some shop; but nobody 
knows exactly, only he vanished as though the earth had 
swallowed him up. Now, I don't say this man is your hermit 
of the pavilion, but it looks uncommonly like it, and if you 
will take my advice you will have very little to do with him. 
,You may show this to Aunt Catherine if you like, for she is 
a sensible woman, and will not mind my taking the liberty of 
cautioning you both. WVite a^ain soon. 

' Your affectionate brother, Jkm.* 

I hardly knew, what to say as I handed the letter .back to 
Olga. It had made me desperately uncomfortable. I did so 
hate suspecting people. 

'Jem may be right, you know; he is very sharp. He has 
all the makings of the future lawyer about him.' 

To my alarm, Olga burst out with a passionate remonstnmce. 

* I call that too bad. Aunt Catherine. You are condemhing 
Mr. Fleming without proof, just because Jem, chooses to 
interfere and make ridiculous statements. That is quite a 
version of '• Give a dog a bad name, and hang him I " ' 

•My dear Olga I' 

'Many young men have been wild at Oxford; but they 
have- turned out very welt for all that, and he may have re- 
pented of his follies. Why should we refuse to make any 
allowances for him ? ' 

' You think, then, that Jem's Mr. Fleming is the same as 
ours ? ' . 

'It looks very much lidke it,' she retumea reluctantly. 
.* You surely remember. Aunt Catherine, that he told you that 
he had been at Exeter ? I am afraid that corroborirtes it« 
He may e^en have married beneath him ' 
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Sh^ stopped and twisted her hands nervonsly together It 
was a habit of hers when anything troubled her for w^'ch she 
could, find no reaso 

' Well, my dear, will you not finish your senrence ?' 

' I hardly know how to explain mj meaning* I am bitterly 
diasppointed to think that Mn Fleming could have contracted 
a low marriage — he seems too refined, too cultured altogether. 
But perhaps ne was young, and the girl was pretty; anyhow, 
I think we ought to be sorry f<^ him, for he must- have had 
much to bear. Perhaps^ after all, it is a good thing that his 
wife is dead.' 

'I thought you would have judged him more seyerely.- 

' I don't seem as though I could find it in my heart to be 
hard on him; he is too unhappy. Aunt Catheriner I am mum 
that he has repented and is sorry; perhaps that is what he 
KTdant about not being worthy of our friendship^ He may 
hold himself aloof for that very reason, and I am to judge him» 
harshly I* 

'No, 01m, I did not say that; only the world will turn » 
cold shoulder on him^ A gentleman has no right to marry 
beneath him. How can he expect his friends to be the same 
to him afterwards ? ' 

'There may be justifying circumstances,' she returned 
firmly, ' or he might have been very young, Aunt Catherine. 
Jem may say what he likes; but he does not know Mr. Flem- 
ing. He has never seen him with Bcjggie; if he had, I don't 
think he would be quite so hard on him.' 

' A 11 the same, he has made me yery uncomfortable. 

' 'xliat is so wrong of him; and, after all, we have found out 
Dothing.' 

' No, but we shall neyer feel quite easy until we know if 
Jem be right or not Well, it is no use talking about it any 
more. Time will show, I suppose, whether Mr. Fleming is a 
desirable acquaintance, .'dm will never rest until he has 
sifted matters — ^he will find out all about him, and then write 
to us again — ^and I suppose we must wait for that.' 

'And until then you will keep him at a distance r 

' On the contrary, he keeps himself at a distance, but I shall 
certainly do my best to avoid him. I cannot help it, Olga,' 
as she looked at me reproachfully; for this was not her idea 
of fairness. 'Jem is right: we are two unprotected females, 
and Jiust take care of ourselves; and, after all, Mr. Fleming 
may be a wolf in sheep's clothing.* 

And then I carried away my letters, for what was the use 
of prolonging the argument ? Olga never could be induced 
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to sp^k Sdverely of any Binnef, however black &d mij^]iibe7 
To ner sweet nature it was a sort of necessity to think the 
best vi every one. She would even have been sorry for the 
poor wolf: he must have been so hun^pry before he had eaten 
the sheep^ as she would have said. Olga went alone to the 
shore that mornings and after luncheon we drove^ to St« 
Genette. 01^ seemed a little tired on her return^ and for at 
wonder betook herself to a couch in the salon; but I heard 
her Question Jeanne if Beggie had been to the little gate aa 
usuaL 

Jeaniie had eplied, to her surprise, in the negative; 
Xothinff had been seen of le petit. * That is strange/ had 
been O^a's response; 'Reggie has never flailed me before;' 
and then she had taken up her book and said nothing more. 

As I was not tired, I went out into the garden and strolled 
about a little. I could not help feeling somewhat home-sick. 
I wished I were in the old English garden with Jasper spread- 
ing his tail on the mossy old sundial. The peaches and nec- 
tarines must be ripening on the sunny walls, and the flower- 
borders would be a glowing mass of colors. I wondered if 
Virginia were pacing the I^/s Walk as usual, with her pale, 
ead face tumea to the sunset. I was so busy with these re- 
flections that a slight sound near me quite startled me. To 
my surprise, and I may add annoyance, it was Mr. Fleming 
unlatchmg the little gate. I could scarcely believe i^y eyes 
when I saw him deliberately unfasten it and come quickly 
towards me. 

'I be^ your pardon. Miss JSefton, for this intrusion,' he- be^' 
s&n hastO^r; 'but I am in great anxiety about Be^rgie; he 
looks very iU, and I am gqins for the English doctor, if you 
wUl kindly tell me where he lives ? ' 

' Beggie ill ? V In a moment my brief annoyance vanished. 

' Yes, and I do not know what is the matter with him. He 
has been very sick, and seems in a high fever. Will.ycu tell 
me to whom I had better go ? There is no time to be lost, as 
he is all alone.' He looked at me wistfully and hesitated. 
But there is no need for him to say any more. 

'That child alone! I will go to him at once; of course, I 
will stay with hi^i while you are away/ 

' Oh, how good you are I * he said- earnestly, and I am sure' 
there were tears in his eyes; he seemed terribly agitated. ' B 
wanted to ask you, but I hudly dared to make such a request. 
I have locked him in, because he seems wandering a nttle; 
but I could not bear leaving him alcvi3, poor little chap I But 
if you will stop with him * 
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He did not wait to finish his sentence, bnt dashed np iEe 
stm and unlocked the door. I could hear Beggie'tf ^nice 
taikinff rather excitedlj as I entered. But hefou lookinffat 
him, Igave Mr. Fleming the necessary directions* ^If Dr. 
Addison should he out, there is his partner, Mr. Dodd, in the 
Bue d'Accord; they are hoth clever men,' I finished^ 

He nodded as though he understood me, and ran down th^ 
steps--and I was left alone with the hoy. - What a strange 
bare room! just as Olca described it; even the gray kitten 
was sitting on one of the steps leading to the loft. The win- 
dows were all closed, probably for safety, but I onened one of 
them; the close stove was alight, and a curiouly sniped vessel 
like a big coffee pot with a black handle was on uie top; I 
found it was .full of hot water. 

Reggie Was tossing uncomfortablv on liis pillows; his dear 
little fice was flushed, and his lips hot and dry; his beautiful 
eyes were wide open, and had the lustrous look of fever. He 
was chatting about ' a great big butterpie.' * Isn't it a funny 
butterpie ?' he asked when he saw me. 

I Imew very little about cMldren's illnesses, but I guessed 
it was a sudden feverish attack; perhaps he had been running 
about too much in the sun, and had overheated himself; or 
he had taken something to disagree, with him^ I knew Wil- 
fred had these sort of attacks, and often alarmed his parents; 
some children were always light-headed when they were un- 
welL I would not let myself be frightened, though he cer- 
tainly looked very ill I The poor little creature seemed 
wretchedlv uncomfortable; the bedclothes were dl in a heap. 
I was glad now of the hot water; I could sponge his face and 
hands, and give him a little warm milk and water to drink; 
then I removed the pillow and some of the outer coverings 
and he seemed less restless. 

It would be some time before the doctor could be here, and 
it was growing dusk. I had some difficulty in lighting a 
small lamp that stood on the writing-table; it had not been 
properly trimmed, and the flame was rather smoky. I placed 
it as &r as possible from' the bed, for it would never do to be 
left in darknesa; but the smell of the paraffin oil was sicken- 
ing, and the room looked bare and comfortless in that murky 
light. What a place for a delicate child! the floor had evi-* 
dently not been swept for a week. I heard afterward that 
Madame Perrot neglected her lodeers: and there were marks 
of dust on eveiTthmg* 

Reggie seemed quieter now, and lay babbling rather indis-* 
^inctior of father and kitty. He seemed to like me beside 
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him; once he thought I was Olga. 'Tell me ahont the howl, 
my dear/ he whispered with confidential haskiness — 'the 
howl what lived in the iyy-bush/ That hour seemed a very 
long one to me. Every now and then I went to the door to 
listen. How dark and quiet it looked outside — almost op- 
pressively still ! Our littfe grove seemed to shut out the outer 
world. Only once a sudden gleam shone through the foliage; 
it was a light from Olga's room — she must be wondering at 
my long absence. The next minute it disappeared and all 
was dark again, and I went back to Reggie. 

I was thankful when at last footsteps reached my ears, and 
4;he door in the wall was unlocked. 

* It is Mr. Dodd. ' Dr, Addison is at St. Genetic. • Have I 
been very long ? ' 

As Mr. Fleming put the question, he stooped down and 
looked at his boy, and I shook hands with the young doctor. 
I saw him cast a surprised look round the room; then his eyes 
rested on Mr. Fleming a moment. He was certainly a strange 
contrast to his surroundings;. there was an indefinable air of 
refinement and culture about him, that would have struck 
even a stranger; even the way he talked across the room to 
fetch the smoky lamp was somehow different to the way other 
men walked ; there was a free grace in every movement, an 
ease of bearing, a restrained strength, that was c^uite unicjue. 

He held the lamp quietly while Mr. Dodd examined his little 
patient; nor did he speaK except to answer his questions. I 
could not help admirmg his power of repressing nimself. 

' Well, what do vou think of him?' he asked, when the 
doctor had finished. 

'I shall be able to tell you better to-morrow/ waa the eva- 
sive answer. 

' Is it anything infectious ?' 

'Oh no, not in the least. The child has been running 
about too much in the sun; he has overheated or over-excited 
himself. How long has he been ailing ? ' 

* He did not seem quite himself yesterday— or was it the 
day before? — he complained of headache, and was rather 
drowsy. I kept him quiet, and then he seemed better.' 

* He got a httle wet in that shower yesterday, did he not, 
Mr. Fleming ? I think Miss Leigh told me so.' 

'Not very; do ycu think that mattered?' looking at the 
doctor anxiously. I fancied Mr. Dodd avoided his eye. 

'One cannot tell; with these delicate chUdren it does not 
take much to make them ill. I should say that he has been 
ailing for a day or two. You must keep mm very quiet, and 
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follow my directionB. His hair is too long; we must alter 
that/ 

'Do yon mean it .must be cut off?' and the poor young 
fellow turned exceedingly -pale. 

'.Oh, I dare say Miss ^fton will see to that/ in an off-hand 
way that deceived neither of us. ' Now, are you going back 
with me iit the carriafi^e ? There will be medicine and ice re- 
quired; and you had better bring some Liebig's essence back 
with you. .Who is going to attend to my orders ?' 

'You may give them to me, Mr. Dodd;' and I signed to 
him to follow me to the other side of the room. We spoke 
in the lowes. possible tones. I could see Mr. Fleming was 
straining his ears to catch what we said, but he could not 
hear a word. 

' Is it only a simple f eyerish attack ? ' 

'I can hardly tell you to-night; it is more the brain. I 
should say the child has the most delicate organization; he 
has eyidently one of those sensitiye, highly-wrought natures 
that are liable to this form of illness; there is need for great 
care. You will be with him to-night ? ' 

'Yes, of course; there is no one else to nurse him. But, 
Mr. Dodd, do you think he could be moyed close by — to La 
Maisonnette ? 

' To-night ? — ^no, certainly not; you must keep him where 
he is; it is not very comfortable, but it is cool and airy;' and 
then he proceeded to give me all directions, while Mr. Flem- 
ing looked at us wistmlly; but he did not interfere, only, as 
Mr. Dodd repeated once more, ' His hair is too long and thick; 
if you have some scissors by you, I should advise you to cut 
it rather closely,' I saw him fingering the rough locks, as 
though he Were loath to part with them; and as he did bq, his 
lijKt were pressed tightly together, as though in intolerable 
pain. 

As xibej went through the door in the wall, I stood for an 
instant looking out into the dark garden.* As I did so, I 
caught a faint gleam of whiteness in the distance. If it 
should be Olga looking for me,- for the was wearing a white 
gown this evening! With a sudden longing that it should be 
so, I leaned over the parapet, and called her name. To my 
relief, she instantly responded, and I could hear her fumbling 
at the gate. 

' Where are you. Aunt Catherine ? ' 

' Here at the pavilion I ' 

Then I could hear her running down the gravel-path and 
in a minute she was beside me. 
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* Oh., Aunt Catherine, it is I who haye heen frightened this 
evening! We have been looking for you everywhere, and 
then I thought I heard your voice. But why are you here ? ' 

'Hush, you must not speak so loud; Heggie is ill, and his 
father is just going back with the doctor to fetch the medi- 
cine. I nave ^remised to stay with him to-night. But, Olga, 
I am so thankful you have com#i there are so many things I 
want that Jeanne must bring me. Mr. Fleming will be away 
an hour, and I must put things a little comfortable before his 
return. I must have another lamp, not this smoky thing.' 

I was holding the door as I spoke, but now sne put her 
hand over mine as though to open it. 

* Tell me that presently. I must see Heggie first,' and as 
I yielded to the strong girlish pressure, she crossed the room 
and knelt down by the bed. ' Oh, my darling, how ill he 
looks! ' and she lifted the little hands to her lips. 

Reggie seemed to recognize her voice; for he smiled and 
muttered drowsily : * She was so pretty and ilufiy^ my dear, 
and had such nice yellow eyes.' 

Olga's eyes were full of tears as she listened to himj but 
there was no time to be lost on mere sentiment. In a moment' 
the dear girl was as prompt and full of resources ad ever. I 
saw her looking round the room quickly, as though to note its 
deficiencies. 

' I must have a lamp, 01ga>^that one with the soft pretty 
shade; and my work-basket, and some of those fine towels, 
and a napkin or two, and a duster, and * 

' Oh, there will be more than that required,' she returned 
quietly; 'I must bring Jeanne to help me. You must have 
an easy-chair if you are to sit up all night, and you have had 
no supper, and Jeanne must make you some coffee. Don't 
trouble yourself. Aunt Catherine; I will see to all' that, and 
you must take care of Reggie.' 

And without trusting herself to look at him again, she gave 
me a little reassuring nod and went away, but I followed her 
to whisper outside : 

' You will not le*^ Jeanne make a noise.' 

' She shall not come farther than the steps. I will bring 
everything myself. Oh, you may trust me, dear! ' 

And she sent me back to my watch with the comforting 
thought that I had a faithful helper outside. 

J am afraid to say how many journeys those two women 
performed between La Maisonnette and the pavilion during 
the next half -hour. Every few minutes I heard faint sounds 
at the bottom of the steps, and then Olga would enter, noise- 
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lessly carrying in one thing after another in her strong yonng 
arms, and q^aite regardless of her own fatigue. I do not think 
I ever admired her as I did that night. She- was so quiet, so 
helpful, so.full of thought for me. The easy -chair was placed 
hy the bed, And a slip of carpet and a footstool put near it. 
The smoky lamp was carried away, and our pretty shaded 
one placed in its stead. Then, ta my surprise, another easy- 
chair was put near the writinfj-table. * It li for Mr. Fleming; 
he will be so tired,* she whispered. 

Only once I saw her linger over her task; it was when she 
saw me beginhing to cut oS Reggie's thick locks. 

' Oh, must yon do that ? ' she said with a little sob, and the 
tear& were running down her cheeks as she went out. * But it 
was not long before she came back; this time shd carried a 
tray covered with a napkin. * It is your supper and his,* she 
said softly. ' I am going to bring you some coffee, and then 
there is nothing else I can do. It is growing late^ and Jeanne 
is tired and wants to shut up.* 

^My dear, you have done such^wonders,* and I kissed her 
and wished her good-night. 

She had only pst gone when I heard the latch of the door 
lifted, and Mr. Fleming entered. I saw him give a dazed 
sort of look at the room, as though he did not recognize it. 
I dare say he wondered what magician's .wand had been at 
work during his absence. Tl^ soft shaded light, the easy- 
chairs, the tempting meal on the table, the steaming coffee- 
pot, must each have been a mystery to him; but tired and 
jaded as he was, he was in no mood for comfort. On the 
contrary, he helped me to apply the ice to Eeggie's head and 
give him his medicine, waiting upon me in a wav that made 
me think again that he must have been used to illness. The 
ingenious manner in which he constructed a screen with a 
couple of chairs and the quilt so as to shield Eeggie from the 
light proved him ready with resources. It was not until there 
.was nothing more to be done that I saw him throw himself 
into a chair ad though he were exhausted; and no wonder, 
for he had tramped miles that day. ., 

I poured him out some coffee, and pnttms some sandwiches 
on a plate, placed the food at his elbow; but he was lying 
I back in his chair with closed eyes and took no notice. He 
looked frightfully pale, and his hair was damp and matted 
on his temples; most likely he had eaten nothing all day. I 
touched him gently to rouse him. He opened Iiis eyes; their 
look of misery was almost more than I could bear-; but. lie 
only shook his head when I begged him to eat. 
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. 'I cannot — it is impossible!' was his answer; and then he . 
closed his eyes again with a groan. 

He wanted me to ^o away and leave him, but I dared not 
Poor fellow! — ^he looked little more than a boy in that light 
— he was utterly spent with grief and inanition : 4he sight of 
the little cropped nead on the pillow had turned him sick. 

I must do nim good in spite of himself. Why need I mind 
; him ? he was only Basil's age, and I was old enough to be his 
I mother. 

' Mr, Fleming/ I said gently, 'you must drink this coffee, 
and, pardon me, you must eat. How are yon to help me 
nurse Beggie If you give way like this ? ' ana as he made no 
answer^ I put my arm under his head, and held the cup to 
his lips as thougn he were Beggie. ' Now drink, please; ' and 
to my relief ho obeyed me. 

Host likely the nrst taste was like a cordial to him, for he! 
finished it aunost at a draught; then I put a sandwich in hisl 
hand: 'Now eat that, and I will bring you some more coffee. | 
Tell me truly— you have eaten nothing to-day ? ' 

'Yes; I mid some bread: that was all there was in the 
house. - 1 could not leave Beggie to get anything, else. May 
I have some more coffee ? it is delicious.' 

'Yes; but you must finish all those sanawiohes.' But I 
had no/need to urge him: the craving for food had returned, 
and he ate what I had placed before him as though he were 
famished; but when ho nad finished he pushed away the plate 
with, a gesture of disgust. 

'Isn't it horrid to think I can eat, with him lying there] 
Miss Sefton, you are an angel of goodness to me to-night I 
Tell me, do you think my boy is in danger ? ' 

He took my hand as he spoke;, his were hot and ^v&fX^ 
bling. 

' How can I tell ? ' I faltered. ^ ' He is very ill; and, indeed^ 
I must go back to him. There is great need for care — Mr. 
Dodd said so; but he is no worse — I think he is even quieter.' 

He drew a long breath, and then looked at me rather 
strangely. 

* If he should get worse would you promise to tell me ? ' 

'Yes; I will ask Mr. Dodd to ao so.' 

' You must keep your promise, for a good deal depends on 
jit. He will not get worse, dear little chap, will he ? Only — 
jonly, you know, in that case I must tell his mother.' 
, His mother ! Was he wandering ? had anxietv about Beggie 
[been too much for him ? 

' Yes, I must tell Aline— I mean, I must tell my wife. She 
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is in England;' and when he had said this he rfuaed himM^f 
with difficulty, and went to look at Reggie./ 



CHAPTER XIX. 

*HE ISEYBBTTHIKG TO MB. 

With pattenoe to endure our gridSs we learn not wxm. 
But bow mudilater still to take them as aboonV ' 

Abohbishop Tbbnob. 

'Thou who art 
80 happy in Thy heaven alway. 
Take not mine only bliss away t ' 

Mb& Bbownino. 

I went back to my little patient. Reggie was moaning, 
and seemed restless and ill at ease; but after a time he ouieted 
down aeain into the same drowsy state. I sat beside him si- 
lently, holding the hot tiny hand in mine; there was so little 
one could do. Now and then a shiver passed over me as I 
thought of Mr. ij^eming's words. 

Jem was right, after all; there was need indeed to be care- 
)uL What would Olga say ? How would she be able to de- 
fend Mr. Fleming now ? She had pitied him, in her sim- 
plJcHy, thinking him a heart-broken widower; how would she 
receive the astounding intelligence that his wife was really 
alive and in England — ^that Reggie had a mother ? Would 
she not be shocked by his reticence, his seeming indifference ? 
Would she not ask, as I was questioning myseB now, what it 
could all mean ? 

And yet there might be some explanation possible, some 
satisfactory solution of the mystery. He might have come 
over to St. Croix on Reggie's account. Perhaps he was too 
poor to bring his wife too; slie might be delicate — an invalid. 
Oidy the strongest necessity would induce him to alarm her 
by the account of Reggie's iuneps; it was his care, his thought^ 
fulness for this wife of his — this Aline— not ius indifference, 
that had prompted his silence. 

AH these suggestions were plausibh enough, then why did 
I not believe tnem? Why did I instinctively refuse to ac- 
knowledge them, while a screwing distrust and uneasiness 
beized me ? 

'Mr. Fleming is a perfect stranger to us,' so the inward 
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ftrgnment went on; '.he%( aprond, reserved man, ts snch atf 
one likely to speak of his funily affairs ? How was be to read 
our thou^hts^ or to know that we had ima^ned him a widower ? 
Puch an idea may have never entered his head. This is not 
the reason why he has kept himself so aloof^ and made no re- 
sponse to our friendly overtures; ' and so on. 

I could not refute these arguments; but a woman judges 
by instinct, and in my inmost heart I felt that Jem's story 
was true. Mr. Fleming was evidently a dissatisfied, unhappy 
man. That this unhappiness was connected in some way 
with his marriied life I was now as convinced as though the 
evidence were before my eyes. He had married beneath hiin« 
and he was now ashamed of the. woman he had made Lip wife. 
Perhaps they were separated! And Olgs had been thrown 
into the company of tbis man! No wonder her young gnar^ 
dian, Jem^ Td& up in arms. What would Mr. Leigh say ? 
My responsibility weighed heavy on me that night. How 
was I to behave m futire to this poor wolf in sheep's cloth- 
ing ? . Hor was I to keep him and Olsa apart, and yet do my 
duty to this worse than motherless chad — this little innocip it 
being who was perhflx>s made the scapegoat of his parents' 
trans^essions ? And as I asked myself these perplexing 
questions I involuntarily raised my eyes. Mr. Fleming was 
watching, me, 113 though he read my thoughts; his face had 
grown paler and more haggard. His fixed, miserable glance 
gave me a shock. 

* Do not be hard upon me; you do not know it alL' That 
was what bis eyes seemed to say ta me. Poor boyi he was so 
roung — only Basil's age, if Basil was living. How was one to 
judge him severely ? That tired, sad young face seemed to 
i^peal strangely to me. 

The next mmute I rose softly, and taking tip the strip of 
soft carpet 01^ had put for my use, I spr ad it beside nim 
with a nassock and Keggie's. rejected pillow. He looked at 
me with a bewildered aii^ as though he did not understand 
what I was doing. I put my hand on his shouldet: 

^ You are worn out, I said gently; 'this is the only couch 
I can contrive for you. You must lie doi^a and try to sleep. 
I will promise to wake you if there be anything for you to do; 
and '—as he hesitated-r-' you will be able to help me more to- 
morrow if you sleep now.* 

' Do you really mean' it ? ' he asked under his breath. 

* Yes; please do not keep me waiting. I ant to cover yoa 
with this '—pointing to a wr^ in my hand. 'This place is 
very draughty.' 
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Ahd then Mb weaariness was bo great ne resisted no longer^ 
BB I stooped to adjust the covering be arrested mj hand and 
^rried it to his lips. 

' Oh, how good YOn are! I never knew any one so good ! I 
do^ not deserve it' 

Bnt almost before I left him his eves dosed and be was 
Ssleep* Once or twice daring the night I looked at him as I 
pass^ to and fro on some errand; ne was sleeping soundly, 
his head pillowed on one arm, the other stretched on the ro^ 
that covered hinLr There was something boyish in bis atti-. 
tnde; his &ce looked calm and happy, as though some peaces 
ful dref*m had beguiled bim« There were no lines now in 
the broad, open forehead; the smooth, dark face was at rest^ 
The firm lips had relaxed into a half-amile. Only once, when 
the dawn felti chilly and I put a shawl over him, he: stirred 
and frowned, 

'Don't, Aline; it hurtch-it burtg dreadfnllyl' I heard hint 
il&utter, as he flung awav from ma 

During the hours'that followed I had plenty of time for re^ 
Section. I could make my plans for the morrow undisturbed* 
After all, thdre was a way out of my perplexity. Olga must 
be made to understand that any intercourse with l£. Flem- 
ing must be forbidden for the future. Oply on this undei^' 
standing could I retain my present post l^e was so unselfish 
'she would not refuse, for Beggie's sake. If Olga were only 
off my mind> I felt I could devote myself gladly to the service 
of these two helpless beings-^f or a man is generally helpless * 
in «pme degree m a sick-room, unlejss he is especially ntted 
by nature tot a nursei 

Mr. Fleming was not without resources. Ha was helpful 
%ind self-relict, but his anxiety for his child unmanned nim. 
I knew that for his boy's good he would allow himself to be 
guided and advised; his very gratitude would make him plia- 
ble in my hands. No, I must not disquiet myself any more; 
with a little tact and discrimination I cJiould be able to steer 
through my difficulties; 

I was so sure, too, that Olga's good sense would aia me^ 
'the dear child had never yet disappomted mc 

The longest night must have ^ end, and by-andrb^ I saw^ 
Ithe gray dawn creeping through the uncurtained windows 
there were faint streal^ of .light across the slnr; thebirda 
be^an to twitter. The coining dav was heralded by numeroaal 
voices — by the crowing of cocks from the poultiry-Tardsif- by 
the faint bleating of sheep. The sun was rising, and sooiu 
the happy).jyaki^[^rth would be bathed in h} s j^lden- xadia 
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anoe. It was still so early, that I was surprised to hear foot- 
steps approaching. They were not Jeanne's sabots clattering 
np the steps; that light tread could only belong to Olga. 

The next instant there was a gentle knock, the door was 
softly opened, and my dear drl entered, looking a little pale 
and anxious, as though she had not rested as well as usual, 
and laden with a heavy tray that she had carried all the way 
from La Maisonnette. 

' I thought you would like your breakfast early,' she whis.- 

Jered in my ear; ^8o,~as I was awake, I would not trouble 
eanue. How is he. Aunt Catherine ? ' 
' I do not Quite know, my dear. He does not seem worse; 
but it is for the doctor to tdl us,' 

* Oh, he is not worse, I can see it; I am sure of it,' she^ re- 
turned, kneeling dowii by the t)ed and kissing him softly. 
* Oh, my darlinfll how sweet he looks! but I am so sorry his 
pretty hair has oeen touched.' 

'Hush, Olga I' for she had not perceived Mr. Fleming, and 
he was now awake and watching us. ' My dear, will you go 
away now and come to me presently f ' and she understood 
me m a moment and rose at once — ^a hint was always enoug[h 
foi' Olga. She did not look beyond the bed, but only said 
quietly: 

* Yes, I will see you by-and-by. Please take your breakfast^ 
Aunt Catherine;' and then she went away softly. 

1 looked at the meal her loving hands had prepared. There 
was a little broivn teapot for me; a tiny conee-pot, that was 
evidently intended for Mr. Fleming; a pile of crisp, delicious- 
looking toast; some new-laid effgs; a pat of fresh, golden 
butter. Ail served so daintilyT I could see Mr. Fleming 
was looking at it too. 

' This is your breakfast as well as mine,' I said with a smile. 

' May I have it presently ? ' he returned quite humbly, as 
thoueh. he were asking a &vor. ' I must go dowil to the bay 
and have a dip firstl I could not sit down like this,' witn 
a shrug, as though he were conscious of Ms jaded -appear- 
ance. 

*The stove is still warm; it will heat your coffee. Yes, go 
it will do you good;' but he lingered to look at Beggie and 
question, me. 

' She did not think that he looked any worse.' 

' Who ? oh, you mean Miss Leigh, Ko, I do not think he 
is worse this morning. Indeed, he seems rather easier.' 

'If he should get well, it will be you who will have saved 
him/ he replied in a voice of intense emotion; 'what shall I 
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not owe you — if^f ' he stopped as though unable to 8a> 

another word. 

' Please do not say any more; we cannot tell. It is in €k>d*8 
hands, not mine. Look what a lovely morning it is! ' 

'I am keeping you from your breakfasb, and you look so 
tired/ he returned remorsefully; *I will go/ and "he hurried 
away. 

FiTe minutes later Olga's soft footsteps returned asain. 

* He has gone to bathe/ she said eagerly; ' I saw him pass 
with his towels. So we are safe^ for some time. Let me pour 
out your tea^ Aunt Catherine, and then I must put things a 
little comfortable for you both.' 

She was running away, but 1 held her fast. 

' Olga, my dear, I want to speak to you. I had rather a 
shock last night. Mr. Fleming— oh, I don't want to speak 
against him, poor fellow! but he is not what we thought him- 
^— not a widower. His wife is liying; she is in England.' 

I fancied she turned a shade paler in her surprise; but she 
answered me very quietly: 

* I am glad that he told you. It is better to know the truth 
about people!' 

^ ' Yes, and Jem must have been right in what he wrote.' 
* 'Very probably/ but there was no indignation in her clear 

tones; 'it was stupid of me to get that idea into my head; 

but I certainly thought his wife was dead. Did he say any- 

thinff about her, Aunt Catherine ? ' 

* Not a word-— only that he must tell her if Reggie got 
worse. Olga, I fear there must be something very wrong. It 
makes me uneasy that you should be with him.' 

'It is notour affair,'^ shf3 returned quickly; 'his wife has 
nothing to do with us. It is only Reggie who concerns us. 
You wul not forsake him, purely ? ' 

' Not if — ^if — ^you will promise- ' 

' There is nothing for me to promise,' she replied, with a 
touch of impatience in her voice; ' it is not I who am nursing 
Roggio; i^ is only you. Aunt Catherine.' 

'Yes; but, my aear^ do you not see my difficulty ? Last 
night Mr. Flemmg slept upon the floor, and when to-night 
comes, what am I te do with him ? and there is no other room 
than this, and you and Jeanne are alone at La Maison- 
nette!' 

'But I shall not b?> there to-night,' she returned, as though 
a bright idea struck her. 'Listen to me, dear — ^to-night you 
shall lie down, and I will watch Reggie. There is the big 
couch in the drawing-room that can be brought over to the 
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pavilion, and yon shall rest^ and I will call yoni i&om time to 
time/ 

'And Mr. Fleming?** 

'Oh, there is the room at the end of the passage/ she an* 
swered^in an off-hand manner. V Jeanne shall get it ready for 
him, and he shall have his supper and hreakfast in the salle- 
fl-mang^er; and Jeanne vill wait on Jbim : is it not an ezeellent 
idea ? nut we must not talk any more^-yonr tea is getting 
cold, and I want to do a little dusting before he returns*.. Do, 
yon see this red sash. Aunt Catherine ? wh6n he goes out and; 
you want me, you must fasten this to the railing at the top^ 
of the steps, and when I come to the little gate 1 shall see it;* 
it is to be our si^al to eacb other. . There , I have arranged 
it all, and there is nothing to say morel ' and she moved away^ 
(quietly and began to put things in order, arranging the boolu^ 
in neat piles, and removing the lamp; but she.hira, iiot been 
long at work before the door in the wall, was unlatched, and 
Mr. Flemiuj? re-entered, looking all the fresher for his bath. 
Olga left on at once and shook nands with him. ^I am sure 
Reggie looks a little bettet,' she said in a low voice* 'Aunt 
Catherine has finished her breakfast; you must have yours 
now;' and she went out, carrying the lunp with her. I saw 
a strange undefinable expression flit across Mr. ^Fleming's 
face as he. closed the door after her; perhaps those few woras 
cheered him, for he seemed to enjoy his breakfast, although 
I directly he had finished he seemed so restless that I recom- 
: mended him to stroll up and down the garden until Mr. Dodd 
lurrived. 

' Do I fidget you ?* he asked penitently. .' 'I am afraid yon 
want to get rid of me^ If I could only control this restless^ 
nessl' 

'You will walk it off,' was my reply; and to niy relief he 
took my advice. I suppose Olga saw him marching up and, 
down the little path, for she never came near us.. 
' Mr. Dodd's report was hardly as satisfactory as I *had exi 
pected; his manner was guardea and he spoke vaguely. 

'Oh no, our little patient is no worse,' he said in ariwer to 
the father's anxious questioning; 'indeed, I trust he is going 
on, fairly well; but there is little change, and we cannot bQ 
too careful. A great deal depends on the Xkursipg: \ and heret 
Ihe looked at me. 

I saw at once that he would not speak out plainly before! 
JMr. Fleming; so I begged the latter to leave us for a few min^ 
lutes, and he obeyed me rather reluctantly. 
12 
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'Now Mr. Dodd/ I began as he closed the door, ^yon ixur 
Bpeak to me as openly as yon wish.' 

*1 do not want to alarm you/ he replied cautiously; <but 
the child is very ill, and one can never tell in these cases./' 

' You do not find any improvenient, then ? * 

' No material improvement— certainly not.* 

'And we mast not move him ?' 

'On no account; he wiQ do very well where he is^thid 
room is cool and aiir; and as far as quietness goes it* might 
be a hermitage; but I suppose/ lookmff at me inquiringly^ 
'there is very little accommodation ? still, La Maisonnette 19 
60 dose.' 

'Oh, we can manage!' for it was no use taking a strangei' 
into confideiice. And, after all, Olga's plan could be tried; 
BO, after giving me a few more directions andpromising to 
call in the evening, Mr..Dodd took his leave. He was young; 
but his manner save me confidence, and I had heard fronv 
ithe Milners that ne was considered extremely clever. _ 

After onr early lonpheon was over, I wrote out rather a 
long list of things that I required from the town* There was 
money to be cnaneed At the bank, and various commissions 
to be executed. Mr. Fleming undertook them cheerfully. ] 
could see that he was sanguine about Beggie; he thought Mri 
Dodd had not spoken quite so gravely, and, of course, I did 
not undeceive hmu The long walk would be good for him,' 
and he would have the pleasure of feeling himself of use, 
besides which, his absence for an liour or.two would enablq^ 
us to make arrangements for the night. There was much to 
be done; the pavuion was pleosiint enough by day, but it was 
decidedly cold and cheerless by night. Directly Mr. Fleming| 
had started for St. Croix, I hung out the red signal, and aftei^ 
a little delay Olga came. I set lier and Jeanne to work, andl 
in about an hour we had made things more comfortable^ 
The big couoh with pillows and quilt was j>laced ready for fh^ 
night, and a Japanese screen r^und it. Some more strips of 
carpet were laid over the boards, the newly-trimmed lamp 
brought back, and Olga had actually washed the floor over^ 
and had placed a great bowl of foses on the writing-table 
before Mr. Fleming returned. 

He came in hot and drsty, and paused a -moment on the 
threshold. Olga had her back turned to the door, and did^ 
not see him; she was arranging the little tea-table. < Shd 
wore a coarse bib-apron over her pretty summer own, and 
had pinned a handkerchief ov3r her brown hair \o protect 
her £om the dust. Mr. Fleming did not seem to ^^oognize 
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her. I saw him put up his arm to shield his eyes, as thoitrh 
the sunshine dazzled him. She started and colored a little 
when she turned round and saw him, hut did not speak. 
Wh^i she had left the room, Mr. Fleming came close tc me. 

' Miss Sef ton/ he said hurriedly, as though he were agitated,^ 
I please do not let Miss Leigh work in the way she is doing*^ 
it pains me excessively to see it; it is not right. I have strong 
arms. I am not liselQSS. There is. nothing I will not do if 
you will onljr tell me how I may be of service. It is not for 
Miss Leigh,. it is for me, to work.' 

I looked up into the young determined face. In mv heart 
I admired the proud independence that refused a girrs serv^ 
ices* Ui^wiiitinffly he had played into my hands. 

' Will you reaUy promise to' do as I wish ? ' 

' Trf me! ' was the eager answer; and a wonderful Softness 
came into his ^ray eyes. 

Oh, if he had j)nly been Basil, I felt then that I could have 
loved him I 

' You are very good,' I returned quietly; and then I ex-* 
plained to him the arrangements we had made for the night. 

To my dismay, he turned very pale, and looked exceedingly 
unhappy. . 

* Oh, you will not do that?' he said piteously; 'you will 
never ask me to leave him ? I would do anything else. I 
will sit up all night, or there is the loft. I would lie down on 
a heap of shavings— anything— anything — so that I may be 
Jiearnim!' 

'But, Mr. Heming-^ '\ 

'Oh, you don't know what he is to me I' he inteirrupted. 
'If he should die, I should just go and hane or drown myself. 
I could not live without my boy, baby as ne is, he is every- 
thing to me,' 

The tears came into my eyes to hear him talk like that, 

Eoor fellow I and for his own sake I must be firm. I took his 
and — it was clenched, and felt like iron — and I spoke to 
him as though I were his mother. 

'My dear,' I said, 'you must not talk so; you have been 
very good and patient. No one could have behaved better: 
but you must trust me — a little. I am very tired, for I did 
not close my eyes last night, and if Olga will sit beside Reggie 
I shall be able to sleep/ 

'It will be all the same,' he urged eagerly; 'you can rest 
there behind that screen, and I wul promise not to take my 
eyes off him. Do you think I cannot keep awake as well a^ 
Miss Leigh ? And it is my own boy who is lying there! 1 
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I shook my head. He was making it very difficult for me, 
and yet I would not give it up. I knew that there w^ald he 
no rest for me under such circnmstances. He would not 
know how to manage Reggie^ and I should spend the night in 
^watching them hoth. 

He looked at me in his {^een way. 

*This does not please you; you want me to go away/ 

* YeSj for this one night. It will he hotter. I would not 
propose it if I did not know it would he for the hest. Mr. 
Flemings yon must not think me cruel. If Reggie he worse 
— if there he any change, 1 mean — I will promise that you 
shall be called at once. If you leave your window open^ there 
will he no difficulty. Either Olga or I will come; Can you 
not trust me this once ? ' 

He did not answer for a moment^ and then ne said in a 
hasty tone : 

-^ Yes, I can trust you; hut it is lons^ since I have said tnat 
to any woman; hut, rememher, it will he with my all. Very 
well, I will go; send me away when you wish;' and then he 
went hack to Reggie; but it wrung my heart to see. him sit- 
ting there with his head huried in his hands. Ah me, thai 
the love for a little child should be so great, and yet there are 
many 6f us who doubt the Fatherhood of God I 

It was late, nearly ten o'clock, before I asked him to with- 
draw. He had not once. moved or ppoken; hut at my first 
whisper he rose at once, and, with one long look at his hoy« 
went out on* the steps, where Jeanne and her laptem were 
waiting for him. I could not let him go like that, and fol- 
lowed him out. 

* Mr. Fleming, yott will try to sleep ? I may need you to- 
morrow.' 

' Oh yes, I shall try,' he replied in a weary tone. 

' You do not know how grateful I am to you for this com- 
pliance with my wishes.' 

'I would rather you had told me to lie down on these 
stones; may I — ' with a sudden change of tone — 'may I stop 
outside here ? ' 

' And lay up rheumatism for life I No, certainly not, and 
there is a comfortable bed ready for you. Come, Jeanne, I 
intrust monsieur to your care; make him comfortable. Good- 
night, Mr. Fleming; God will watch over Reggie as well as 
though you were beside him. You must trust your boy to 
Him;' but I must confess that I felt a sad choking sensation 
in my throat as I watched him walking with bent head^ as 
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though he hardly knew where he was going." Once I saw 
Jeanne catcli hold of his arm as though he were stumbling. 

Olga was sitting beside Reggie, and looked wakeful and 

Vigilant* There was no need for any words between us, and 

^ threw myself heavily on the couch, and was soon asleep. 

Two or three times that night Olga roused nae, but I always 

resumed my interrupted nap. 

I woke at last of my own accord, and peeped round the 
screen. The gray dawn was just breaking, but the lamp was 
still alight. To my surprise, Olga had quitted her post. I 
thouglit I heard her voice speaking to some one outside; the 
next minute she re-entered. 

* Were you speaking to Mr. Fleming, Olga ? ' 

^ Yes; this is the second time he has come/ 

' He has not slept, then ? ' 

^Yes, during tne earlier part of the night; but toward 
morning he got restless. I have sent him away happier thi§ 
time. Aunt Catherine. I do believe Beggia is a little better 
—that Mr. Dodd will say so/ 

I thought so, too, as I loqj^ed at him, and in our joy and 
relief we kissed each other, fuid Olga cried a little. 

'Oh, he is such a darling P she said; *1 think it would 
break my heart if we were tcT lode him. I dc not believe I 
have ever liked any other child in quite the saine way; ' and 
I understood her. The little creature had certainly found 
his way to our hearts in the most singular manner. 

'And now. Aunt Catherine/ she continued in a different 
yoice, ' what are we to do about breakfast ?' 
' ' Are you very tired, Olga ? 

' Not so very tired/ was the brisk reply; ' but I shall have 
a nap presently.' 

' Then in that case i will leave you in charge for an hour, 
while I change my things and refresh myself. Shall you be 
afraid to be left, Olga? ^ 

'Not a bit! you must stay and have breakfast with Mr, 
Fleming. Yes, that will be best. Aunt Catherine.' 

I knew I could trust her, and there was nothing to be done 
for Reggie; so I went back to La Maisonnette. Jeanne^ was 
in the sallerd-manger, and I begg^ her to prepare an early 
breakfast. Just as I was sitting down ta the table, Mr. Flem- 
ing came in, evidently from another dip in the bay, fa he 
had his towels over hi^ arm; he looked very pleased to see me. 

'Reggie is better!' he said eagerly. ^'Miss Leigh is sur(7 
of it.' 

' Yes, I think so, I hope so! We shall see what Mr. Dodd 
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Bays;' and then I added reproachfully: 'After all, yon have 
not slept' 

' Oh yei, I have ! ' he returned in a boyish sort of way; 'and 
the bea was so comfortable! I slept quite two hour8> and then 
I got up and dressed, and went over to the pavilion; Miss* 
Leigh heard me, and came out.' 

' les, I know.' 

'I went back again and had another nap; but somehow t 
could not get the dear little chap out of mv thoughts, and I 
was obliged to run across again. I am afraid Miss Leigh 
must have thought me a bore.' 

' I am afraid so too.' 

He gave an odd little laugh at that, and then said ratheiT 
unsteadily : 

'Don't chaff me, please; of course I behaved like an ass 
last night; but if you. knew what it cost me to obey you] ' 

* I do know.' 

' And yet you asked me.to gof Never mind, I am too happy 
to reproach you. Well, it was the hardest bit of work I ever 
did in my life; but all the same, I did it.' And ih&a a curi- 
ous change came over his face, and he walked away to the 
window. 'If Reggie be really better,' he said as he stood 
there, ' there will be no need to tell Aline; we shall not be 
here much longer.' 

' Do vou not think that in any case his mother ought to 
know ? ' I asked cautiously. 

'No, I think not,' was the hesitating answer; 'there are 
mothers and mothers. Aline is not one of the anxious sort.* 
And with this vague response he whistled to RoUo, and went 
put into the garden until I had finished my breakfast. 



OHAPTEE XX. 

LOOKING AT THE 8iniB£T. 

* Oh, the moorland by the sea ! The red snn in gallant splendour 
Drops bis inorning kiss upon it» ere Tie goeth on his way. 

Or athwart its gold and purples steals a benediction tender. 
Ere night's starrv curtains shraud bioQ at the dewy close of day. 

Helen Marion Bubnsu>b.. 

I was much comforted to find that Mr. Dodd indorsed our 
favorable opinion of Reggie. The child was going on well, he 
said — ^mucn better than ne had ventured to hope; there had 
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Seen a change foi^ . JSe better in the night, and thongfT there' 
was still the same care required^ he trCTsted there would be* 
no relapse. I told him how we had managed for the night^\ 
and the hard work I had had With Mr. Fleming. ^ Ithought 
he seemed much interested. 

* You were perfectly right/ he said; 'you have saved youf-^ 
self wisely for to-night; you could not possibly have done' 
otherwise* . Mr. Fleming will be reasonable enough to own 
this.' 

'He could not have kept awake/ I replied; 'he was sa 
worn-out with uixiety, and I should have been watching them 
jboth all night.' 

'Yes, I undrTstand; get him over to La Maisonnette again 
to-night, if you like. . I cannot dispense with my head-nurSe 
yet.* Mr. Dodd and I understood each .other perfectly. I 
overheard him afterward talking to Mr. Fiemin? on the steps. 

' Leave it all to the ladies/ he was sayinj^. 'Miss Sefton is* 
an excellent nurse; you are perfectly safe m her hands. Th6 
boy is doing very well; ana with such scanty accommoda- 
tion -' 

'Oh, I do not mind about to-night I' replied Mr. Fleming 
in his eager way, without letting the doctor finish. • ' They 
may send me where they like, but last night it was different. 
Doctor/ dropping his voice, ' I give you my word I would' 
rather have cut my throat than have had to go off and leave* 
that little chap; and yet, when she told me to go, I was 
obliged to obev her. She is a woman one 'iiifust ol^y some- 
bow; I never knew any one like her.' 

/ ' Ob yes, I know what vou mean ; and she is a capital nurse, 
too. Verr well, I sbiJl look in ^[ain this evening. Can I 
iake you down to the town, Mr. Meming ? It will he a littlei 
distraction, and you will be out of the ladies' way.* 

I tiiink this btter argument prevailed; for Mr. Fleming 
let himself be carried off as quietly as a lamb. Olga went 
Wk to La Maisonnette for a couple of hours, and I was left 
^one with mv little charge. 

Oh, the tillness of that noontide watca! I had to shake 
off drowsiness once or twice by walking to the open window. 
Outside the sunshine was blazing; white butterfues; Reggie's 
favorite playfellows, were fluttering hither and thither; the 
low app|&-trees were bending under their foad; some bees 
were returning laden with honey from the ' fields of clover; 
«n old man in a blue blouse was workin^mong the cabbage; 
our little ^ve looked cool and shady. How long had I been 
«t the pavilion? Only two days — ^the time seemed endless! 
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Two days ago Mr. Fleming had blen a straujger, and now 
I did not try to disguise froih myself the strong interest I felt 
in him. He had come into my life with this strange sndden-v 
ness, and I felt that I could never banish him again. 

* Olga will not always be with me/ I thoi^ght, as I looked 
out dreamily at the gray head bobbing amon^ the cabbages, 
* It is only for her sake that I am careful. Why should I not 
continue his friend, even if we find Basil ? there will be room 
for him. I must find out why he is so lonely and unhappy, 
and then, surely, there will be som^ way of helping nim. 
£ye^ Virginia will be interested; she is so sorry for people 
who are unhappy; and we are rich; ' and a sort of gladness 
came oyer me as I remembered our beautiful home — ^a sudden 
sense of power and well-beinff — almost for the first time. And 
he had tne same name; and it was the sort of work Hobert 
would haye loyed, to make this noor young man belieye in 
human nature again. 

' Mr. Fleming returned just as Jeanne came oyer from La 
Maisonnette with our luncheon. She told me Olga was still 
asleep, so I charged her on no account to disturb her. The 
rest of the day j^sed yery quietly. Mr. Fleming spent the 
afternoon watchmg his boy; but he was careful not to dis- 
turb- me. If I wanted him, he was always at my side in a 
moment; and he seemed yery grateful if I let him do any- 
thing for Bef^gie. 

' I am not in the wcty, am I ? ' he asked once. ' I wish there 
was somethin^^ I could do for you, but I am such a. clumsy 
fellow. Still, i| you will only let me stop, I do so loye to 
watch* him^ Look here, Miss Sef ton^ I think he wants to 
keep me;/ and he showed me how Beggie's feeble finsrers w^re 
dinging round his lu^d. 

' Of course you may stay,' I returned, smiling at them both; 
it was such a pretty picture, only, somehow, Icould only see 
it dimly through a mist. ' Do you think that I can haye the 
heart to send you away again so soon ? ' 

He looked a little graye at the remembrance of the previ- 
ous night, but he only said: 

* I am afraid I was very selfish. X ou were quite right— Mr. 
Dodd said so; and if I nsA fallen asleep I should never have 
forgiven myself.* 

' W ell, I am going to reward your obedience,' I returned 
lightly; and, as he laid tho little hand down and followed me 
to the window, I continued : ' You may stay, here to-night if 
you like. At least, I can promise you a better couch than the 
floor/ 
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His face lighted up in a moment; a quick flush of pleasure 
crossed it. 

' Do you really mean it ? Will you indeed permit me to 
stay I Shall I not he a hindrance to you ? ' 

'No; I have been thinking it over. I have promised Mr. 
Dodd that I will take the nursing myself to-night, and as, 
thanks to you, I had some hours sleep, I shall be able to 
manage it.' 

' And, of course. Miss Leigh is tired ? ' 

' She would not own it; but her watch was a lonff one, and 
she is not used to nursing. So, if you do not mina — — ' 

* I— -mind I' — ^and a toh of the gray eyes answered me. 
' I, who owe everything to your goiSness, your generosity — 
my boy's life — my 

'Hush, please r— laying my hand on his arm. I almost 
forgot he was not belonging to me; we so soon grow to love 
those who are dependent on us for kindness^ and he was only 
a boy to me — ^a boy like BasiL 'Well, that is arranged, 
and ' 

' Wait one moment, please. There is Miss Leigh; we must 
not forget her.^ She would like to say good-night to Keffgie 
— she is so fond of him, and he of her. Do you think 1 do 
not see all that ?* 

'Well?' 

'May I look if she be sfcill in the garden ?-^he was there 
just now — and then I will bring her across.' 

There was a repressed eagerness in his manner; but I hardly 
knew how to refuse. It was such a little thin^ to ask, and it 
would please Olga. So, after a moment's hesitation — which 
I hoped he did not notice — I let him go* Five minutes after 
I saw them walking down the path, and went out on the 
steps to meet them. 

' Aunt Catherine,' Olga said brightly, and I could see she 
was quite pleased and excited, ' Mr. Fleming says there is 
such a beautiful sunset, and you must go with him and see it 
while I sit by Keggie. It will not take you long, and the air 
will do you good, and >ou have a long night before you.' 

So this was what they had plotted — for I could see ho^c 
busily they were talking — as they came up the garden; after 
all, it was only about me. 

* We have settled all that,^ Miss Sefton,' observed Mr. Flem- 
ing, with his old coolness; 'if you v ' just fling that lace 
thing over your head, we will go at one^.' 

'And I will stop with Reggie. Do please go, Aunt Cath- 
.erine;' and Olga put her arms round me and gave me a gen- 
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tie little push toward the steps, and Mr. Fleming held out 
his hand. *It will only take you a few minutes, and the boy 
is so much bette..' 

'Yes, I think he is, Olga. Mr. Dodd seemed quite surprised 
at the progress he has made since the morning.' And then 
I let myself be persuaded; my head felt heavy and tired, and 
the evening air was so delicious. 

I was surprised to see Mr. Fleming unlock the door in the 
wall. 

' We shall see it much better from the common, and the 
air' is fresher there,' he explained; 'and it is just as quiet as 
the garden.' And then, as ye walked down the field, he said 
hurriedly: 'I think Miss Leigh will like to be alone with 
Reggie. She has taken such a wonderful fancy to him, has 
she not ? ' 

'Yes; but, then, Olga is so fond of cliildren^-most young 
l^irls arcv' And, just to' tease him, I continued, half laugh- 
ing: ' Yesterday you seemed reluctant to accept her serrices. 
I recollect quite a little tirade on the subject.' 

' Oh, that is quite another matter,' he returned, in an em- 
barrassed tone. ' I hope you did not think me ungracious ; but 
if you knew how I felt when I came in and saw everything so 
fresh and beautiful, and Miss Leigh standing there in that 
apron ' 

' Well, of course it was not very becoming; not that Olga 
would think of that.' 
^ 'That is not what I mean at all,' he returned impatiently; 
'but I see you are only joking. It is not for me to notice 
what is becoming to a young lady, though— — ' he p&rsed, and 
then hurried on. ' No, it was of something quite different 
that 1 was thinking. I had been bothering myself all the 
way home, thinking what a muddle I had made of my life, 
and how everything brings its own punishment. I had just 
made up my mind I wac not fit to be in the room with two 
such good women, and then I opened the door and saw Miss 
Leigh. £ felt as though some princess had deigned to visit a 
beggar, and to put his hut in order. Somehow I felt quite 
cru-hed by it all, and that made me speak out as I did.' 

' Yes, I see. But, Mr. Fleming, you do not understand 
Olga; she is one who loves to do a kindness for any one; ' for 
I did not want him to think that she would not have done the 
same for the oldest and plainest man in her Majesty's domin- 
ions. 

' Do you think I do not know that ?' and there was a touoli 
of haughtiness in his manner; he did not like to be misunder* 
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stood. ' J have never met with any one like Misd Leigh he- 
fore; but I am glad to know that there are each people in 
the world. I am afraid I have not been a devout believer in 
human goodness, especially female human nature. It does 
me good to see such a noble exception.' 

' Perhaps your wife — at leas t— — ' I stopped in some con- 
fusion. Wliat was I ^oing to say ? 

He turned round with rather a bewildered air. 

* We were not speaking of my wife, but of Miss Leigh. Do 
not let us talk of Aline just now. Look at that sunset ! is 
not that elorions — unutterably glorious? One cannot be 
quite hopeless when one looks at that! ' 

We had both stopped simultaneously. Sefton Point was 
iust below us, and dl around us the flashing waters of the 
bay. The western heavens were blazing with marvellous light, 
one color merging into another: now crimson, now rose edged 
with pearl, now a sheet of vivid gold, with a molten, glitter- 
ing sea under it. It seemed to me as I stood there as though 
a door were opened in heaven — as though that flood of glory 
must herald tne white-robed messengers of mercy, the guar- 
dian angels of the night, if only our eyes were not too QfToss 
to see them. How dim this world must look to them as they 
glide through those mysterious portals — ^this little world, 
where man plays his sorry part ! 

I looked at Mr. Fleming as these thoughts j^assed through 
my mind. He was standing w'th folded arms, intently watch- 
ing the spectacle. 

* How beautiful, how unearthly it all looks I ' he murmured. 
'I have never seen any thing quite so fine before. Miss 
Sefton, in the face of all that, pointing to the sea and sky, 
* I could not talk of my wife. Some day, when Reggie is 
better — quite well, I mean — I will tell you my miserable story, 
and you will say to me, " Good-by, Mr. Fleming; for I do 
not w'sh your acquaintance any more.'' ' 

' 1 am sure I shall say no «uch thing.' 

* Will you not ? but you have not heard my story yet. Oh 
I grant you there are extenuating circumstances! — young hot 
blood, the wilfulness of boyhood; but there are some things 
that harden a man, that drag him down; and, after all, I 
have been much to blame.' 

* Perhaps so.' 

He turned round and looked at me with a smile. 
'Do you think that forgiveness is possible? but you do not 
know — ingratitude is not a light sin.^ 
'No sin is light, Mr. Fleming; but I am one who believes 
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in repentance. A man maj go wrong: but it is never too late 
to retrace his steps. While there is life there is hope; we 
maysay that of every human creature.' 

'How cttriousi' he observed, in a musing tone: 'but you 
remind me so much of a friend of mine. Sometimes when 
you are speaking, I seem to hear his voice; he thought, like 
you, that there are infinite possibilities in every human being ; 
he was always talking about such things; ' he stopped, and, 
by .his frown, I could see he was trying to throw off some 
painful recollection. 

' Mr. Fleming, I am afraid we must go back.' 

'Oh, I had forgotten Reggie for the moment! Fancy my 
forgetting that boy even for an instan":! Do you know, I 
could not sleep without him last night — ^not properly I mean 
• — I have got so used to feeling him near me; 1 like to know 
I have got him all safe. Isn't it strange to care for a child 
like that ? I could not have believed it once.' 

* I suppose he is your only child, Mr. Fleming ?* 

I thought he seemed a little surprised at the question. 

' Yes^ tnere was a girl ; but she only lived three months; 
she died in convulsions.' He turned his face away. ' I was 
sorry at the time^ but I think I am glad now, and I only 
want Reggie.' 

We ha^ reached the pavilion by this time, and found Olga 
sitting beside the boy. She rose directly she saw us, and 
wished us both good-night. 

It was growing dusk, and after a short interval, Mr. Flem- 
ing lighted the £mp and sat down to read; but his attention 
often strayed from nis book. Reggie was a little restless at 
first, but after an hour or two he seemed mo*e comfortable, 
and then Mr. Fleming said he would have a nap, and I saw 
nothing more of him until morning. He was young enough 
to sleep soundly, and there was no reason to disturb him. 
He told me afterward that he had never rested more com- 
fortably. ' I felt even in my dreams that I was near him, and 
i knew you would wake me if he got restless again. Now you 
must let me take your place, for you look downright ill this 
morning.' I told nim that I would go across to La Maison- 
nette presently, when Mr. Dodd had paid his early visit, and 
I kept my word. Olga was evidently expecting me. 

' Oh, you poor thing, how tired you look I ' was her first 
greeting. 

' Never mind that, Olga dear. Mr. Dodd says that Reggie 
is Quite out of danger now, so I am going to leave him to his 
father this mornings and have a nice* rest. Tell Jeanne to 
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attc«*d to Mr. Fleming's luncheon. He is to put up the red 
signal if I am wanted. They will do very well lor a few 
hours : Mr, Dodd says so— and I confess I am rather worn 
out.' 

And then Olga pounced on me and carried me off to my room. 
How cool and comfortable it looked I My last impression as 
I fell asleep was the remembrance of Olga in her white gown 
closing the brown shutters^ whilQ.a bee hummed lazily about 
her. 

The next few days passed quietly. At first, Olga and I 
shared the niffht-nursing between us; but one momins; I 
again proposed to Mr. Dodd that Reggie should be moyed to 
I^ Maisonnette, and to my relief he made no objection. ' It 
would be so much easier/ 1 said; *I could have him in my 
own room, and then there would be no need for any more 
sitting up. It is not necessary now, but I do not like leaving 
him.' 

* I think the other tray would be preferable, and you have 
had enough inconvenience. Miss Leigh was talking to me' 
yesterday; she is afraid you will be knocked ujp. Suppose 
you talk to Mr. Fleming About it. You could easily have the 
boy well wrapped up and carried across. I dare say his father 
would look jftter him all right; but after such an attack he 
will be weak for a long time, and a woman's care is best in 
such cases.' 

I had made my plans, and the next morning I spoke io Mr. 
Fleming; he o^^ed that it was a good idea, fieggie would be 
safe with me, and I should be spared all fatigue. 

* Oh yes, of course it would work excellently — only ' 

* Only you do not feel you can bear to part with the boy ? * 
' Oh, it is not that,' he returned in a tone of great embar- 
rassment; *I should be quite happy knowing he was over 
there and well looked after. It is only — weU, 1 must say it; * 
and then he blurted it out with difficulty : ' Miss Sefton, you 
have done enough for me — ^too much. Last night I could 
not sleep for thinking about it all — how I was ever to repay you. 
Oh, it is not so much the money I mean — ^I oould work for 
that; it is the kindness, the goodness, and all foe a stranger I 
Am I not right in saying it is too much ?' 

* I do not regard you as a stranger 1 ' 

'Well, perhaps not; but all the same I have no right. 
Look at the nights you have sacrificed, the discomforts you 
have had, and you have been accustomed to such luxuries. 
Oh, I know; Miss Leigh has told me I' 

' Miss Leigh is a sad chatterbox, I am afraid. Well, then, 
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if these are your only objections, Reggie can be brought across 
at once.' He did not answer. ' Mr. Fleming, 1 should so 
like to have him, and so would Olga.' 

I am sure there were tears in his eyes, for he turned away 
and walked to the window, but still he did not speak. 

After a minute I followed him. 

* It shall be just as you please. Pray do not distress your- 
self; but I thought by this time you would look on n^e as your 
friend. There is no question of that sort between friends — 
only that one loves to take trouble.' 

He turned round at that. 

'As though you have not taken trouble enough; as though 
you had not grown pale with watching over my boy. I think, 
the angels, if there are such beings, must be like you and' 
Miss Leigh. There, I will not hold out any longer; it is only 
my pride — because I hate to receive eveirthing and give 
nothmg. Shall I bring him down?' but I told him there 
was no hurry for an hour. 

His little bed was all ready, and by-and-by he was carried 
across in his father's arms. Olga had dressed the room with 
flowers. The shutters were -open, and one could see a vista 
of green leaves interlaced with slanting sunbeams; some 
climbing roses peeped in at the open window. As Mr. Flem- 
ing laid him down, I saw a lovely little smile flit across the 
white sunken face; but Reggie was too weak to express his 
satisfaction in any other way, only he held his father's hand 
tightly, as though he feared to lose him. 

I closed the door and left them together. 01^ and I sat 
together fcr a long time in our pretty salon, talking over the 
strange week we had passed. Olga seemed as though she 
could not make enough of me. 

'Aunt Catherine,' sne said softly, as she looked at me, ' do 
you know how tired you bok ? You have lost your nice pretty 
color, and it is all with nursing Keggie. I do not wonder a 
bit that Mr. Fleming is so grateful.' 

* I think the hot weather has tried me ; but I shell be able 
to rest now. Olga, you have no idea how thoughtful Mr. 
Fleming is; I never saw any one so unselfish. He says that 
he will not be in our way at all, and that if I will let him 
spend an hour with Reggie in the morning, and another in 
the evening, he will be quite content — that he is perfectly 
happy to let me have him.* 

' 1 suppose he means to resume hia old Bohemian life at the 
pavilion; it will be very dull for him.' 
' We cannot help that/ I returned quickly. * 01ga» 1 have 
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been wanting to ask you something for days — ^hotr long wiU 
Jem's holiday tutorship last ? ' 

* Only for another week, Aunt Catherine/ 

* Well, do you know, my dear, I have been thinking that it 
would be a good plan if I were to ask Jem to join ur here. 
I shall still have to leave you so much alone, and if I have 
to stay here much longer, they may be wanting you back at 
Fircroft, and then Jem will be useful as an escort/ 

1 saw her color rise, but she answered with her usual gen* 
tleness: _ 

' Oh yes, and Jem may be able to help you. . You must do 
as you like about all that. Aunt Catherine. I am very happy 
here, and it will be hard to leave you and Eeggie; but if you 
think it best — )¥ell, of course it is for you to decide;' and 
then, as we heard footsteps moving overhead, we said no more 
on the subject. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

LA RUE D^EQLISE. 

* We are ourselves 
Our heaven and our hell — tiie joy. the penalty, 
The yearning, the fruition. Earth is hell 
Or heaven.* 

' The Epic of HadeiJ 

I had not made this suggestion about Jem without a great 
deal of thought; but it seemed to me the only way of solving 
my difficulties with regard to Olga. Heggie had wasted away 
to a little skeleton, and it would be weeks before he regained 
strength. During that time I should be responsible for him, 
and as most of the nursing would still devolve on me, Olga 
would be left a good deal alone. Once or twice the thought 
had crossed my mind that one of the sisters from the hospital 
might be induced to take charge of Reggie ; but when it came 
to the point I felt reluctant to give him up. He was so little 
trouble now; and I had Olga to help me. As he grew better 
he would lie happily for hours playing with the flowers his 
father brought him, or cuddling a tiny white kitten that Olga 
had discovered about the place. 

Mr. Fleming kept strictly to his two daily visits, and I gen- 
erally took advantage of them — by indulging in a stroll with 
Olgu to our favorite point. During the remainder of the da]i: 
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he walked or sketched, or sat reading in the kitchen-garden. 
He had meant to resume his old Boliemiau life — dining at a 
restaurant, or preparing his own meals; but I had taken all 
these arrangements into my own hands. I conld not bear to 
think of him shifting for himself; besides, I knew his pnrse 
was growing enipty, and he could not leave lieg^e and go 
back to work. I had secured a helper lor Jeanne in the per- 
son of a stout, bright-ejed girl, who was just then looking for 
a situation. Her name was Marie, and, amons her other 
duties, I gave her the care of the pavilion, as Madame Perrot 
still wantonly neglected her lodger. During its master's brief 
absence she swept and dusted and kept it tidy. Marie, too, 
conveyed his meals across to him when Olga and I sat down 
to ours. I was afraid every day that he would remonstrate 
with me on the subject^ and kept purposely out of his wav; 
but for a little while he held his peace. But one evening ne 
left off playing with Beggie rather earlier than usual, and 
followed me into the garden. I saw directljir by his manner 
that he.Ti^anted to speak to me, and I determined to 'give him 
the opportunity. 

' Have vou said good-night to Beggie, Mr. Fleming ? * 

'Yes; Miss Lei^ is with him. I took the liberty of ask- 
ing her to go to him. Miss Sefton, there is something J must 
say to you : how long is this sort of thing to go on ? ' 

' Do you mean about Beggie ? Mr. Dodd tmnks that I may 
bring him downstairs to-morrow; the change will be good for 
him — ^he is going on so nicely; but of course he is still very 
weak.' 

'Oh, it is not about Beggie! that is not what I mean, at 
all; but how long am I to go on living on your bounty ? Do 
vou know,' and here a dark flush crossed his face — a flush of 
bitter humiliation, * that I wrote last week to my wife for 
some money? she has means of getting it for mo-^f or her 
brother is not poor; and her answer was — and of course he 
dictated it: '^You have played at being the i^e gentleman 
long enough; it is time you and the boy came back. Qeorga 
has no money to spare just now. I wonder you are not 
ashamed to ask him." I told her how ill Begifie had been; 
but she takes no notice. I dare say she has forgotten all 
about it.' 

'Mr. Fleming, there was no need to write to England., I 
can lend you any money you want for bresent use.' 

'Do you think I would ask you to lend me a franc?' he 
replied; and nothing could be prouder .than his look* 'Do I 
not owe you enough already ? ' 
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* You 0W6 tod nothing/ 

'Oh no!' with a little laugh; 'it is of course absolutely 
nothing at all that you do for me; it is not the life of an en- 
chanted prince that I am leading at present — oh no ! When I 
come in from my walk, I find my hermitage swept and gar- 
nished; not a speck of dust anywhere; fresh flowers; a new 
book — even the paper. Sometimes I catch a glance of the 
substantial-looking fairy who had worked in my service.' 

* Oh, you mean Marie. Yes, she is a nice creature I and, 
then, she finds so little to do here.' 

*Once I had to cater for myself; to»go into che3|) restau- 
rants; to boil smoky water for my coffee; to fetch my own 
milk and eggs from the farm; now I sit in my garden with 
my hands folded and wait. I knovir fthat at an appointed 
hour Marie will appear with her tray. "^ I shall dine and sup 
like a king I my coffee is fragrant and rich with cream! 
Miss Sefton^ I ask again how long is this going on — how 
long ? ' and here he drew a long breath. 'Am I to receive 
and not be suffocated with all this kindness ?' 

I would not answer him lightly — he was too much in earnest 
for that. 

' Mr. Fleming, ao you know I think the generosity is on 
yonr side, not mine ? You are so good to let me have Keggie; 
we were growing dull at La Maisonnette, and a child is such 
a boon to two women, and you never complain now of being 
lonely without him.* 

'I hope I am not quite so selfish as all that,' he replied 
gravely; 'but. Miss Sef ton, there is one thing more that I 
must ask. Be^^e is so much better now, and yet Mr. Dodd 
comes to Bee .Eim every day, and it will not do to run up 4 
lon^ bill.' 

'1)0 DLot trouble yourself about that,' I replied; 'that is my 
affair.* 

' I do not understand/ he returned; and I could tell at once 
by his manner that t had said the wrong thing, for he seemed 
to stiffen in a moment. ' I hope you do not mean .that Mr. 
Dodd will not wait a little until I can settle his account; 
there will be no difficulty about that matter if he will only 
give me time; there are way^ §|id means, and I am not afraid 
of work.* 

* Mr. Fleming,* I said after a moment's hesitation, for I did 
not dare pursue that Bubject, ' you have never told me what 
your business is. I hope I am not impertinent in asking ; 
but I know you will give me credit for a good motive.* 

* You have asked rather an awkward question,* ho returned 

13 
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with a quick, nervous laugh. ' I belong to the unemployed 
at present. When I first went to Oxford, it was with tue in- 
tention of studying for the Bar; but, like a fool, I throw 
away all my prospects in life by marrying. Oh I I must tell 
you about all that some day. You should hear it all now, 
only I have to go down to St. Croix for that medicine Mr. 
Dodd forgot to bring, and it is growing late; but I can tell 
you as much as this: when I committed that cursed folly of 
marrying at one-and-twenty, I had to take the first thing that 
offered — a mastership at Jlighgate. The pay was poor enough ; 
but we managed to live within our means, until Aline — well, 
never mind about that. I had to throw it up in a hurry, and 
then we had to fall back upon her brother.' 

' Do you mean that you lived with him V 

' Yes; Aline is there now. He — Mr. Barton — is not a gen- 
tleman; he does not understand how a man of my education 
feels about things. His business-^well, it is retail, and,' with 
a proud curl of his lip, ' it was not likely I could mix myself 
up with that sort of concern. Of course, there are misunder- 
standings; we are not on the same plane, George and I; but, 
in his way, he is good to us. He is trying to get me a clerk- 
ship now, as other things have failed; so I am only doing a 
little literary work at present — ^writing articles for one or two 
papers : sometimes they give me a book to review. I am ex- 

fecting to be paid for one or two things soon; that is why 
asked Aline to advance me the money.' 

' Then, in that case, Mr. Fleming, you can surely allow me 
to be your banker ?' But he only shook his head. 

' People who live like enchanted princes do not require a 
very long purse,' he returned, with a smile. •*! am my own 
banker at present; I only wish you to -know the real state t)f 
affairs. Now I must go. When may I talk to you again ? ' 

' Shall we go on the common to-morrow evening ? perhaps 
there may be a sunset.' 

' Very well, then; I will fetch you. I must wish you good- 
night now.' 

He looked at me wistfully, and a great sadness seemed to 
come into his eyes, but he did not say any more. The next 
minute the little gate swung back on its hinges, and I saw 
him striding down the path toward the pavilion. 

The next morning, as I was sitting with Eeggie writing my 
letters, while he played with some paper figures his father 
had cut out to amuse him, Olga came quickly into the 
room. 

'Aunt Catherine,' she said, and there was a little excitement 
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in her manner, 'I want to 6peak to you a moment.^ Do yotl 
know Monsieur Lefevre has come hack, and that his hrotner 
is dead ? ' 

I almost started at the name. Reggie's illness, and mj iii^ 
terest in Mr. Fleming, had made me almost forget why I had 
come to St. Croix ; but with Olga's words came a sudden rush 
of recollection. 

' How do you know ? who has told you ? ' for to my knowU 
edge Olga had not quitted La Maisonnette that morning. ^ 

*It was Marie. 1 was talking to her just now while I 
warmed Beggie's beef-tea — you know I like to air my French,' 
Aunt Catherine — and Marie is a nice, sensible girl. We were 
talking about St. Sulpice, and she had been relating somo 
wonderful legend about that image of the Madonna and child 
in the Ladv Chapel, and then she mentioned Pere Lefevre's 
name. *' He told me that when I confessed to him on Friday," 
were her words. Of course I questioned her very closely J 
and it is true: he came back last Wednesday, his brother is 
buried, and they had Masses said for the repose of his soul at 
St. Sulpice. Marie said Pd're Lefevre looked very worn and 
Bad.' 

' Olga, I must go to him this afternoon ! * 

' I knew you would say that,* she replied. ' Oh yes, yott 
must go. Aunt Catherine, and I will take care of Reggie: 
And tnen she continued gently : ' It seems as though we have 
forgotten Basil lately; but it is not really so, only dear little 
Bcggie has engrossed all our thoughts.' 

That was true, but I would not allow that Basil haa been 
forgotten. I could not eat my luncheon that day, and the 
moment it was over T set off for St. Croix, quite disregarding 
Olga's entreaties that I would walk slowly and not fatigue 
myself. What did fatigue or heat matter if only I could 
come at last face to face with P^re Lefevre, and learn from 
him whether Basil were dead or living! I recall that walk 
now with a feelin? of surprise. I was so sure that Monsieur 
Lefevre would help me. I had no fears, no misgivings; the 
time of suspense was over. In a day or two Virginia would 
know all — whether she were the mother of a living son or not. 

I remember, as I climbed the steep cliff path, how beauti^ 
ful the bay looked beneath me. The children were playing 
on the yellow sands, filling their little pails full of bright 
amber seaweed. I could hear them calling to each otheri 
By-and-by I passed the hospital and the cemetery; a young 
widow was kneeling beside one of the graves. How long that 
walk seemed to me ! but at last I reached La Rue d'Eglise^ 
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and stood again before the tall, narrow houeo. It seemed 
months since I last stood there talking to the solemn-faced 
young priest. The friendly housekeeper seemed pleased to 
see me. 

'Ah! here is madame a^ain/ she said with a smile, 'and le 
bon p^re is actually within. That is well, after the many 
times madame has oeen turned from the door. Ah, there is 
need for patience in this world I * Would madame enter at 
once ? and she would tell her master. 

I stood for a minute in the little dark passage. I could 
hear her talking volubly, and a man's voice answering. Then 
she returned, and ushered me into a small room with a win- 
dow overlooking St. Sulpice. P^re Lef evre was writing. He 
rose at once, with a profound bow. 

' Madame has desired to £30 me,' he said in a smooth, pol- 
ished voice, as he offered me a chair. ' I fear, from what 
Marthe tells me, that my long absence has been of great in- 
convenience to madame. Alas! affairs, not of my ordering 
have detained me! Such things are in the hands of le bon 
Dieu.' 

I looked at P^re Lefevre as he delivered himself of this 
little speech. He had a meagre, spare figure, but his face 
was pleasing; the dark, sunken eyes were keen and intelli- 
gent. He was evidently a gentleman. His manner was 
suave and gentle, and at once put me at my ease. Perhaps 
he saw how nervous I was, for he went on to speak of his 
brother's death, and gave me a little sketch of the end, which 
enabled me to recover myself. 

'And now madame must tell me how I can serve her' he 
said at last. 

In reply, I gave him a brief summary of our history. I 
told him Virginia's sad story; the misery of her married life; 
hef flight to England, and desertion of her child; her dis- 
eased and lifelong terror of her husband. 

' If she could only be certain of his death, I think there 
would be some peace for her remaining years,' I observed in 
conclusion, 'And if she could only gain some clue that 
might aid her in her search for her son, it would give her 
fresh life.' 

'And her husband's name is Paul Lyndhurst ?' he asked as 
soon as I had paused* He had listened to my story with grave 
attention. Only once, when I first mentioned Paul's name, 
he had looked up with a surprised air, and his keen glance 
seemed to read me through and through. ' It is very strange/ 
he muttered; and then he had composed himself to listen. 
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'Yes, monsieur/ 1 returned, in answer to his question; 'and 
th^ report has reached us that you attended his death-bed.' 

'Did yoT*" informant state where Monsieur Lyndhurst 
died?' 

'He believed at a village near Geneva; but there is no one 
of that name interred there — the whole account is confused/ 

Monsieur Leteyre shook his head. 

'I was never in the neighborhood of Geneva in my life. 
Madame's informant is altogether wrong. Paul Lyndhurst 
— ^le bon Dieu have mercy on his soul ! — lies in the cemetery 
at St. Croix. Madame may see his grave there if she will.' 

I clasped my hands; the blood seemed to rush to my heart. 

' Mon pdre, is this really true ? Oh, it is grievous to rejoice 
that aAy one is dead! — but if you only knew!' 

'My daughter/ he said kindly, 'it is not always easy to 
grieve when death takes our enemy. Human nature is weak. 
We are not all saints. I know enough of this unfortunate 
man to understand what you feel.' 

' But when — when did he die ? * 

He thought a moment. 

' I should say it was nearly ten years ago.* 

Ten years ! Virginia had been free ten years, and we had 
not known it! 

' Shall I tell madame what 1 know ?' And, as I looked^ at 
him imploringly, he went on : 'It was after vespers one even- 
ing, as I was leaving St. Sulpice, that an old peasant woman 
accosted me. I knew her by name; she was old Nanette 
Duclos, who lived with her half-witted son in the little tumble- 
down cottage in the narrow alley that leads out of the Hue 
Dominique. It has been pulled down long since. She had 
a strange story to tell me. An Englishman, an artist, was 
lying ill — she believed dying — in her house. He had been 
seized with a sort of fit at her door a week previously, and, 
with the Divine charity one sees among the poor, she had 
nursed and tended him ever since. 

' " Mon pere, he is not one of us ; he has known better 
days," she said. " He cannot eat our food, and all he asks ipt 
is brandy; and he is dying; and he does not believe in le bon 
Dieb, or in the blessed Mary, ^nd he lies there cursing, and 
no one can make him be silent. And he has .almost fright- 
ened my poor Pierre to death." 

' I went with her at once, and I found Nanette had not ex- 
aggerated matters. When I stepped up to the miserable bed, 
and looked in the face of the man who lay there^ I knew at 
once that he was dying/ 
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' Mon jpere, will you describe liim to me ? ' 

* 'HLj dattghter, it is not easy after all these years, and I 
have seen many dying men since; but I can recall a little. It 
was a handsome face — the features finely cut, but wasted by 
disease, and with all the evil passions stamped on it. He 
looked fiercely at me as I entered^ " What do we want with 
priests ? " I heard him say; " I never believed in them." 

'I had some difficulty in entering into conversation with 
him. His manner continued defiant, and his oaths and curses 
made one's fiesh creep to hear him; but our Holy Church 
teaches us how to deal with such cases: I must win him 
through his miserable appetites. I gained his attention at 
last bj promising, to send him a better bed, and, if the doctor 
permitted it, some good wine. 

'He ceased to glare at me; a more human expression came 
over his face. " Why, you are not. such a bad sort, after all ! " 
he said, with an air of extreme surprise. " I never thought 
a French priest could be such a sensible fellow. Gomel I 
call that behaving like a gentleman. Now, I don't mind en- 
tering into a compact with you. Just see after a few com- 
forts for me, and 1 will undertake to listen to as many ser- 
mons as you care to preach to me." 

' I knew better than to argue with him. There was a fierce, 
unsettled light in his eyes, which resembled insanity. I 
thought it prudent to return a soothing answer, and withdrew 
under the plea of bringing the doctor. When I returned it 
was with a physician; but, as I surmised, there was little to 
be done. 

' " Yes, he is dying, poor fellow ! " was his report as he joined 
me in the room below. ** This is a case for you, not me. He 
cannot last many days." 

* " Is it your opinion," I asked, " that th^ man is deranged ? " 

' He shruggea hi^r shoulders. '' It is not his fault that he 
is still sane; he has drunk pretty nearly all his senses away. 
As far as I can tell, he has lived on brandy, and n^ything else. 
He is calling out for it now." 

* ** Yon do not mean that I am to giye it him ? " 

' " Certainly — but in small doses — unless he is to collapse 
at once. I tell you, the poor wretch has made it his food for 
months; he will suffer tortures for the want of it; end, after 
all, nothing matters now; he is a dead man." 

* " In that case, I will give him a little," and I went up at 
once. He almost snatched the cup from my hand in his 
wolfish eagerness. "Oh, that is good — that is life! " he cried, 
as he drained it, '' Give me some more, and I will call you a 
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good fellow 1^' But he swore at me when I carried the bottle 
away. 

'Madame^ I need not trouble you with all the miserable 
recital. We poor priests know how hard it is to win these 
wandering souls. He was a great sinner; but God is good, 
and I would not lose hope. I surrounded him with comforts : 
ho had a clean bed, fresh linen; one of our good sisters nursed 
him; we induced him to take a little soup; the doctor had 
given him an anodyne; he suffered less; his temper improved. 
Sometimes he would talk to me; by degrees I got him to tell 
me his story. My daughter, some things I regard as under 
the seal of confession. A life such as his could not be edify- 
ing.' 

* I understand, Pore Lefevre, far too well. Heaven forbid 
that the evil record of Paul Lyndhurst's life should pollute i| 
woman's ear ! " 

The good father went on: 

' By degrees he softened perceptibly. My attentions pleased 
him; he was grateful for the alleviations and comforts I was 
able to procure for him. In spite of his recklessness, a terror 
of the black future that yawned before his sinful soul at times 
haunted him; then he would speak to me of the past.' 

' Did he mention his wife ? ' 

'A little. He told me one day he had married a young 
English heiress for her money; and that, to his disgust, her 
father had disinherited her. " She was a handsome girl," he 
observed; "but I was never in love with her. I cared far 
more for the little Pauline I deserted. She was always 
whining about her own people. I grew weary of her at last. 
It was a mistake for a man of my calibre to tie himself down 
to matrimony; she lost her good looks, too, when the boy 
came. Ah, well ! I was drunk one night, and I believe we 
had a bit of a quarrel. Anyhow, she left me with the brat 
on my hands, and that is all 1 know about it." ' 

' But, mon pere, why did he not seek her for his own inter- 
est ? To be sure, my father was alive for many years after 
that, and would have protected her against him; but, still, it 
seems strange that he should have made no attempt to pos- 
sess himself of her fortune.' 

' I believe he was hopeless on the subject, and, as you say, 
madame, your father lived for many years after your sister 
returned to him. As far as I can make out from a very dis- 
jointed narrative, the unfortunate man rejoiced in his free- 
dom; the child was an incubus, but he bore with him for a 
time, intending by-and-by to rid himself of him by sending 
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him back to his mother. Meanwhile, things went on from 
bad to worse; his habits grew more depraved; he had an 
attack of delirium tremens, and was removed to a hospital. 
On his recovery he suddenly remembered his boy; from the 
first he had taken very little notice of him, and but for the 
care of the faithful bonne the little creature would have 
fared badly. He was told now that during his illness they 
had been befriended by an English clergyman who was trav- 
elling for his health; that this unknown benefactor had liter- 
ally fed and clothed the child, and that a strong affection had 
grown up between them ; and that this ffood friend -.desired 
nothing less than to take the boy back with him to England, 
and to oring him up as his adopted son. 

'I will give you Paul Ljmdhurst's own words: 

'''I was glad to be rid of him; and a feeling of revenge 
agaiuBt the woman who deserted, me made me determined not 
to send him back to the Hall. If Virginia wanted him, she 
must make terms with me, Paul Lyndhurst. I wanted to go 
into Italy, and a child and nurse were not to my taste. I 
had an interview with his reverence, and in the end I said, 
' Leave me your address, and when I want Basil I will send 
for him; until then you are welcome to him;' for, you see, I 
did not mean to part with the boy out and out. One day he 
would be rich — I did not forget that.'* 

'And now I am coming to the strangest part of alL By 
his own account, Paul Lyndhurst' lived a wild, reckless life in 
Rome and Naples, but one day he heard of the death of his 
father n-law; it had happened lon^ before, but in his wan- 
derings the news had failed to reach him. 

'If nis father-in-law were dead, Basil — his son Basil — ^must 
be his grandfather's heir. He must claim him at once; there 
was no time, to be lost. Madame, this wretched man was 
actually on his way to England to seek his son when his fate 
overtook him, and he was taken ill at Nanette's door.' 

' Mon pdre, tell me quickly the name of the clergyman.' 

But Pere Lefevre shook him head. 

' My daughter, how am I to tell you ? No names were 
mentioned at all between us. With the cunning that seemed 
to belong to him, Paul Lyndhurst never once pronounced the 
name of his father-in-law, the Hall, or the English priest. 
" To-morrow you shall write to his reverence," he said. " No, 
I have no address about me; but 1 never forget anything. 
Yes; to-morrow you shall write." Alas I madame, wnen the 
morrow came the nurse who was sitting by him heard a slight 
sound, but before she could reach him ne was dead I ' 
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'Dead! Oh no, mon p^re — nbt withont telling yon vtere 
Basil was ? ' 

'Alas! yes, my daughter; we hnried him here. Paul Lynd- 
hurst — ^that was all we could«put. We could find no trace of 
writing^— nothing that could prove his wild story. Sometimes 
I have imagined it was the creation of his fancy — the outcome 
of delirium; there were times when he did not seem sane; 
how did I know whether thi Basil had an existence ? Just 
to satisfy niy conscience, I inserted in an English ^aper the 
death oi Paul Lyndhurst, and added my name; notmng came 
of it, and voild tout, madame.' 

He looked at me compassionately, as though he feared I 
should he uverwhelmed with disappointment; hut I started 
form my seat. 

'Mon pSre, it was an English clergyman who adopted 
Basil?' 

* Yes, certainly; so it was affirmed.' 

* Then in that case it will he easy to discover Basil. We 
can advertise; there can he no difficulty in that; our lawyer 
shall put the matter in hand at once — it shall he in every 
paper; Basil's adopted father will soon he found. Oh, I have 
nope now!' 

'It would he hotter still if madame could find the honne. 
Oh, if we only knew uer name! ' 

'Ah, as to tnat, mon p^re — Lizette must he an old woman 
now. Perhaps she is not living.' 

' What name did you say, my daughter ? ' he asked quietly. 

* Lizette Dupont. 

'There was a woman of that name living with her gjfand- 
daughter in the- Hue Anglaise. Tenez, madame, permit me 
to ascertain w^hether she he still living. If you will give me 
your address, I will write to you.' 

I ^ve him the address, and with many thanks took leave 
of him. The good old man accompanied me to the door, and 
gave me his hlessiu^. It was tooT late to do anything more; 
to-morrow I must visit the cemetery, and read the name, Paul 
Lyndhurst, for myself; hut now I must return to La Maison- 
nette. Olga would he growing uneasy at my delay. A fiacri 
passed me; I hailed the driver and jiimped in, and throwing 
myself hack on the shabhy cushions, I closed my eyes wearily, 
and ffa>e myself up to Teflection on tLe miseralSle stoiy I had 
just heard. 



204 TITS BSAHCH FOJi BASIL LYNDHURaT. 

' It 18 a mystery/ I returned ; ' there is so much that is nn- 
knowable. Some of us have to stumble on in darkness all 
our lives; the light is hidden from our eyes. IIow do we 
know ? Just at the last Qod may have spoken to him; He 
may have heard and answered. It is never for us to judge 
between the most sinful soul and its Creator.' 

* You are right. Aunt Catherine. I like your merciful 
creed : people are too prone to judge, to pronounce condem- 
nation. Do not talk about it any more; 1 can see how it has 
tried you. There is something I want to show you that I 
think will interest you. Mr. Fleming lent me a book to-day, 
because he said I should be dull without you, and he brought 
it across this afternoon. It is the '* Epic of Hades/' I re- 
member you liked it so much; but I nave not read a page 
yet.' 

* It is a very good book/ I replied as I took it carelessly. 
Evidently Olga wanted to distract my thoughts; but I was 
not in the humor to discuss the ' Epic of Hades.' I opened 
it at random, just noting the pencil-marks on the margin of 
the pages; favorite passages had been underlined. It had 
been weU read. At last I turned to the title-page, and then 
an involuntary exclamation escaped me. Olga was watching 
me; she drew a long breath of r^ief. 

* You recognize it, then. Aunt Catherine ? * 

Recognize it! how many years had passed since I had seen 
that handwriting ? Six-and-twenty jears — nay, more — and I 
had been a girl then; but I knew it at once. It was not a 
handwriting that could be easily forgotten. It was character- 
istic of its owner — ^large, benevolent, and yet a trifle angular, 
betraying a marked individuality and originality. 

' Basil Fleming, from his affectionate friend, Hobert Lucas 
Fleming, St. Mark's, Leeds/ This was all. 

Olga left me and went outside for a few. minutes. She 
wanted me to recover myself; but I could only sit there look- 
ing at that one name — Kobert. I was impatient at myself at 
last at this emotion after half a lifetime of silence. On, what 
fools we women are! The hair grows gray while the heart 
is young; there are wrinkles on the face, and the pulses still 
beat as quickly. Why are we so slow to learn our .lesson — 
that youth has fled and taken all our precious things with it; 
that between us and them there is a gulf fixed ? It was not 
the Robert Fleming I once knew who had written those few 
words. This was an older Robert — a man who had grown 
gray in his Master's service. Only his handwriting was the 
same. 
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'Good-by, Catherine — ^my Catherine/ had been his last 
words to me; 'it is n'-t God's will that we should be happy 
together; not yet — not in this world. L^t us try to submit 
ourselves;' and then he had left me. Had he liyod rsingle 
for my sake, as I for his, or l^ad any ether woman become 
dear to him ? He had not married, that was all I knew. 

'Aunt Catherine,' and Olga touched me geniiy, ' do you 
feel better now ? Oii, I know I have given you a shock; and 
his name is Basil.' 

I was so bewildered that I could not take in her meaning. 
I read the inscription again : ' Basil Fleming, from his affec- 
tionate friend, Kobert Lucas Fleming.' ^ be sure, wliat 
could it mean ? 

' Is it — can it be Basil^our Basil, Aunt Catherine ? ' she 
whispered in my ear. 

I put my hands on her shoulders, and almost pushed her 
away in my excitement. I did not seem as though I could 
understand, and yet — — 

'Do you not see,' she continued gently, * how strangely it 
all seems to fit in? A clergyman m England has adopted 
him; he may even have given him his name. It is your Mr. 
Fleming, and nerhaps Basils * 

But f would not let her gi on. 

' How do we know ? Olga, it is not possible ! Why do you 
excite me like this ? Are there no Qther Basils in England ? 
No, you must not delude me -with such hopcEfl* 

' But if it be true. Aunt Catherine ? ' 

'How do I know that it it true? How do I know any- 
thing until he tells me ? Oh, I was wrong to say I would not 
go out with him I 1 cannot sleep until he answers this ques- 
tion: What hare he and Bobert Fleming to do with each 
other?* 

'Dear Aunt Catherine, you shall ask him that question,- 
but you must not agitate yourself like this. You wiU frighten 
Jir. Flcftiing, and he will not know how to talk to you.' 

'But, Olga, if what you suspect is true, and he is really 
Basil ' 

And then I could say no more, but could only cling to Olga 
and weep; for it seemed to me as though it could not be true 
that Providence had not this rich gift m store for us; that it 
must be a dream, a hallucination; that, after all, we must be 
deceiving ourselves. Bobert Fleming might only be a friend 
— a chance acquaintance. Were there not other Basils in 
England.? I was so shaken, so bewildered with it all, that I 
comd only cry softly to myselt 
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it has qnite left me. I am perfectly comfortable here with 
this nice stone to rest against, and it is so qniet. I am long- 
ing to hear yonr story. When Mr. Fleming adopted you, did 
he give yon his name at the same time ? ' 

'I will tell you all I know; but that is very little. Mr. 
Fleming was travelling abroad when he found me. H« noticed 
me first, and then the people of the house told him about me. 
My father was in a hospi^. I had no one belonging to me 
but Iny bonne; the poor creature was in great trouble and 
perplexity. She had no money, and but for the kindness of 
strangers we should have starved. " I permit them to occupy 
the gi«rret,'' the mistress of the house told him; ''but I tell 
Lizette that slie must apply to the Maire. I have children 
of my own to clothe and feed.*' I was too young to remem- 
ber this time; but Mr. Fleming has often recalled the day 
when he came up to our garret, and how.I ran across the floor to 
him and clasped him round the knees, and called him daddy.' 

* '* My heart went out to you then, Basil," he has said to 
me since, " when I lifted you up and you laid your dark curly 
head a^nst me, and I felt your childish arms round my 
neck. We were fast friends from that hour, and never a day 
passed without a visit to the garret.'^ 

' I was a mere baby; but I certainly remember a tall man 
who took out his watch to show me, and who brought me 
playthings and bonbons, and how I climbed on his knee, and 
called him daddy. 

' One day he took me in his arms. " I am your father now, 
Basil,'' he said to me; ''you are given to me." Later on, 
when I could understand, he explained to me that my own 
father had gone away, and had given me into my friend's 
keeping. 

*** You are to live with me, and be my little boy until he 
comes to fetch you," that was all he ever told me of my 
father; and once, when I asked why my name was Fleming, 
he told me my father had not wished me to bear his name; 
but he never hinted at any reason.' 

'And Mr. Fleming brought you to England?* 

' Yes, and I remember I was sea-sick, and cried for my 
bonne; everything else was indistinct. One of my earliest 
recollections was playing with a Dandy Dinmont called Pep- 
per on the hearthrug, and of a nice motherly young woman 
whom I called Martha, and who washed and dressed me with 
her own children. And I remember that I always slept in a 
little bed in Mr. Fleming's room, and that I cried if the watch' 
were not under my pillow — but I shftU weary you?' 
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'Ko^ no! if yon only knew how every little detail interests 
mel' 

'Yon are ve^ good to listen to me at all/ he replied in a 
low tone; 'bnt I need not linger over these early days^ Mr. 
Tleminfi^ had bronght me to his own, lodgings. He lived in 
a road leading to St. Mark's. It was a high narrow house, 
and had a long stripr of ^rden at the back^ wnere we young- 
sters played. Mr. Flemmg lives there still.' 

'And he is still the. curate of St. Mark's.' 

'Yes/ with a (juiok glance at me^ as though my trembling 
voice arrested his attention, ' he is the senior curate; there 
are two others; it is a lar^e parish, and a very poor one. 
Once or twice a country livinglias been offered him; but he 
has always refused it. He says he will live and die at St. 
Mark's among his poor people. I have heard it said that 
when Mr. Carbert dies — he is the vicar, and an old man now 
—the bishop will offer the living to Mr. Fleming/ 

'Will he accept it?' 

'Most certainly he will; the position will just suit. him; 
there is not a man, woman, or child that he does not know, 
and they are all devoted to him. " Oar Mr. Fleming/' that 
is what they call him.' 

' And all these years he has been poor ? ' 

'Not so very poor/ he answered quickly; 'ho had a little 
money left to him before he adopted me, and this enabled 
him to send me to a good school, and afterward to Oxford. 
He grudged me nothing, and yet he spent absolutely nothing 
on himself/ 

'And he is living still in the old house at Gresham Street ? ' 

'Yes, do you know it?' in some surprise. 'No. 27; and 
Martha still takes care of him. H^r husband is dead, and all 
her phildren except Patience are married imd out in the 
world.' 

' And yon have lived with him there all these years, Basil ? ' 

The name escaped me involuntarily. I saw him look at 
me, and a smile came to his lipS. 

'How strange to hear you call me that I but I like it— I 
like it/ 

'I beg your pardon/ I returned in some confusion. 

' Do I not tell you I like it ?' was the reproachful answer. 
'I wish you would always call me Basil. Yes, I lived with 
him off and on until I married. We were very comfortable; 
we had a biff room running from front to back. Mr. Flem- 
ing kept idl his books in the back part, and we called it the 
ptudy. We had a round table and some big arm-chairs in the 
H 
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front part; and that was our dining-room. I never seemed 
to interrupt him ; he would write his sermons while I smoked 
or played with Scamp, who was Pepper's sucoessor. When 
he came in tired from his lahors in the parish he always 
L«3emed to like to see me there. "There you are, Basil, I 
can hear him say now; "just help me off with my coat, 
there's a good lad, and let us he comfortahle." Oh, those 
TTcre happy days!' he finished with a groan. 

* And he sent you to Oxford ? ' 

* Yes; I was giving him trouble, and he hardly knew what 
to do with me. Public-school life had turned me out a rest- 
less, conceited sort of fellow, with a strong belief in my own 
brilliant abilities, and a lofty disdain for what I called narrow 
opinions. My success at scnool had spoilt me. I had grown 
up self-willed, with a dangerous love of pleasure, and a de- 
cided tendency to choose my friends for amusement rather 
than edification; any opposition, any attempt to guide and 
restrain these weak ana evil inclination^, only irritated me; 
even the mild advice and loving admonitions of my dearest 
friend only excited my impatience. I remember how often I 
ended an argument with the remark, '^ We of the younger 
generation think otherwise, Mr. Fleming. Thank goodness I 
we live in a more enlightened agO)" and I remember how his* 
grieved silence was his only answer. 

* I had gained a scholarship, and as my grdat wish was to 
go to Oxford and afterward to study for the Bar, it was de- 
cided that I should go to Exeter. .The evening before I left 
Leeds he spoke to me with unusual seriousness; he mentioned 
my faults one by one, and implored me to struggle against 
them; he Warned mo of the temptations of University life. 
" Your pride and love of popularity will lead you into danger, 
Basil," ne said. " With your pleasure-loving temperament, 
and, pardon me if I speak plainly, your self-mdulgence and 
dislike of denying yourself any present gratification, you will 
certainly fall into serious difiicurtios unless your corrective be 
hard work and the friendship of men.woith knowing. My 
boy, for eighteen years you have been my one thought; do 
not disapj^oint me I' 

' I was in a softened mood that evening, and I listened to 
him with unwonted patience. I remember telling myself as 
I went up to my little room that he would have reason to be 
proud of me — ^that I would distinguish myself at Oxford. I 
fell asleep and dreamed I was on the Woolsack. I was full of 
spirits the next morning, and quoted the dream as a favorable 
ttugury of the future. Mr. Fleming only shook his head. 
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^'^VLj boy/' lie said sadly, "1 do not believe in angaries; I 
wonld rather have you a good man than see yon Chancellor ui 
England/'' 

'He was right/ I murmnred. 

'Yes, he was right, I know it noW; but I was a self-wilfe3 
young fool then; I would not learn my lesson ujitil bitter ex- 
perience taught it to me. At that time I preferred the devil's 
teaching. Miss Sefton, it was an evil aay that I went to 
Oxford; but I mean to pass over my year at Exeter very 
quickly. I do not wish to shock your ears, and the retro* 
Bpect of this part of my life is very painful to me.' 



CHAPTER XXiro 

THE 'end op a SITMMtlft WTU 

' I require no argument to urge kne to be kind td & ^tty woman/ 

'Fair Maid of Perth: 

'A wilful man must have bis way.' 

• I^ Aidiguaf^.* 

All this time the strain on my mind and attentioii had be6n 
terrible. I had followed every word with famished eagerness. 
How often in the old days had 1 wearied Heaven with prayers 
that the silence between us might be broken, and that I might 
at least have the consolation of hearing something of the life 
Robert Fleming was leadinff. But it is one of the sad mys- 
teries that seem to wall in human souls in tangible darkness 
that such prayers are often left unanswered. And yet if we 
would only wait long enough, if the precious .ointment of our 
faith were not all poured out upon our idols, if we could be- 
lieve that the blackness of our cloud would be relieved by a 
silvery lining, if we would possess our souls iii patience in- 
stead of lashing them into wild rebellion, it might stUl be 
well with us ! 

Oh, it was easy lor the middle-aged Catherine to preach 
philosophy! But for the young, girlish Catherine, stretch, 
mg out her hands with pitiful yearning for the birthright of 
happiness— the rightful heritage of her youth — it was not 
quite so easy. One cannot see through blinding tears. A 
bruised heart cannot moralize. 
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If onl^ Basil would have told me more! Oh yea, I called 
him Basil to myself 'with a strange thrill and lingering over 
the word I I hardly dared looked at him for fear he read the 
truth in my eyes. 

• You are my boy and hers I ' That is what I longed tr* say 
to him. But I must hear his story first. If only he y ould 
have told me more of that life in Gresham street! But, with 
a man's impatience of details, he was hurrying on to a more 
marked episode of his existence. I noticed that as he began to 
speak again he turned his face aside; but I could see his 
features working. A sombre and gloomy light had come into 
his eyes. 

'I commenced my University life' with Mr. Fleming's warn- 
ing ringing in my ears. Before many months had -passed it 
was more than verified. I was considered the most popular 
man in college. I had a host of acquaintances, but few friends. 
Sober-minded reading men avoided my company; but all the 
wild, versatile youths gathered round me, and "helped me to 
waste time and substance. Not in the riotous living of tho 
prodigal — ^thank Heaven I never fell so low as that I — but in 
unprofitable discussions^ in festive gatherings that unfitted 
me for my work. 

' Many of my friends were unsettled in their views; to them 
there was nothing sacred in heaven and earth. I did not 
openly avow myself an Agnostic, or a follower of the black 
philosophy, but the simple truths I had been taught by a 
good man seemed to shrink into nothingness. " What do we 
want with creeds ?" they would say. "The people are not to 
be led in leading-strings any longer; natural religion is all 
that we went." Oh, it makes me sick to remember the. cant 
phrases of our soulless philosophy — ^utter negation, absolute 
impossibilitv of knowledge, of the finite mind measuring the 
innnitel This is what we taught, fools that we were — sifting 
our puny knowledge, as the child digs his little pi.t in the 
sand to hold the ocean I 

'When I went home for my first vacation, Mr, Fleming 
reeeived me with an air of restraint. He looked worn and 
anxious, and, though his affection for me was evidently the 
same as ever, the old unrestrained intercourse seemed im- 
passible. Often I saw him look at me sadly, as though he 
were waiting for my confidence, but no word of reproach 
passed his lips. Alas! for the first time, I was eager to leave 
him. The quiet atmosphere seemed to stifle me. I longed 
for my lawless freedom and brilliant debates — ^the society oi 
m^ so-called friendsi 
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' I had one friend in particular, Stewart Morton. He was 
a man of some consideration; his family was old and wealthy, 
but his father and brother were well known for their free- 
thinking opinions. Stewart had already made his mark at 
Oxford. He had undeniable abilities, he was clever and witty, 
and his brilliant conversation and attractive person blinded 
people to his faults; but, as a man, he was wholly without 
principle. I was in the habit of taking long walks with him, 
partly for exercise, and partly to carry on those discussions 
in which we both delighted. His dangerous sophistries were 
rapidly undermining my moral nature. 

"After a time his stronger intellect dominated me. But for 
Stewart Morton I should never have met my fate. One after- 
noon, or really early evening, we found ourselves in a village 
some miles away from our college. We were tired and hun- 
gry and thirsty, and even Stewart's brisk ton&;ue had flagged 
a little. We were sauntering down a field where some hay- 
makers were at work. One of these, a girl, attracted our at- 
tention. She was moving slowly between the cocks, raking 
up the loose hay. She wore a blue cambric dress and a white 
Bun-bonnet. There was something regal in her gait; die 
looked like a princess who was playing at being a rustic. As 
we passed her, she leant on her rake and looked at us. 

* " By the powers, what a beautiful girl ! " observed Stewart 
in mv ear. *' What a subject for an idyll by Jove! yes, and 
I will speak to her;'- and, prompted by mischief, Stewart 
put his words into practice. 

' Tstking off his hat with his finest air, he informed the 
girl that we had lost our way, and were weary and starving. 
Was there a farm house near where we could obtain refresh- 
ment ? And then he added, with glib falsehood, that his 
friend, pointing to me, was just recovering from an illness, 
and that he feared the effect of the long walk before us in 
our present fasting condition. I saw the girl look at me. 
She had large soft eyes, like a gazelle, with a sort of appeal- 
ing sadness in them. 

'"There is Mr. White's house,'* she returned — ^''the red- 
brick house you see yonder; they are very kind, hospitable 
people. I am staying with them. I do not think they would 
refuse a glass of milk to a stranger; shall I go and ask them ? " 
with another shy glance at me. 

* *' May we go with you ?*' suggested the young hypocrite; 
*'you can walk as far as the house, Fleming, can you not ?'* 

* " Oh yes! " I returned rather sulkily, for his little fiction 
displeased me. Thieire was no need to have invented that 
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story of my illDess; but Stewart was io ond of his misclnev* 
ous moods. 

* '* Your friend does not look delicate/' observed the girl 
in some surprise. She spoke in a low deep voice; the accent 
was not perfectly rednea. As she spoke she took off her sun- 
bonnet and fanned herself with it, as she walked between us. 
She was wonderfully handsome. The shap6 of her head was 
beautiful, and there was sonnethin^ classical in the smooth 
dark hair, drawn off the white forehead and coiled in dossy 
plaits behind, fler figure was large, but finely moulded, and 
there was an air of gravity about ^er that added to my inter- 
est in her. 

'''He is not naturally delicate," commenced Stewart pro- 
vokingly; "but an illness always pulls dqwn a fellow. You 
are pretty fit now, aren't you, Fleming — only in a starving 
condition ? " 

' What more he meant to add is buried in oblivion, for at 
that moment a stout comely woman, with pink ribbons in 
her cap, came out of the farmhouse. 

* " Whoever are you bringing along with you, Aline ? " she 
asked in apuzzled tone, shading her eyes from the sun ; but be- 
fore .the girl could answer, Stewart, hat in hand, was beside her. 
I heard 4he' explanation again— long walk; two undergradu- 
ates; oii^vi them recovering from an illness; impossible to 
get him back without refreshment; he would not answer for 
the consequences. 

"'Dear sakesi just hear him," she interposed in quite a 
flurry; "poor young gentleman I Isn't it lucky, Aline, I have 
just masked the tea r 1 am sure you are welcome, gentle- 
men, if you will honor us by sitting down with us. Wnite! " 
bustling into the passage, " wherever is that man, I wonder ? 
White, here's company; two of our Oxford gentlemen dead 
beat and fasting. Aline, get some more plates, and tell Jane 
to dish up that ham. You are kindly weloome, young gen- 
tlemen!" 

'I do not know how Stewart felt, but I was tolerably 
ashamed of his wholesale fibs, as these kind, homely creatures 
dispensed their simple hospitality. Mr. White, whose florid 
face matched his wife's ruddiness, shook hand^ with us heartily^ 

'"It is not the first time that young puss. Aline, has 
brought in gentlemen," he said with a wheezy laugh and a' 
knowing wink at the girl. 

' I thought she looked distressed; she colored and went out 
of the room without speaking. On her return she sat down 
opposite me and began to cut bread-and-butter. I could not 
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take my eyes off her. It was not so mnchlier singnlar beanty 
that charmed me as her gravity, her silence, and the strange 
pathos of those dark eyes. Once or twice as she looked at 
me a sort ol shiver passed over me, a thrill of expectation 
that went through me. Now and then she offered me some- 
thing; but I noticed she never spoke or looked at Stewart. 
He was chattering in his clever, heedless way for the benefit 
of his host and hostess. Now and then the farmer leant back 
in his elbow-chf :r with a loud guffaw that made the tears run 
down his cheeks; but Aline never smiled. When tea was 
over, I was standing by the window a moment, when Aline . 
suddenly paused beside me. 

*'*Have you been ill?" she said, fixing her strange eves 
on me. 

' " No," I returned in a vexed voice; ''it was only his non- 
sense. I have never been ill in my life." 

' " I thought so, you looked so strong; then you do not tell 
stories like him ? " 

'I shook my head, and then added hastily: 

' " He meant no harm, it was only his fun ; he is really very 
nice when you know him." 

*" Humph! I think I like you best," she replied, and an 
odd little smile played round her lips; and then she leant out 
of the window and picked some roses.' 

* My poor boy, I can imagine the rest,' as ho paused to take 
breath. 

* Yes, it is easy to imagine it,' he returned hurriedly, ' if 
you had only seen Aline that evening; it was an idyl — it fas- 
cinated us both; that dark wainscoted parlor — the girl in her 
blue dress, offering us the roses. " Will you come again ? " 
that was what she said to me as I went out dizzy and bewil- 
dered with the novelty of my sensations. 

'"What a Ruth I" observed Stewart as we walked down 
the lane. ' I wonder if there be a Boaz in the background 
— my lady Ruth favors you, Fleming. I hc^rd that pretty 
whisper just now; I am half inclined to cut you out, only, 
you see, I am so uncommonly good-natured. Go in and win, 
my boy; it Will be rare sport to watch you — ^haymaking and 
syllabubs; tea and ham m the parlor. I had no idea you 
were such a gay Lothario." 

' It was profanation to hear him talk like this. Must there 
always be a Mephistopheles when Faust meets his Margaret ? 
Those deep sad eyes haunted me ; the touch of the cool, soft 
hand ^till lingered in mine. Hitherto I had been fancy free; 
for the first time I felt the tingling of a new passion in my 
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Yeins. That nignt before I slept I determined to see her 
a,gain^ and without Stewart. 

' From that dav I took solitary walks, and they invariably 
ended at Cross Farm. I had always a kindly welcome from 
Mrs. White and her husband; I think they weiPe proud of 
the handsome girl who was their guest, and a suitor or two 
were to be expected. They made no objection if I invited 
Aline to take a stroll with me in the fields to admire the sun- 
set ; sometimes she walked back through the lanes with me. 

* Aline always blushed with pleasure when she saw me, but 
after the first few minutes she invariably relapsed into grav- 
ity: she spoke little except in answer to my questions; but 
her manner was full of intelli|^ence, and she never repelled 
me by any vulgarity. She was not a gentlewoman by birth ; 
that was evident to me at once. She told me frankly that her 
brother — her only reipaining relative — had a. small shop in 
HoUoway. 

* " George is very kind to me, but I find the life dull," she 
said once. "I do not like serving in the shop — the people 
stare so; I tell George I want to be a governess, but he will 
not hear of it. He has sent me here that I may get rid of the 
idea, and also because he is angry with me; '' and her eyes 
filled with tears. 

* How I longed to kiss them away I But that evening she 
would not tefl me the reason of her brother's anger. At 
times her sadness — her utter despondency — 'infected me; I 
felt as though I were under the influence of some power that 
I could not resist. There were times when I thought I was 
not in love — when I wanted to break away from her and be 
free; sometimes I would part with her almost coldly, but in 
a day or two the desire to see her again, to be near her, would 
be too strong for me. 

'Ikiiew nothing of her real character; she was reserved 
with me; she neither invited nor pemiitted any love-making 
on my part; she liked me, and frankly told me so, but there 
was no coquetting on her part. 

*One day I h^ driven over to spend an hour with her, 
when I found her looking flushed and excited ; I thought her 
manner strange. 

' " George is a tyrant! *' she said, as I asked anxiously what 
was tHe matter. ''He insists on my marrying a man old 
enough to be my father. He is a grocer, too, but in a large 
way. He says I have given my word to marry him.'* 

* ''Is that true. Aline ?'• 

' "Yes, it is true/* she replied, bursting into tears; "but I 
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would rather die than marry him. Basil, if you oare for me, 
why do you not save me from .George ? I cannot keep my 
word — I should murder Nathaniel or myself. Oh I you do 
not. know, hut it is almost driving me out of my mind! 
and, Basil, you know you care for me.'' 

* *' I love you, dear,*' I returned passionately, for she was 
clin^ng to me, and sohhing like a hroken -hearted child, and 
her heautif ul face was wet with tears. How Could I know ? 
— I was only one-and- twenty, aiid I was not one who knew 
the- ways of women. If I had been a little older— ^ — . But 
there, let me hurry on. I have not been the only headstrong 
young fool who sold his birthright for a mess of pottage. 

* We settled it all before we parted. The long vacation was 
approaching, and, contrary to Mr. Fleming's wishes, I had 
accepted an invitation to stay with Stewart Morton; his people 
lived at Norwood. Aline was going back to HoUoway. Noth- 
ing could be easier than to procure a license and marry her 
in the old church in Holloway Road. Her brother was a 
Dissenter^ and so was Nathaniel Jennings. 

'We parted from each other very tenderly; I believed, that 
day at least, that I was ready to lay down my life for Aline 
Barton. I took Stewart Morton into my confidence; he 
seemed a little alarmed at the notion of a marriage. 

* *'It will hinder your prospects in life," he said; ''is there 
no way out of this ?" 

'I almost quarrelled with him at last; he wanted to teach 
me a little bit of worldly philosophy. He did not believe in 
women; in his opinion, flirtation was a venial sin. If I had 
listened to him ' — ^and here his face darkened — * but I could 
not unlearn the lessons of a life. I silenced him at last by 
telling him roughly that I chose to be a fool rather than a 
knave; no woman should ever rue the day she saw me; that 
I was madly in love with Aline, and that I meant to make 
her my wife. 

*He waa a little sulky at first; but finally promised to see 
me through it, as he called it, and I accompanied him to Nor- 
wood. I only saw Aline two or three times before we were 
married. We met on Sunday evenings in the old parish 
church, and had a stroll togetner afterward. She was very 
qniet and subdued, and very grateful to me for the sacrifice I 
was making, and each time I left her I was more in love than 
ever. 

' Stewart did not see her until the day we were married, and 
then he vowed to me in, the vestry that he had never seen a 
grander-looking bride; and certainly Aline looked her best 
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that dA^. Her face was colorless, and as she stood at the 
altar, with downcast eyes, and her deep lashes sweeping her 
cheeks, she was more like a lovely statue than a woman. 
Once only she raised her eyes to me with a frightened look; 
it was when I was nromising to love and cherish her until 
death. I felt her nand tremble in mine then. I had taken 
lodgings at Highgate; through Stewart Morton's influence I 
had secured a Baastership there. Aline was not quite penni- 
less; she had two or three hundred pounds. It was not until 
the day after my marriage that I wrota to Mr, Fleming. It 
was rather an off-hand letter; I -was too proud to show feel- 
ing, I had no reply from him; but one day, when I returned 
from my morning's work, I found him Sitting with Aline. 

'The sight of him took my breath away; for a minute I 
could not speak. He had been ill — ^he looked thin and worn; 
but he stretched out his hand to me with his old kind smile. 

' *' So you could not trust me, Basil ? '* he said, as Aline put 
down h6r sewing and went quietly out of the room,*' 

'I could make him no answer; for the first time the con- 
sciousness of my own base ingrrtitude to this generous bene- 
factor filled me with shame and remorse. How had 1 repaid 
this dearest friend of mine for all his loving sacrifice ? By 
disappointing all his hopes of me; by flinging up my pros- 
pects in life, and uniting myself to a woman whom a few 
short weeks of matrimony had convinced me could never be 
my equal ort^ompanionl I stood before him confused and 
-guilty— a prodigal weary already of his husks, yet for whom 
there could be no consolation. 

'^'My poor boy I wo must make the best of it,'' he said 
presently; when, crushed and humiliated by his goodness, my 

Sroud reserve gave way, '^ You must be loyal to your wife, 
>asil. Never let her think she is not* your equal; if she loves 
ou, she will soon teach herself to become worthy oi her hus- 
band." 

' He stayed with us some time, and shared ,our mid-day 
meal with us. I remember how patiently and gently he tried 
to win Aline's confidence; but sne was in one of her strange 
moods, and seemed to^ have taken a dislike to him. She had 
already developed a singular jealousy of my friends. When 
I remonstrated with her after he had left, she said sullenly: 
* ** George is every bit as good and forgiving as Mr. Flem- 
ing, but you never ask him to take a meal in the place. You 
hate to have anything to do with him, because he is not one 
of your fine gentlemen I " 
*This had been our first matrimonial dispute, Mr. Barton 
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had behaved to us with tolerable generosity. He had stormed 
a good deal at first, and had called Aline in my presence a 
sly> good-for-nothing girl; but he had relented at the sight of 
her tears. 

/ "You have treated Jennings cruel/' he went on; ''he is 
that cut up that he can't mind his business, and all along of 
an ungrateful girl who could not keep her word to him. Yon 
have behaved as I never thought a girl could have behaved; 
but it is too late to cry over spilt milk now, and what is done 
can't bo altered. You have made your bed, and must just lie 
in it. I wanted to tie you up to a safe man; but you have 
chosen to fend for yourself." 

' " But you will forgive me, George ? " sobbed Aline. 

'I hated to see her demean herself to such a fellow; why, 
he could not even speak his own language, and he was a little 
insignificant sandy-haired man. The very look of his glossy- 
black clothes turned me sick; how could he be Alino's brother ? 
But they were evidently fond of each other. 

' " Come, conae," clapping her roughly on the back, *' don't 
spoil your eyes with crving; least said soonest mended. We 
must make the best of a bad job. Bring your husband to 
have pot-luck with me on Sunday, Allie; and we will have a 
crack together." 

' Oh, how I grew to loathe that little parlor behind the 
shop, and those Sunday dinners I I put a stop to them at 
last. *' If you choose to have George here, well and good," I 
said one. day; "but I am not going to Holloway every Sun- 
day; you may go by yourself;" and Aline sulked, and retali- 
ated by turning a cold shoulder to my friends. Before long 
I went pf my own accord to Holloway. I must tell my story 
in my own way. I hate this part of my life so much I can 
hardly boar to speak of it. It was a drenching November 
evening. I stalked into the shop, looking, I suppose, a. cheer- 
ful as the Ghost in "Hamlet." George who was adding up 
accounts iu his little desk, turned pale when he saw me. 
"Come into the parlor," he said; "Smith will mind the 
shop," • I followed him in — I was benumbed with wet and 
cold; and he drev/^ up a chair to the fire^ " Sit down and have 
a warm, !bleming," he said quite kindly, though we were not 
the best of friends. "Susan will bring up the tea-things in 
a minute; but there is something you want to tell me first ? " 

'"Yes, George." 

' He rubbed his hands nervously together; his lips twitched. 
' Y'ou aren't going to tell me that Allie lias broken out again ? '* 
he said; "don't tell me that, for heaven's sake I" 



220 THS SEARCH FOR BASIL LYNDHURST, 

'1 turned and looked at him sternly; he must have seen 
the loathing in my faco^ for he put his hand on my shoulder. 

' " Don't, old chap; keep it in ! Allie is your V3dded wife, 
you know. A man is bound to bear with his own flesh and 
blood/' 

"If I had known it '*-i-and here I turned on him so fiercely 
that he recoiled a step or two — *^ I would have died sooner 
than marry your sistisr. 

' "Ay, ay I to be sure yon would," he replied pityingly; 
"but Nat. was not of your way of thinking; he was that fond 
of Allie that he would have taken her in spite of it.^ That 
was why I wanted him to have her, because he knew all about 
it. If you had come to- me and said, 'Barton, I am in lore 
with your sister,' I would have told you the truth, and there 
would have bee*n an end of it, and AUie would have stopped 
with me or married Nat Jennings.'' 

* " George^ what am I to do ? I shall go mad if this goes 
on; I have no control over Aline.'' 

* " What are you to do ? that beats me, old fellow; " and he 
sat down opposite to me and shook his head disconsolately. 
" She has t an a handful to me, that poor girl has; but for 
all that, I i^ever wanted to get rid of her. She is all I have 
belonging to me; for I never mean to have chick nor child 
of my own. Somehow I have always turned against thoughts 
of matriomony since my cousin Jenny died. Allie has been 
like my own child, somehow; for there is twelve years be- 
tween us; and I couldn't blame her as J should have done, 
when I remembered mother." 

* I looked at him aghast. 
'"Do you mean -?" 

*He nodded. "Yes, mother and father too; but mother 
was the worst; she died of it at last. I always thought father 
took to it just out of misery at her goings on. Jenny lived 
with us then, and folks thought we should have married each 
other, only she caught malignant smaU-pox nursing a little 
servant who was taken ill, and 'that carried her off." 

' " George, how old was Aline when you first saw signs oi 
this fearfta habit?" 

* " Well, it might have been a matter of two years or so 
now. I thought I should have broken my heart that night 
when I found it out — such a bonnie lass as she was, an J. sc 
good-humored and kind when the madness was no.t on her. 
Look here, Fleming, I can't stand seeing her own liusband 
turn against Allie. When she was at her worst, imd had g'^t 
' t9 the drinkx I was never hi^rd to her* How could she hein 
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it, poor girl, when it was in her blood ? It was just a mad- 
ness, and she knew it herself. 

* " * George,' she would say in one of her penitent moods, 
* it comes over me just like madness. I seem to have no 
power to fight against it. Sometimes I pray about it, but it 
always masters me in the end. I hate myself lor it; I want 
to be good, and to have people love me. Perhaps if I go 

away somewhere Why don't you lock me up, and save 

me m spite of myself ? ' Poor Allie I she would be good for a 
long tiine after one of these breaks out — ^that is why I wanted 
Nat Jennings to be her husband, because he would have had 
more patience with her.'' ' 



CHAPTER XXn 

ALINE. 

f Yet, if I seem to speak of grief, 
\ 'Tis scarce worth wonder. I have known 
^Large losses, dealt in moments brief, 
' Hide harvests ere their autumn strown. 

Pmup STANHOPiB Hartlet. 
*Hy career has been one of difficulties, and doubts, and errors.' 

"" Ouy ManneHfig,^ 

At this point Basil's voice suddenly dropped, as though he 
were weary. He rose and began pacing up and down the 
narrow pointy as though he could no longer control his rest- 
lessness. I watched him without speaking. How I longed 
to stretch out my hand to him, to bid him be comforted. 

* Do not lose hopOt You are one ot us; you. are no longer 
alone in your wretchedness — ^you have a mother.' 

Oh, if i might only say that to him! But he must tell me 
all first. My poor boy! So this was his dreary fate— to be 
linked for life to this woman What bitter news for Virginia ! 
What perplexity for all of hsI The moon was /ising now, 
and the pale silvery beams began to play over the water; the 
air was soft and balmv, and the only sound that reached our 
ear was the faint ripple of the waves on the sand. Basil sud- 
denly came up to me 

* Are you cold or tired ? ' he asked abruptly. * Miss Leigh 
told me to take care of jyou. Would you like to go in now^ 
and let me finish this miserable story to-morrow ? ' 
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* I could not Bleep until I had heard all you have to tell me. 
Sit down, my — Mr. Fleming. Do you think my heart is not 
full of pity for all you have suffered ? Do you think I do not 
understand ? ' 

* It was my own fault/ he returned huskily. ' I deserved 
to he punished, hut at times it has seemed to me as though 
the punishment were greater than the sin. I was so young, 
so horrihly young and inexperienced, and — and I thought I 
loved her.^ 

* Did you not?' 

' I do not know — ^perhapd; hut my love, such as it was, died 
a naturid death very soon after our marriage. Aline had not 
been my wife three months before I discovered her fatal 
habit.. I had thought her strange once or twice — a little ex- 
cited in her manner; but that night — shall I ever forget it ?' 
— ^with a shiver. * I had been spending the evening with 
Stewart, and had come home late. As I walked up Highgate 
Hill in the starlight, I thought rather tenderly of my wife. 
I had not seen her since the morning, and she had seemed a 
li4itle depressed then.. 

'*^I do not like you to be out so much, Basil,*' she had said 
to me. '*' There are times when I am afraid of being left to 
myself. If I had said that to George, he would have given 
up any pleasure to stof) with me." 

' I disliked this, allusion to her brother, and answered her 
rather coldly: 

' '' George Barton and I are very different men. I am sorry 
you feel dull. Aline, but I cannot break my engagement witn 
Stewart." 

'"That is what you always say," she returned rather sul- 
lenly. * You care for Mn Morton more than you do for me; 
and yet I am your wedded wife. I am not clever and amus-^ 
inff uke your other friends, and so you get tired of me." 

* '* I wish you would not talk such nonsense, you silly child ! " 
I replied,. trying to laugh off this. 

* But Aline was not to be soothed. She did not return my 
kiss as usual, and though she followed me to the door she 
had no parting smile or word for me. I thought privately 
that she was in a bad humor. Her absurd je^ousy of my 
Oxford friends already tried me a good deal. 

' I always let myself in with a latch-key. It was lony past 
midnight, and I was surprised to see a light burning m the 
parlor. How foolish of Aline to be sitting up for me! I 
thought; and yet the little attention pleased me. I went in 
with a smile on my lips. What a sight met my eyes! The 
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fire was out, one guttering candle was on the table; the 
other had burnt itself out. Aline was lying half across th^ 
table, with her flushed face pillowed on her arms. Could she 
be asleep — ill ? What did that strange spirituous smell mean ? 

' As 1 stood on the threshold unable to realize the truo 
meaning of the case, she opened her eyes, and with a stupid, 
vacant stare came unsteadily across the floor to me. Good 
heavens! I believe that sight nearly drove me mad in my 
horror. I pushed her from me with a curse, and she fell 
heavily to the floor.'* 

'You hurt her, Basil !^ 

' Nothing hurt her that night. She only grovelled at my 
feet, and begged me not to be angry, but I was almost beside 
myself. I dragged her up, and made her go up to her room, 
but I had to carry her at last. I saw her throw herself upon 
her bed, and locKed her in, and went downstairs. I spent 
the remainder of the night walking up and downiike a caged 
thin^. How was I to bear my life beside her ? Miss Sefton, 
I believe only one thin^ kept me from blowing out my brains 
in the cold 'gray mornmg, and that was the thought of my 
adopted father. How could I bring this grief on him ? No, 
I deserved punishment. I must bear the hideous fate I had 
brought on myself. I must bear with the wonian I had made 
my wife. Yes, it was the thought of that true gentleman, 
Robert Fleming — his tender love, his stainless life — ^that. 
shielded me in that awful hour, and brought me to my knees 
sobbing like a child. 

' I left the house the next morning without seeing Aline. 
I had my school duties to perform When our little maid 
brought in my breakfast, I told her to look after her mistress. 
" I am afraid she is ill," I stammered. 

* When the time for my return approached, a feeling of 
disgust and sickness oppressed me. As I drew near the house 
my pace slackened. How was I to confront Aline ? She did 
not come to meet me as usual. I had not expected it. The 
little parlor was in its usual order, the fire burnt brightly. 
A shaded lamp was on the table. The kettle was hissing and 
bubbling on its brass trivet. The tea-things were arranged; 
A little bouquet of chrysanthemums and brown leaves lay be- 
side my plate. An appetizing smell of hot cakes came from 
the kitchen. For one moment I felt as though the hideous 
spectacle of last night were a dream. Then Aline entered. 

' She came up slowly to the table, and stood leaning on it 
with one hand. She looked very white and ill, and her eyes 
were swollen with weeping. 
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* ** Basil '^ she began/and then stopped as tEolgtTa&ia 

to saymore. 

"What have you to say to me ? '^ I asled sternly; for even 
her grief -stricken aspect did not soften me in the least. 

''* I have to ask your pardon/' and then, bursting into wild 
weeping, she sank on the floor before me. " Oh, Basil, Basil, 
don't be so hard with me ! I have tried; indeed, I have tried; 
bat fche temptation was too strong, and yon left me alone. 
Oh, I woald rather yon killed me than look at me like that, 
as thoagh yon loathed the sight of me I It is not. my &alt — 
' ask George. George knows, and he is always so ^ood to me. 
Oh, why did I ever leave him ? — ^why did you make me care 
for you ? I ought not to have let you manry me, but I was 
so afraid that George would force me to have Nat Jennings.'' 

* ** Aline, will you get up and listen to me ? " 

"'No, not until you say you will forgive me. Basil, you 
are my husband, x on must help me to overcome this dread- 
ful habit. I am young — I must get oyer it. I will— I must. 
I hate myself for doin^ it, but now and then the devil tempts 
me. Basil dear, onl^f forgive me this once, and I will never 
offend you again." 

* What could I do ? She was my wife, and she looked so 
lovely, kneeling, there with the tears rolling down her face. 
How could I help at last taking her in my arms ? She was 
so very gentle and humble that night. She listened to me as 
meekly as a child while I talked to her. I told her that, of 
dl sins, this was the most repellant to me — ^the one I judged 
most harshly. 

^^ Other vices are bad enough," I said; '' but this degrades 
the whole moral sense. It drags a man dpwn below the level 
of a beast. Aline, you have inflicted a faj;al stab to my love. 
I can never think of you as I .did yesterday. If this went on, 
I could not answer for the consequences." 

*" Would you grow to hate me?" she whispered, and a 
ffreat sadness, almost a despairing look, came into her beauti- 
ful eyes, and then she covered my hands with kisses. ** Oh, 
Basil, do not hate me! I love you so much, and I want to 
please vou." 

* '' Then you must promise me never to taste the accursed 
stuff again. Promise me now. Aline." 

' She gave me the promise gladly, and seemed as happy as 
a child when I kissed her; nothing could exceed her sweet- 
ness that night. She hung about me, and coaxed me all the 
evening. Geo^ came to see us the next dav, and on the 
following Mr. ^eming surprised us by a seoond visit. I said 



ALINE. 225 

nothing to either of them. Aline, was on her host hehavior. 
She was gracious — charming. She sent George away per- 
fectly satisfied. Steward called in the next week^ and she 
made much of him, and asked him to come again. When he 
left, and I was chatting with him on the doorstep, he said to 
me: 

' *' I begin to think you are a lucky fellow, Fleming ! That 
wife of yours grows handsomer .eyery time I see her.'* 

'A month or two passed in tolerable tranquillity. I never 
left Aline now. I spent th^ evenings reading to her. On 
half^holidays, when 1 was free, I took her for a walk. I had 
reason to.be more than usually considerate; we hoped in the 
early summer that Aline would become a mother. Her health 
was little a delicate just now; she was liable to fits of depres- 
sion, and I did not find it always easy to cheer her. Once or 
twice, as the winter went on, I had a vague suspicion that 
things were not quite right, but I was not sure. One night 
I was detained at school, helping the head-master with some 
accounts. I had begged Aline to go to bed early, and she 
had promised to do so. The house was quite dark, as I let 
myself in, and I went softly upstairs. As I entered our room, 
my heart died within me. Aline was stretched on the bed 
fully dressed. There, was no need to ask this time if she 
were ill. I did not disturb her; cold as a stone, and with a 
sense of despair that seemed to crush the youth out of me, I 
went downstairs, and, rekindling the smouldering embers, 
threw myself down on the hearthrug, and lay until morning. 

' The next evening there were tears and reproaches again. 
Aline was so ill with her penitence that I grew frightened at 
last. I must be more careful with her; but I was losing 
heart now. On the third relapse, I went to George; I have 
told you how he comforted me. 

* The summer came, and Reggio was bom; and for a few 
months love for her child, and gratitude f or jny attentions, 
kept Aline straight; but by-and-by the old madness broke out 
again. Alas! I knew now that it was madness— an hereditary 
taint was in her blood. We tried every means, George ana 
I; we watched her, kept her amused, and for two or three 
months no one could be more reasonable. Then I would 
leave her some morning standing smiling at the door, with 
her boy in her arms, looking like the picture of some grand> 
pale Madonna, and in the evening she would meet me with 
the raised look of a sleep-walker in her eyes. 

' How she ever obtained the drugs that were destroying her 
we never knew; but stories of tho lady at Myrtle Cottage be- 
16 
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fm lo Be »ife in the neighborhood. When things got Worse, 
was obiijred to resign my nost; the place had grown too hot 
for u8/( . . 

' But i!if elv yoii let Mr. Fleming know of your trouble ? '' 

He shook his head. . ^ 

^'No, I never could bring myself to tell him; and after a 
time he discontinued his visits. Aline had taken a strong 
dislike to him— she was always susceptible to these strange 
jealousies, At last I begged him not to come. 

.*" We are better apart Just- now," I said; "it is notbleasant 
&r me to see my friends ignored by my wife, aiid I cannot 
bear to see you treated as Aline treats you; " 'and he acquiesded 
sorrowfully. . __ 

/I was glad when he kept away; I could not bear that he 
should' see my degradation. He used to send me money 
sometimes, but I alWays returned it. I would write to him 
now and then, and tell him about Kdggie — his beauty, his 
cleverness, his winning little ways; but I said little about my 
wif^. After a time my letters grew fewer. I told him that 
for the present we were living with Mr. Barton; but I gave 
him no reason for the change. He wrote back and implored 
me to tell him more — ^to come and see him — ^to let him assist 
me; but my answer was curt^ and I fear ungracious^ and after 
that he let me alone.' _ 

* Since I have been at St. Croix, I have written and told 
him everything. When I go back to England I mean to taka 
Beggie to see him.' ^ 

VThat is right,' I murmured. 

'Yes, better late than never; poor old man I he is terribly 
but. up about it all. 

'Well, it was after our baby-girl died thai George made ufi 
come and live with him. I could not get another mastership, 
and was only earning a scanty maintenance by writing articles 
and reviewing books. Aline's few hundred pounds nad long 
gone. 

'George represented to us that he was not a rich man; thef 
shop at Holloway was all he had. 

"5 Allie is the only creature I have belonging to me in the 
"World,''he said; "and I can't see her pinched while I an* 
alive. If you .an piit u^ with a humble place, Fleming, yon 
are welcome to what I have. Allie and the boy will l^ safe 
with me; and you will have a roof to call your own while you 
are looking out for work.'* 

* Things were at such a low ebb with us just then that I 
^ could not well refuse George. My affection for Aline was m 
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thing of the past now, and all my love was centred upon 
Keggie. From babyhood he had been consta,ntlj with me; 
even before he could speak he would hold out his arms, and 
cry to come to me. He soon made it evident that, he pre- 
ferred my society to his mother's. Sometimes I had to take 
him out of his crib, and, wrapping him up in an old shawl, 
carry him downstairs. Nothing else would satisfy him, and 
he would lie contentedly in my arms while I read or wrote 
until he fell asleep. I never could quite understand Aline's 
feelings with regard to the child. Sometimes she appeared 
indifferent to him. Now and then in her irritable moods she 
seemed as though she could not endure the sight of him. I 
believe that after a time she grew jealous of my fondness lor 
him, and never willingly caressed him in my presence; but 
more than once, when she thought herself alone, I have seen 
her snatch him up, and cover him with kisses, while he 
struggled to get away from her. 

* ** Mother kisses fteggie too hard/* I heard him say once. 

' We had a very good nurse for him for two years. George's 
thoughtf ulness provided this comfort, for Aline could not 
be safely trustea with the care of her child. Beggie was 
always happy with her, and until she died -* 

I interruped him. 

'AVait one minute, please; I want to ask yon a questioiL 
Did Regffie call her mammy ? ' 

" Yes; now did you know that ?' he returned in surprise. 
' Reggie was very fond of her. I think he cared for her for 
more than for his own mother, and it was a great loss to us 
when she died, and George told us that he could not afford 
another nurse. I was never hap|.y then if Beggie were out 
of my sight. 

' It cost me a bitter struggle before I could make up my 
mind to ^o and live at HoUoway; but I could not let Aline 
and Reggie starve. The thought of the little parlor behind 
the shop gave me a sick feeling. There was a room upstairs 
with two windows looking down on HoUoway Ro^, which 
was given up to Aline; but all the meals were taken in Ihe 
parlor. Rebecca, the elderly maid-of -all-work who had lived 
with George for the last fifteen j^ears — a red-haired, large- 
boned woman — ^would lay the table in her usual noisy fashion: 
the willow-pattern plates, the big clumsy knives, were repug- 
nant to me. Rebecca's tumed-up sleeves, her dirty apron, 
her rough, uncouth ways, were all separate sources of offence; 
but I learnt to be grateful even to Rebecca, when I saw how 
wisely and kindly she dealt with Aline in her attacks. She 
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had a maB's strength, and would calrry her in her annfl like a 
child. 

' *' You may leave her to Becky," George would say. " Becky 
understands AUie perfectly/' 

*My surroundings were intolerable to me. I had been 
used to Mr, Fleming's refined and cultured conversation, and 
my year at Exeter had still more unfitted me for the society 
of a man like George Barton. After a time I could not en- 
dure my life, and I was obliged at last to find a retreat where 
I could read and write quietly without distraction. 

' In my walks about Highgate I had discovered a little 
cottage where a worthy old couple lived, with whom Reggie 
and I made friends. In return for a trifling weekly sum they 
agreed to allow me the use of an empty room. 1 sent in a 
few articles of furniture, laid up a little store of wood and 
coal in an outhouse, and every morning, as soon as George 
and I had finished our early breakfast — ^Aline never appeared 
until long afterwards — I dressed Reggie, and we set off for 
Laurel Cottage. Wo spent the whole day there. On my way 
I purchased provisions for our mid -day meal; sometimes 
ready-dressed from a cook's shop, or else I broiled our chops 
or steak on an old gridiron Mrs. Jones lent us. 

' Reggie played about happily while I wrote my articles and 
reviews, when he was tired he would clamber up on my 
knee and sit quietly, turning over his picture book. He quite 
understood that I must not be disturbed. Sometimes his 
head would drop against my shoulder and his eyes close. I 
would let him stay until my arm got cramped, and then lay 
him down on a rug at my feet, where he would sleep for an 
hour or two. He never gave me any trouble, but always 
seemed perfectly happy and contented. A few bricks, a 
Noah's ark, and a little cart were his only playthings; but 
when it was warm enough \z would be running about the 
little garden half the day, building a grotto with some oyster- 
shells, or digging beside old Jones, and making believe to 
help him. Dear little chap, he was just the sunshine of my 
life! I do think Aline was right when she said once that he 
was more my child than hers. 

* Sometimes when I played V/ith him, or hunted butterflies, 
or picked flowers in the lanes, I forgot all about Holloway; 
but it was always the worst hour in the twenty-four when I 
went back to it. When the evenings were cold I wrapped 
Reggie in an old rug and carried him all the way home, ne 
used to burrow in it like a rabbit; and I could just see his 
bright eyes peeping out of the folds. He never came to 
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auTbarm; I think the free life saited him as well z& it 
did me. 

* George would look up and nod a welcome to us as we 
passed through the shop; but Aline generally received us 
rather sulkily: 

'^'So you'haTe come back/' she would say 5 "I suppose 
Beggie wants his tea; " but she never seemed to take any 
pleasure in waiting on him. Of tener than not^ Rebecca would 
put him to bed. Aline was not always disposed to leave the 
warm parlor and the fireside. "George would be coming in 
for his tea/* she would observe, arid he liked to see her there. 
It was always George — never me or the boy. I used to think 
at last she did not care for either of us, and yet she was the 
mother of my Beggie I 

' I could not spend the evening, with George coming in and 
out, talking to Aline as she sat at her work; the tingling of 
the shop-bell and the footsteps of the customers imtated me 
too much. Besides, Aline and I had little to say to each 
other. I used to wait until Beggie was in bed, and go up and 
say good-night to him, and then go out and prowl about the 
streets for hours. It was strange, lonely work, but I liked it 
somehow. I saw plenty of life, only it was of the humbler 
sort. Sometimes, when the mood was on me, I would walk 
into London. I never returned until late. Aline was always 
in bed, but George would be sitting by the fire smoking and 
reading his newspaper. The remains of the frugal sapper 
would be still on the table. 

* " Help yourself, old fellow,'* he would say. " Allie has 
gone to bed, and I am just finishing my last pipe. Becky has 
gone up, too, but I will go down to the cellar and draw you 
another mug of ale, if you want it." 

*Poor old George! he was always the same — ^good-humored 
and cheery; and ready at any moment for a " jaw," as he 
called it, but I would not often be drawn into an argument. 
He was, like all Dissenters of his class and standing, narrow- 
minded and intolerant and full of prejudices. I used to? 
compare him sometimes in my own mmd to Mr. Fleming, or 
even to Stewart Morton, and wondered what Stewart would . 
have said to him. 

* I am afraid I treated him very badly, but he bore all my 
snubs with the same cheery good-humor. I think his one 
fear was that I should break away from Aline altogether. He 
had a sort of pride in his own way, and as long as he could 
keep the peace between us, and things were outwardly smooth, 
he seemed satisfied, I am sure in ms own heart he was sonj 
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for me. He never objected to m^ long absences, and always 
explained them in his own fashion. I heard him talking 
once to his friend Jennings. I sappose the latter had been 
somewhat inquisitive. 

' " No, he doesn't work here. You see, with the customers 
coming and going, there is no sort of quiet. He has a room 
a little way out where he writes; it is like a gent going to 
his office.*' 

*"But he is out all the evening, too. I wonder Allie likes 
it! '* replied Jennings, who still took an interest in his former 
jBweetheart. 

*I could have flung him out of the shop as I heard him, 
but George did not seem the least embarrassed by this cross- 
examination. 

' " Well, }rou see, Nat, Allie is a sensible lass, for all her 
failings, as is known between you and me. She knows the 
lad is a good bit tried with her goings on, and wants exercise 
after his wr-iting. He is a rare walker, is Fleming.'* 

* " Humph ! " was all Jennings's reply. 

*I wonder if George's explanation satisfied him; no doubt 
he thouffht I neglected Aline shamefully. I was in a bad 
temper that evening, and when George came into the parlor I 
said a contemptuous word about Jennings. 

* " It strikes me as rather bad taste thit he should always 
be coming round after what has passed between him and 
Aline," I said; for a man is always touchy about his wife, and 
though I did not love Aline, I would not allow any old sweet- 
hearts to come after her. 

*To my surprise, George brightened up at my brusque 
speech. 

' " I don't mind your saying that a bit, Fleming," he re- 
turned " it shows you have some sort of feeling for poor Allie. 
Bless your heart ! Allie is barely civil to him; she never holds 
her head higher than when Nat is here, so there is no call for 
you to be jealous. With all her faults, she knows her duty 
too well for that." 

'■ " Oh, don't trouble yourself," I answered coldly. " I am 
Hot the least jealous of Nat Jennings or of any other man." 

* " Of course not," he replied briskly. "You are ouite right 
there, my lad, for Aline never looked at any man but you — 
not in the way of loving him, I mean. As for Nat— poor 
old beggar! — I am precious sorry for him; he can't get over 
the loss of Allie. But there, it was not to be, and Allie is 
safe with me;" and with a sigh he went olf to shut up the 
shop. 
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'Now— would yon believe it?— I was snch a fool that I 
mnst needff go upstairs and hector Aline on the subject. 

' " Nat Jennings comes here too often/M said to her. " I 
have just told George so. I hate a fellow to come sneaking 
round where he is not wanted/' 

' '' There is no reason for calling him names, or speaking to 
George, either; and you will wake Reggie if you talk so 
Ipud/^ was her only reply, and I dropped my voice at onpe. 

' " All the same. Aline, I tell you I will not have the fellow 
round here so often.'* 

f "You must tell George that," she returned, with a- dignity 
that somehow became her. " It is not my affair, nor yours 
either — Nat is his friend." 

* " But he used to be yours," I retorted sulkily; *' what is 
the use of denying it ? " 

' Aline flushed. *^ What has come over you to-night, Basil ? 
What does it matter to you if any one looks at me or not ? I 
thought, that sort of thmg did not interest you much now. 
It is qnite true I took fip with Nat once to please George; 
but I never could fancy him, as I tqld you. It is not likely I 
should trouble my head about him now, when T have married 
another man." 

'But I was not quite mollified. ''That is all very well as 
far as it goes; but you see. Aline, he may trouble his head 
about you, and I could not put up with that for a moment." 

' She looked at me rather oddly, and the old wistful, tender 
look came into her eyes. " Thank you, Basil, for caring about 
it so; but there is no need;" and she turned away. I was 
half tempted\to follow her and give her a kiss, for she had 
answerea me gently, and looked like the old Aline; but she 
left the room. I think things might have been a little better 
after that, only a few days afterwards Aline had one of her 
breaks-out, dnd then everything was wrong again. My lit- 
erary work had brought me in a little money, and this sum- 
mer I determined to give myself a holiday. I told Aline that 
I was ^oing to take Beggie abroad. As usual, she made no 
objection, and though George looked grave and shook his 
head at the notion, i refused to listen to him for a moment. 
*'I must have thorough change of scene," I observed irritably; 
"for the last month or two I have felt nearly mad. Aline 
will be quite happy with you; she will not miss the boy, and I 
must take him. I could not go without Reggie." 

' *' It is not my place to find fault with you, lad," he said- 
sadly. "Yes, you laay leave AUie with me; but you are 
wrong about her not missing the child." 
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' '' Why, da you mean she really cares bo much* for Reggie ? ** 

* " Well, she is the little chap's mother, isn't she ? *' with a 
rough sort of pathos. ''I tell vou what, Fleming: you don't 
nnderstand Allie as well as I do; she isn't without her con- 
science; she knows what a hnrthen she is to you, and she tries 
to make up to you by sparing Reggie. Why, when you are 
gone she will just cry her eyes out, and then fly to the drugs 
for comfort; that is what she always does when she is un- 
happy. I see you don't believe me, lad; but it is my opin- 
ion, and Becky's too, that she is as fond of you both as possi- 
ble. I have seen her watching you when you and the little 
chap were hugging' each other, with her eyes quite full of 
tears ;^' but I would not. believe him. Aline showed no 
special feeling when we took leave of her. Her eyes were 
quite dry when she packed Reggie's things, and when I put 
him in her arms, and he kissed and stroked her face in nis 
pretty way, she gave him back to me as quietly as possible. 

'There! I have told you all. I have kept nothing back. 
Miss Sef ton. I am only six-and-twenty, ana yet my fate has 
been such that I have grown weary of my life. • God! when 

I think of what I might have been, and what I am * and 

with a groan he was about to spring to his feet; but I laid 
my hand on his arm. 

i Basil,' I said, ' do not ^^o yet; it is my turn now.* 



CHAPTER XXV. 

*YOU ARE BASIL LTNDHtTBST ! 'j 

* Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that^s gone.' 

• Tempest* 

't Coura^^e and comfort I All shall yet go well. ' 

^ King John. 

1 had spoken in a somewhat adtated tone, and Basil seemed 
{>erplexed at my manner. 'Miss Leigh is right,' he said 
anxiously; *and you are very tired. I can feel that you ar^ 
trembling all over. Why did you let me talk so long ? it 
must be nearly nine o'clock. Ijook how bright the moonlight 
is I indeed I cannot allow you to sit any longer.' 
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He spoke with snch gentle insistence that I could not re« 
fuse to rise; but I still detained him. 

' I cannot ffo back yet. 01^ will be there, and I must 
speak to you alone. If I am tired I do not know it; I am 
thinking of other things. I have heard it all now. My poor 
boy, how you have suffered! And then your wifel It is aJl 
BO sad — and to know it is for life.' 

' Yes, it is for life,' he answered gloomily. 

'Oh, my dear, do not speak in that tone! You have great 
troubles out there may be consolations.' 

TTou are very good to try and comfort me,' he replied 
quietly. 'It is your kind heart and your sympathy that 

prompt you to speak of comfort; but while Aline lives ' 

He stopped abruptly. 

' Do not let us speak of her — not just yet — ^you have your 
cross; but there may be blessings in store for you. Basil, I 
want to tell you something, only I am afraid of startling you. 
What if I have found out something about your past life that 
you do not know yourself — about your father and ' 

'My father!' he exclaimed before I could finish my sen- 
tence — ^'my father, who cared so little about me that he gave 
me up to a stranger!' And then he added bitterly: 'Mr. 
Fleming is the only father I ever knew.' 

My heart sank when I heard him speak in that tone; his 
mofher had forsaken him too! I trembled as I thought of 
Virginia. For a moment I hardly knew what to say, and all 
the time he was looking at me so keenly. 

* Do you mean that you knew my father ? ' he asked pres- 
ently. 

' 1 es, I knew him. He made the life of one very dear to 
me so wretched that death would have been a relief; but he 
is dead now. We must not judge those who are gone. But 
for your broken-hearted mother ' 

'She is dead too,' he returned quickly; 'she died when I 
was a baby. Mr. Fleming told me so.' 

Some one had lied to him, then. 

'Basil, your mother is not dead! All these years she has 
been seeking her son ! ' 

In the clear, white light I saw his face change; he started 
violently. 

'I do not understand you. Why do you say such strange 
thiags to me? My mother! — ^I have no mother! You are 
making some mistake.' 

' I am making no mistake,' I repeated calmly. 'All these 
weeks you have interested me; but to-day I have found out 
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the reason. To-morrow you must come with me to the ceme- 
tery at St. Croix, and we will stand together at your father's 
grave, and I will tell you then about your mother.' 

' Yo'i must tell me now/ he returned, and his tone betrayed 
strong emotion. ' You have said too much and too little. If 
you knew my parents— and something in your manner assures 
me that you are speaking the truth — you must know their 
name and mine. Who am I, then ? ' 

I took his hands, and held them as I answered him. 

*You are Basil LyndhurstI' I said. * You are the son of 
toy only sister, the grandson and heir of my father, Ralph 
Sefton!' 

He clutched my hands so tightly that I winced with the 
pain. ' Good God I * was all he could say for the moment. I 
could see it was impossible for him to realize it. 

'You are my nephew, Basil.' 

'Am I ? ' and then he drew his hands away, and walked to 
the end of the point. 

J think his emotion was so great that he could not speak 
to me. H J stood quite still and motionless for a few min- 
utes, with his arms folded across his chest and hia head bent. 
Then he came brck to me, and, eyen in that light, I could 
see the excited look in his eyes. 

'I want the proofs; you must tell me all — everything! 
There must be nothing kept ba<5k from me, not one woi'd, if 
this be true! ' and his chest heaved; it was difficult for hiin 
to restrain himself to speak calmly. 

'It is true; but I cannot tell you all to-night. I am grow- 
ing weary — I must confess it now — tho ctrain has been too 
great. Basil, it is a great thing thr~t I have told you. I do 
not think jou have realized it-— that you are your grand- 
fether's heir, and the master of Brookfield Hall.' 

* You said something like that before,' he returned un- 
easily. ' No, I do not realize it; I feel as though I were dream- 
ing, miss Sefton.' 

' You must call me Aunt Catherino. Basil, my dear, you 
are one of us— you are mv boy now.' 
Then he broke down utterly. 

* Oh,' he said, when he had recovered himself a little, and 
we were walking slowly up the common, ' it is the thought 
that I have someone belonging to me that unmans me so. 
To think that it is you — you who have saved my boy'o life — 
who now claim me as a nephew; that I iiave a mother who 
has been thinking of me all these years— it is too much ! too 
much ! ' 



'YOU ARE BASHj LTlWHURSTr 236 

'And your home Basil — the beautiful home you have never 
seen?' 

' I cannot take it in to-night/ he returned in a bewildered 
tone. ' It is your house, is it not. Aunt Catherine ? * 

He hesitated shyly over the last words but I felt such a 
thrill of pride as I heard him say it. 

' No; it is yours,' I answered quietly; ' but your grandfather 
stipulated that it should be your mother's home for life, and 
mine, if we wished it. But it is a great house, Basil! There 
is one wing that has alwayp gone by the name of the Ppwer 
House.' 

, / What do you mean ?' he returned quickly. ' Is it possible 
that you think ?— but I will not discuss that lo-night. Why 
do you hint at such things when my brain is almost reeling ? 
You do not know what it is to me to feel that there is such 
a home for Eeggie in the future; that the shop at Hollo way 
will be a nightmare of the past I Do you mean ' — and here 
his voic6 sliook again — ' that that is all over forever, and that 
I am not to ga home night after night to see George smoking 
in his Bhirt-sleeves ? Oh, good heavens! when I think of my 
life there I And you talk to me as though I were going to 
turn you out of your home; and I am to believe you and not 
think it is all a dream! ' 

He was so agitated that I liad some trouble to quiet him. 
He complained at last that I told him so little about his 
mother. I had some difficulty in evading his questions. 

* It is so late and I am tired out, Basil. To-morrow we will 
have a long talk. If I began about Virginia I should not end 
until midnight; but I will tell you as much as tliis — she is a 
great invalid. All her youth and strength has been crushed 
out of her; her life has been an unhappy one; her troubles 
have affected her nerves; she is old and weak and needs a 
Bon's tenderness.' 

'She shall have it,' he answered;, and I could see his eyes 
were glistening, and then neither of us said more until we 
reached La Maisonnette. 

He seemed as though he meant to Jeave me — perhaps he 
thought I was too weary; but I drew him in. 

' I cannot part with you just yet, and you have not tasted 
#ood for hours, and Olga will be waiting to congratulate you/ 

But he did not require pressing. 

'I wanted to come in/ ne said simply. 'I felt as though I 
must see Beggie. Ah! there is Miss Leigh; she has been 
watching for us.' 
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Olga was standiiiff ontside the ^lass door of the salle-^- 
manger. She looked at ns anxionsly as we entered. 

'Well, Annt Catherine ?^ was all she said. 
I was about to answer to explain^ when Basil pat me aside 
quite unceremoniously. 

' Miss Leigh/ he said eagerly, ' she is my Aunt Catherine 
now.* 

' Yes, I know ;' and Olga held out her hand to him with 
one of her sweetest smiles. *You are Basil — the long-lost 
Basil; for whom they have been seeking all these years. Oh, 
I am so glad. And you and Reggie — dear little Beggie ! — 
will come to live at the Hall.' 

I think those few simple words, said so cordially, did. more 
to convince Basil of the truth than all my explanations. The 
bewildered look left his face; he grew calmer. As he grasped 
her hand, he said quickly : 

* You live at Brookfield, too ?' 

* Yes; I am so glad. And yoU will know Jem, and Hubert, 
and Kitty; and the children will play with Reggie. Fancy 
Reggie and Girlie-ga together. Aunt Catherine I Oh, it is 
too delightful ! * 

I wondered what made Basil turn his back suddenly and 
walk to the window. A minute afterwards he said he would 
go up to Reggie. Olga came and knelt down beside me 
directly we were left alone. 

'Are you very glad, dear Aunt Catherine?' she asked 
gently. I think nay answer must have satisfied her. ' And 
Basil — I suppose I must call him Mr. Lyndhurst now — he 
looks very pale.' 

* It is witn happiness. Oh, what a life he has had, poor boyl 
Olga, I must tell you all about it some day. His wif e 

' What of his wife ? ' she asked quickly. 

* That is what I cannot tell you now. But she is unworthy 
of him; and she makes him very unhappy.' 

* There is all the more need for his mother to comfort him. 
I always knew he was unhappy — ^that is why I was so sorry 
for him. And he is poor, too; and I suppose his home is 
uncongenial to him. Poor Mr. Lyndhurst I But he will have 
you. Aunt Catherine. Oh, how proud he looked when he 
called you that I' 

We talked a little more, for it was some time before Basil 
returned, and then we sat down to supper. I think Olga 
was the only one who spoke much. She was ^y, vivacious, 
charming; our silence aid not subdue her in the least. She 
insisted on giving Basil a full description of the H^ I am 
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ficre she did it on purpose, because she saw how strongly he 
was moved. She taiked about the Lady's Walk, and related 
the Lady Gwendoline's story. She even mentioned the pea- 
cocks, which she said would be such a delight to Reggie. 

* Reggie will have the old nursery, will he not. Aunt Cath- 
erine ? ' she said presently. ' It is papered so prettily, and has 
Buch a lovely view.' 

Once she called him Mr. Lyndhurst, and I saw Basil start 
and flush. 

* I do not know ihy new name yet/ he said, trying to laugh, 
'I think I prefer Basil at present.' 

' Mr. Basil, then,' she said, smiling at . him. * Your ffrand- 
father's name was Ralph; but he was not a bit like Rdph of 
the Iron-hand. Aunt Catherine, you ought to have been 
called Gwendoline; but, indeed, it would have suited Mrs. 
Lyndhurst best.' 

* Do you mean my mother ? ' he asked, in a low voice. 

' Yes, but her name is Virginia. How strange that her 
husband was Paul I ' and so she talked on. 

Basil seemed to listen in a sort of trance. Now and then he 
put in a word, a suggestion, a question. As for me, I could 
not eat; I sat with my hands on my lap, thinking of Virginia 
and looking at her boy and mine. It was late before Basil 
went away; I wanted nim to stay, but he said for this one 
night he would rather go back to the pavilion. He was too 
restless to sleep; he wanted to prowl about, to smoke in the 
moonlight. N^o house could hold him in such a mood, so I 
was obliged to let him go. 

'But I may come in to breakfast, may I not ?' he said, as 
he bade me good-night; 'and afterwards we will have that 
talk;' and then Olga and I stood at the door and watched him 
striding down the path to the little gate. 

'Aunt Catherine, what will Jem say ? ' was Olga's last ques- 
tion that night. 

I was worn out, but I could not sleep until daylight; the 
thought of the letter I had to write to Virginia, and of my 
impending talk with Basil, drove all drowsiness from my 
eyes. How Was I to make him understand Virginia's timid 
and morbid nature ? Would he believe in the mother who, 
in her nervous panic, had abandoned her child ? I felt I had 
not yet surmounted all my difficulties; another thought kept 
me restless Would it not be necessary to see Robert Flem- 
ing ? Did we not Owe him a full explanation ? Besides which, 
a verification of facts on his side would be satisfactory to us 
both. He must know the whole truth about his adopted son; 
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he must receive our Ihanks for those years of ciire and ten- 
derness. And as I remembered them, I felt that Basil, as the 
adopted son of Robert Fleming, was dearer to me than erer. 

X es, it was this last though^why should I deny it ? — that 
kept me wakeful. One day before long Robert Fleming and 
I would meet again — once more in this life, thank Goa I I 
should look in his true face again; we who had once been 
lovers would grasp hands as friends. I dismissed these agi- 
tating reflections at last, and again the thou -^ht of Basil's dark 
face glowing with happiness stole across my mind — my boy 
as well as Virginia's! Our lonely days were over now. It 
was no stranger whom I should present to her, but one whom 
I already loved, whom I was beginning to understand. ' He 
is already one of us,' I said to myself, as the happy tears came 
to my eyes in the darkness; and as I remembered Beggie, 
my cup seemed full to overflowing. 

I dressed myself early the. next mominff, and waited for 
Basil; I was impatient to see him again. When I heard the 
click of the little gate I went out in the sunshine to meet him. 
I had expected a joyous greeting. To iny surprise, his face 
had the same white shaken look it had worn when I first 
spoke to him; there was a hagjgardness about him, as though 
he had not slept. As I took his nand, it felt weak and nerve- 
less as a little child's. 

' Basil, my dear boy, are you ill ? ' 

* No,* he returned in a low, vehement voice that increased 
my apprehension; 'but I have been thinking about it all 
night, and I am convinced it must be a mistake. You have 
told me nothing — there has been no proof, no certainty; it is 
this that tortures me — that I cannot bear. If it should be 
all a mistake I ' 

' It is no mistake, Basil, I am sure — quite sure— or I would 
not have told you. In an hour or two you shall hear every- 
thing.. Will you not trust me until then ? ' 

My quiet voice seemed to soothe him; he spoke more 
calmly. 

*I thought the night would never end. I felt as though I 
could not wait until morning. If it should not be true, and 
I must go back to that life, how could I endure it ? Would 
not everything be worse — more unbearable ? In the moon- 
light I wa3 picturing it all as Miss Leigh described it. I 
seemed to see it in a dream — ^the old Hall, the Ghost Walk, 
the avenue, and the rooks cawing overhead. I could fancy 
Reggie running over the lawns— Just fancy^the little chap I 
earned in my old rug down Highgate Hill! — and then I 
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ihou^htof my mother— and if it should not be true!' and he 
Bet his teeth hard. 

* Basil/ 1 said gentlj;, ' it is true. You are distressing your- 
self to no purpose; it is just a nervous fancy because you have 
not slept. I want you to do something for me — I want you 
to come in now and take your breakfast quietly. I do not 
wish Olga to see the state you are in; it would trouble her so 
much. I have ordered Jules to be round at ten o'clock, and 
we will drive down to the cemetery; and when we have found 
your father's grave I will tell you all I know.' 

I am sure my calmness gave him courage, for he made a 
strong effort to carry out my wishes; and though he could 
not eat, and spoke very little, Olga did not seem to perceive 
there was anything amiss. It did us both good to see her 
sitting there and looking so cheerful and serene; a sort of 
halo of youth and purity seemed to surround her; her large^ 
clear eyes were beaming with kindliness. 

*Mr, BasH/ she said in her simple direct way, 'I am sure 
Beggie is almost well now; he has been laughing and talking 
this morning, and he wants to be dressed immediately and to 
go down to the bay; for he says all the little fishes miss him.' 

We tried to laugh at this little speech, but in spite of all 
Olga's efforts the conversation flagged. I was glad when the 
meal was over, and Basil weiit up to his boy. He did not come 
down until the fiacre was at the gate. The dri^e was taken 
almost in silence, and it seemed long before we reached the 
cemetery. 

Pdre Lefevre had given me implicit directions. Before 
many minutes had passed 'I conducted Basil to the spot. 
There was a little mound, T7ith a black wooden cross at the 
head; some kind soul had hung a wreath of yellow immor- 
telles on it. There was the name * Paul Ljrndhurst,' and * K. 
I. P.' — ^that was all. Basil had become very quiet; he took 
\ my hand and led me to a little bench placed m a shady cor- 
ner; no one was in the cemetery; we had it to ourselves. 
'. ' Will you be^n from the be^ning ? ' he said gravely ; and 
then, leaning his elbows on his knees, he composed himself 
to listen. 

It was a long story, but I managed to tell him everything; 
he only interrupted me once. 

* I will see Monsieur Lefevre myself — that will be best; the 
entry of my baptism must be found at St. Sulpice.* 

This was all he said from the beginning to the end. 
My voice faltered a little when I first spoke of Virginia, 
i^bivt I suppressed nothing: he was a full-grown man; he must 
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know the whole inith. I disguised nothing— her panio^ hei 
wild fiigM, her angnished repentance. I tried to uuJce him 
Bee it with mv eyes; 1 drew a touching picture of her loneli- 
ness/her broken health, her wanderings in the Lady's Walk, 
her nightly prayers for her son. 

' Basil, she lires fir you/ I finished; 'she has no other 
thought in life. But for .this hope of finding yon her frail 
existence must hare ended long ago; it is for you to make up 
to her for these years of unut^rable sorrow.' 

He did not seem as though he heard me; his head was still 
buried in his hands; he did not move until my voice died 
away into silence— I had nothing more to sayj^ then he started 
up and stretched his arms over his head. 

' It is true, then ? Oh, Aunt Catherine t' ahd then he tdok 
myhand and kissed it. 

His face was very grave — almost stem; but I saw by his 
eyes that he doubted no longer. 

' You acknowledge that you are Basil Lyndhurst, and the 
grandson of Ralph Sefton?^ 

* Yes; I am not such a fool as to disbelieve it any longer. 
I will see Monsieur Lefevre. Oh, if we could only find Lizet- 
te! and then I must write to Mr. Fleming. Aunt Catherine, 
he must be the first to hear—he comes before my mother.* 

Ho spoke the last word in a hesitating way; his manner 
did not please me. 

* Oh, Basil! not before your mother.* 

'Yes,' he said, and a dark fiush crossed his faOe — ^a flush of 
extreme pain; 'you must not think me hard if I say so; I 
have a strange nature; I shall find it difficult to forget what 
on have t-ld me.' I was silent; how was I to answer him ? 
[)he next minute I saw him look at me with great affection. 
'Oh, if you were my mother!' he murmured, and his eyes 
were full of tears. 

' Dear Basil, when you see her you will love her too.' 

'I hope so,' but there was no conviction in his tone. ' Last 
night I was thinking of her — oh, so tenderly ! I kept saying 
''mother" to myself, just to hear how it sounded; but the 
feeling has got chilled somehow.' 

'It will pass; believe me, it will pass; your mother is a 
good woman.' 

* She was very weak,' he replied gravely. ' Look here, Aunt 
Catherine, I have a little chap of my own ; I can put myself 
in her place: could I ever have loft Reggie ? " 

* You are a man — ^you have a man's strength; Virginia was 
a weak girl.' 
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* Miss Leigh is a girl, too. Do you think But what am 

I Bftv inff ? There are not many like her/ 

'Perhaps not; she is very good. But, Basil, 8L3 is fond of 
your mother.' 

* Is she ? ' and his face lighted up. * But, then, she likos 
everyone — ^that is just her goodness. Aunt Catherine> please 
do not look so sad; of course I mean to he good to my mother; 
do you think I shall reproach her ? Only when 1 think of 
I^ggi©* aiid then of that poor little lonely <5hap in the garret, 
I somehow feel as though an impassahle gull separated me 
from my mother.' 

His race had settled into sternness again; hut how was I to 
reason with him ? 

*And there is Aline,' he continued after another silence; 
'what will my mother say to her ?' 

* She will be sorry, of course; but she will receive her kindly 
f nd make the best of her.' 

^ doubt if it will answer,' he returned gloomily; *I cannot 
imagine Aline at the Hall. She will disturb your peace and 
my mother's; she is a strange being. She will not assimilate 
herself to your ways; perhaps if I go away ' 

' Go away, and you are the master, Basil I Do you know it 
fill belongs to you ? All these years I have been nursing the 
estate, and saying to myself, " It is for Basil," and you would 
leave us to our loneliness!' 

'I do not wish to leave you,' he replied tenderly; 'it is of 
you I am thinking, not myself. I cannot bear to think that 
my wife may bring: trouble I' 

'We cannot help all that/ I answered quickly; 'it is her 
right. We cannot rob her of her prerogative. Where you 
and the child are. Aline must be! ' 

I suppose so,' he replied in a troubled tone; ^ but she 
would be nappier with George.' 

' The house is large enough for all,' was my answer. ' Do 
you remember what 1 told you last night, Basil ? There is r. 
wing that has always been used as a dower-house. There i£ 
plenty of room there for Virginia and me. We shall not be 
m Alme's way or yours.' 

He made no reply; but after a minute he rose and began 
to pace the walks. Presently he came back to me, his eyec 
kindling, his head held high. I saw then, for the first time, 
d likeness to his mother when she was a girl. 

' Risil,' I said eagerly, ' you have the Sefton mouth. You 
remind me of your mother and grandfather!' 

He looked excessively pleased at that. 
16 
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*\ am tryinff to realize it all/ he said simply; /yesterday I* 
was no one; I did not even know my own name; I was in- 

^ debted to charity for a roof; to-day' — ^hore his eves flaeiied; . 

' he looked wonderfully handsome — * to-day I aiU Basil Lynd- 
hurst, master of Brookfield Hall; the descendant of a hun- 
dred brave ancestors — among them, Balph of the Iron-hand;, 
and the best of it all is/ his voice changmg as he spoke, 'that 
it will all come to my little chap— to Hegsiel ? 



CHAPTER XXVL 

LIZBTTB DUPOKT 

'Let our old aoiuaintanoe be renewed.' 

^Second Part of Henry IV2, * 

< Bhe^a a good creature.* 

'' Merry Wives of Wxnimr^ 

It was nearly one o'clock when we parted at the gate of the 
eemetery, for Basil had excused himself from accompanying 
me back to La Maisonnette. He would put me into a passing 
fiacre, he said; but there were many' things that wotdd detain 
him at St. Genette. It was absolutely necessary for him to 
seek an interview with Pdre Lef evre. He wished to see an 
entry of his baptism at St. Sulpice. Inquiries must also be 
set on foot for tne relatives of Lizette Dupont; he must take 
counsel with Pdre licfevre on the matter. All this was said 
in a quick, decisive voice. Basil was bringing his clear, 
masculine intellect to bear on the subject. 1 felt he would 
lose no time and spare no pains in unravelling .every possible 
clue. To my surprise, he begged me to defer my letter to 
Yirffinia until the next day. 

'It will be a long letter; it wDl take you hours to write it/ 
he continued as I remonstrated with him. * You are fax too 
tired for such a task, and I am sure Miss Leigh will agree 
with me. Tou must go home and rest, that you may be 
ready to talk to me this evening; " but I objected to this on 
the score of selfishness. 

^ You selfish!' he returned in a tone of infinite scorn; but 
he relented at my pleading face. 'Well, if you must write, 
let it be a brief note of preparation; it will be better so. Say 
you have news— important news; that you know exactly 
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where Basil is to be foand; that he is well^ and that you will 
write mora fuHy by the next maiL Will yon promise me to 
do this^ Annt Catherine ? ' end he woold not let me leave himi 
until I had promised. 

How stranee it was to submit to that strong young will I 
Since my father's death no one had contested mine^ and it 
was sweet to me to give way. * There is some one to take caret 
of us now/ I thouffhfc^ as I drove away and left him standingi 
in the middle of the road. He had pulled off his gray oa^ 
and the sunshine shone on his uncovered head. How strong 
he looked--8o full of life and energy^ with puoh free grace 
and ease in every movement-r a son of whom any motheii 
could be proud I And as I thought of Virginia^ I could nov 
see him for the mist before my eyes. 

The mid-day meal was- over when I arrived. I had letti 
orders that things should go on as usual; but Jeanne brou^^hv 
me a dainty little dinner, and waited on me. Olga was witl^ 
Reggie in the little grove. I could see the rS umbrella/ 
gleaming through the trees. As soon as I had refreshed my<i 
self, and written a few lines to Virginia, I joined them, aftev 
giving orders that our coffee should be served there. I waa 
too much excited to slee^, and an easy-chair in the shade 
would be delicious. Beggie was lying in the hammock, and! 
looked far more like his old self, in spite of the loss of hisi 
hair. I thought he was prettier than ever. His delicacy 

fave him an ethereal Iook, and his eyes were larger ana 
righter. He had his two kittens hugged tigbUy iu his armSi^ 
I thought I never saw a sweeter picture, 
f Olffa was reading. She put down her book to talk to m^ 
I told her a little about our morning's conversation, but it 
was not possible to say much before Keggie, and after a time 
|We changed the subject. Presently sheleant toward me and 
whispered: 'Do you know, Reggie has been talking about 
his mother to day quite of his own accord. When I asked 
him if he wanted to go back to her, he shook his head most 
lidecidedly. 

.' '^ Reggie will stop here with father and my Dear,'' he said» 
^'Mother is always too tired to put Reggie to bed, so Becky 
comes; " and then he went on about Uncle George, but I 
'coulu not understand him in the least. ''If Reggie goes 
home, my Dear must come too," he finished. Was it not 
pretty of him to say that ? ' 

' Olga, I do believe you love that child more than you lovu- 
Girlie-ga or Wilfred.' 

'I cannot help it,' she returned quickly. 'Is it wronj^ 
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Annt Catherine ? one is nob responsible for these things. I 
dare sa^ Mr. Fleming felt the same for that little child he 
found m the garret. I think Reggie and I will always love 
each other^ if it were only for the memory of the sweet days 
we have passed together.^ 

She spoke in a somewhat troubled tone. Olga certainly 
looked a little pale and subdued this afternoon; perhaps the 
heat oppressea her; she had lost her old vivacity; but the 
next minute she made an effort to recover herself. 

' Oh, do you know there is something I have not told von ? 
I had a letter from Jem this morning^ such a long delightful 
letter, and he says that next week he will be coming home, and 
he wants to know if there will be any chance of seeing me.' ^ 

'That depends on Basil. Reggie is well enough to travel 
now. Next week? — oh yes 1 Virginia will be expecting us 
before that.' 

'Will it be so soon over— our happy visit?* And Olga 
looked wistful, almost sad. ' It will oe like a dream when 
we look back on it — the bay, and the yellow sands, and Sefton 
Point, and this dear old house, and the pavilion. Shall yoa 
care to see Jem again. Aunt Catherine ? But he is nothing 
now; it is only Mr. Basil.' 

She spoke with the smile still on her lips. Olga had such 
a lovely smile, but only I who knew her could recognize the 
sadness underneath it. 

* Yes, it is Basil who is our own boy; but you will still be 
a part of my life— you and Jem. Even Basil will not come 
between us. Surely you believe this, Olga ? ' 

'Oh yes,' she returned, kissing me Iwstily. 'Dear Aunt 
Catherine, do you think I would have it otherwise? All 
these years you have been so patient and so lonely, and now 
you have Mr. Basil and Reggie; for Reggie is your own, too. 
How dad Jem will be I but you must expect him to be sur- 
prised; and it will be nice, too, for me when I come up to the 
Hall, for there will be Reggie to play with, and sometimes 
for a great treat his OTandmother will let me Carry him off to 
Fircroft, and we will show him the Surprise; and perhaps 
Hugh will let him have a little garden of his own, and I shall 
sit and watch him with the other children, and Kittv will b^ 
as fond of him as possible.' 

We had both forgotten Reggie's mother. What would Olga 
say when she knew the sort of a woman Basil would l)ring 
to the Hall as its mistress ? Would not her pure nature be 
shocked by such a contrast ? would not even Basil sink in her 
estimation when she had seen his wife? I was about to 
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answer her, when Jeanne appeared with the coffee; and the 
next moment BasiFs tall figure blocked np the doorway. 
Beggie caught sight of him and shouted his name with all his 
feeble force; then he raised himself up in the hammock and 
stretched out his arms. It was hardly a wonder that Basil 
snatched him up and kissed him before he had a word for us. 
'HasRegffie wanted father so' badly?* he asked with that 
wonderful gentleness he always showed to his boy. 

' Reggie always wants father/ returned the little fellow in 
his quaint way — ' father and my Dear.' 

I snw Basil look hastily across at Olga; but she was busy- 
ing herself with the coffee-cups and did hot seem to see him. 
I wondered if he noticed her paleness. She had put on her 
white gown to please me. I always grumbled if Olga did not 
wear white in tiie summer; nothing suited her so well. This 
afternoon she had fastened a spray of jasmine at her throat; 
she looked so young, so child-hke and simple, that it did one 
good to see her. I wondered why Basil suddenly knit his 
brows together as though something pained himi; tlien he put 
Beggie back in the hammock again and turned to me. 

' Aunt Catherine, I have seen the entry of my baptism at 
St. Sulpice. P^re Leferre — what an old brick he is! — went 
with me. There it was — Basil Theodore Lyndhurst. The 

£riest who baptized me is dead now; his name was Pdre 
►elasse.' 

* I am so -glad you have seen it for yourself.* 

* Glad that I am a Roman Catholic ? ' with an amused glance 
at me. * You will be sorry to hear, then, that I was re-bap- 
tized at Leeds; but I have found out more than that. Miss 
Leigh, do ycu think Aunt Catherine is too tired to drive with 
me again to St. Croix ? it is a beautiful evening, and I have a 
fiacre at the door, and we have finished our coffee * 

' Oh, Basil, do you mean ' 

* That we have found Lizette Dupont ? That is exactly 
what I do mean. That old trump— I be^ his -pardon— ^P^re 
Lefevre had discovered her; she is still alive, you see, and as 
brisk and sensible at seventy-five as she was at fifty; she told 
his reverence, that she was not much over fifty whdn she be- 
came my bonne.** 

' Have you seen her, Basil ? * 

* No,* he replied, laughing. ' I could not accomplish every- 
thing in three hours and a naif. I was more than two hourt 
with Monsieur Lefevre, and he gave me something to eat; 
then we went to St. Sulpice and spent another hour, and here 
I am.* _ 
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* And you want me to. go with you ? * 

'Yes; but not until you have nnished your coffee; there ia 
no hurry; it is only five, now. Miss Leigh^ I am afraid you 
wiU owe me a grudge for carrying off Aunt Catherine; but 
you can understand how anxious I am to establish mv own 
identity/ ^ 

' Yes/ she said gently, i can understand that, Mr. Basil, 
and I will go and fetch Aunt Catherine's bonnet and her lace 
shawl — for there is no need for her to fatigue herself un- 
necessarily; and then I will put Beg^ie to bed, for I can sea 
he is growing tired/ 

She moved away as she spoke, and I could see Basil was 
watching her closelv; when she had d'oanneared into the 
house, he said : 

* Aunt Catherine, you have known ^iss Leigh for years— » 
since she was a little girl; does she ever think of herself at 
all ? ' and without waiting for my answer he continued : ' But 
I am going to carry Reggie in myself, for he is erowin^ quite 
heavy. Do you think you can sit on my shoulder again, old 
fellow?' and as Reggie screamed with delight at the idea, 
he was carried off in tne old fashion; 

Basil had secured a pair of fresh horses, and in a very snon; 
time we were rattling down the steep stony road that led to 
St. Sulpice. By-and-by we had to descend, and enter a sort 
of blind alley. The houses looked poor and squalid; but one 
at the end' bad a more respectable appearance. The step be* 
fore the door had been freshly scoured; some plants blocked 
up the little window. A young wbman with a baby in her 
arms was talking volubly to a man in a blue blouse. BasU 
walked up to her with his cap in his hand. 

* Madame, it is .here that Lizette Dupont lives ? ' 

' Mais oui, vraiment; * monsieur was perfectly correct. She 
was Lizette Dupont's grand-daughter, and this was Gustavo, 
her husband. Li9 bon pdre had ^ready enliffhted them; they 
were to expect une dame Anglaise, wno had les affaires witn 
the grand m^re; would madame and monsieur enter? The 
place was dark; but they would become accustomed to the 
obscurity. And bhe was discoursing still volubly when a shrill 
voice from within was heard chiding her for her delay. 

' TiensI thou hast been a chatterbox from thy birth, Marie! 
Let madame enter; ' and then Marie withdrew.ner substantial 
figure from the doorway. 

' Be not cross, little mother,* she said tranquilly; * the day 
is long enough and to spare. Entrez, madame I*^ and I ad- 
vanced cautiously Into the close, dark room* 
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When my eyes becaihe used to the dim li^ht I could see 
Lizette Dupont more distinctly; she was sitting knitting by 
the stove. She was a tiny woman, with a brown, puckered 
face and bead-like black eyes that looked sharply at us. She 
in)re a close cap, rather like her great-grandchild^s, and a 
pair of sUver ear-rings dan]?led against her wrinkled neck. 

She greeted us' with shrul welcomes, and begged to know 
our errand. Le bon p^re had been mysterious. ' iTne dame 
An^laise wishes to question you, my daughter; there are les 
afEaires.' That was all that had been said; and then he had 
asked her many questions about her past life. 

I commenced cautiously; but directly Basil's name had 
crossed my lips she interrupted me with a loud exclamation : 

Le petit anre! lepauvrecher enfant I was it of him madame 
would speak r But, truly, le bon Dieu was wonderful in His 
ways! It miffht be her prayers. to our blessed IcAj had 
toijiched her ^n's sacred heatt. She had prayed, she had 
wept, that she might have news of the little one befoi^ she 
died. 

She was so excited that I hardly knew how to proceed; but 
Basil came to my assistance.^. He took her shrivelled hand, 
and said gently: 

' That was a long time ago^ lazotteit .Should you know me 
now?' 

'You, monsieur, you I* and the little beady-black eyee 
seemed to look him throughi ^i^d through^- -'Holy Virgin I 
could this grand-looking monsieur, so much stronger and 
bigger than her Pierre-— oonld he be hei^ baby, her nursling, 
her petit Basil?' 

/ xes, truly, ma bonne— I am Basil Lyndhurst.' 

' Lyndhurst ! oh, the name! ' she screamed, and the skiniiy 
arms were fluns round his neck, and, before he could remon- 
strate, she bad JLissed him on either cheek. 

He bore it very well, however; indeed, he told me after- 
wards i^ai those kisses of his old nurse ba4 touched him 
greatly. 

'She is onlva peasant; but once: she waa the only friend 
Shad. Can I ever forget that ?*^ 

The poor old creature was so. much overcome that it was 
some time before we could indnqe her to compose herself. 
The tears rolled down her wrinkled &ce, and she kept ejaculat- 
ing, in a sort of ecstasy, 'Le cher petit! le joli ange) strok- 
ing Basil's hand all the time. 

He coaxed her at last to recount her little story. She wan^ 
dered a good deal at first, and we found it difficult ta follow 
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her meaning, though she spoke rery tolerajble French. She 
would clench her fist whenever she mentioned Paul Ljnd- 
hurst's name — * cet homme infdme! ' as she called him — but 
we understood he- better after a little. 
'I adored my mistress/ she raid presently; 'she was so 

fentle and so liandsome^ and until that bad man broke her 
eart and drove her away she lived only for her child.' 

'Hush, Lizette; you are speaking of Basil's father.' 

But Basil gave me a reproving glance. 

'Do not interrupt her. Aunt Catherine; it is better to hear 
the truth. It' is not possible for me to respect my father's 
memory; I have told you already that Mr. Flemi) j is the 
only father I have ever known.' 

'Fleming! Tiens, mon enfimt! that was the name of the 
English pnest who carried thee away! Holy Mother! how it 
all comes back to me! and yet it was nearly four-and-twenty 
years ago.' 

We exchanged looks of mutual satisfaction, and she 
rambled on: 

' My mistress was so devoted to the child that she could not 
bear him out of her sight. " He is my only consolation," she 
would say. " Look at him, Lizette! '* she would cry; '* is he 
not a wonderful baby ? and so intelligent I See, he is holding 
my finger now!" and sp on; for she would talk of him for 
hours. It was a happy day for me when P^re Delasse baptized 
him in our beautiful church. We carried him there secretly, 
for fear of monsieur. The English priest was ajsent, and 
madame was in great perplexity what to do. 

' " My child must be baptized," she said. " If I cannot find 
a Protestant clergyman, I will take him to St. Sulpice. 
There is no time to be lost; Paul will carry us off in a day or 
two," 

' Seest thou, mon enfant, how the blessed Virgin heard my 
prayers ? ' and her shrill voice softened into endemess. 

'Alas! the very day after our little one received the grace 
of baptism there was the terrible scene with monsieur, and 
madame fled from the house. We waited up for her all 
night; monsieur's rage was awful. When she did not come 
back, and a week had passed, he carried us off.* I was afraid 
to go, to trust myself with jcet homme terrible; but there was 
the little one, so I went. 

'It was a miserable life we led, wand' ing from town to 
town wherever there were picture-galleries; for monsieur 
cared for nothing but his pictures and the drink. 

' He fell ill at last, and they removed him to a hospital He 
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iras raving mad, tLey told me. What a position I picture it 
for thysefi, mon cher. No money — hardly a sou to buy us 
bread; but the blessed saints were not deaf to Lizette's prayer. 
The woman of the house was a good Christian; she nad 
children of her own; she pitied us. 

"'There is the garret, she said; "it will shelter thee and 
the child. When meal-time comes I wil^ spare thee some 
onion broth and some bread. Do not lose faith. When 
monsieur is well, he will repay me.*' 

' Oh, she was a good creature, this Madame Gotierl 

*We lived like this for weeks; le petit grew and thrived. 
When people saw him in the public walks, they said he was 
as beautiful as an angel. Many came up and spoke to him, 
and pressed bon-bons and cakes to him. Then he would run 
to mc and show me his treasures. 

' '•' Regarde-tu, ma bonne, these bon-bons Basil has got ! '* 

' Then they would look at me curiously. 

' '' He is poorly dressed; but that peasant is not his 
mother," they would say. 

' One day the English priest came up and spoke to him, 
and the next day to that; and afterward le petit would clap 
his hands at the sight of him. He called him the kind Eng- 
lishman. 

' One wet day we were in our garret. Le petit had no toys, 
and he was playing with a bit oi wood and some rags. I was 
in bad spirits. Madame Gotier had been up, and told me 
that her husband had been grumbling at her. 

' " We have not enough for our own children, and thou art 
feeding strangers," he had said. 

' And then she caught up the child and cried, and we both 
wept together. 

' ** Lizette, thou must speak to the Maire," she said pres- 
ently. '* I dare not anger Henri; he is, as thou knowest, of a 
violent temper." 

*I prayea to our Mother of Sorrows with all my heart when 
she had left me. Le petit seemed uneasy at my tears. 

' " Why dost thou weep, ma bonne ? " he asked, stroking my 
face; "they will give us bread to-day." 

' "And to-morrow, mon enfant ? " 

* "To-morrow — we shall see;" and he marched off with a 
wise look. 

* What did le pauvre petit know of to-morrow ? Alasl my 
tears could not cease. Must I take the child in my arms, 
»nd beg my way back to St. Croix ? Should we not both ex- 
pire with fatigue and famine ? 
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'Mon enfant I my faith had failed; and at that moment 
relief was at hand. There was a knock at the door, aDd the 
English priest came in. Le petit shouted at the sight of 
him. 

* " Hast thou broufflit Basil some pain-d'^pice, monsieur ? '* 
he cried; and when the Englishman took him in his arms, he 
patted his face with his litUe hands. 

* "Are you in trouble, my good woman ? " he asked pres- 
ently, sitting down beside me, while the child opened his box 
of bon-bons; and then it all came out — what Madame Gotier 
had told me, and how her husband had refused us shelter. 

' '*l will settle all that,'* he said quietly. « Will you come 



with me, Basil ? I will bring you oack to your nurse pres- 
ently; ** and actually le petit left his bon-bons at once. 

' ** May I take some pain-d'^pice to Tonton and Marie ? " 
he askedL 

'Ah I it was like the dear ongel, to share with others. 

*IVom that day all went weU. Monsieur Eleminff — ^he 
told me that was his name — came to us every day. Some- 
times he took us out with him. Henri ceased to grumble, 
for rent was paid for the garret, and Madame Gotier served 
our meals regularly. It was not always onion soup now, but 
sometimes roast meat and vegetables; and plenty of milk 
and white bread for breakfast and sunper. 

* " Monsieur pays for everything," Madame (Jotier told me 
one evening. ^ Henri is in an excellent temper; everything 
is as It should be." 

'IVas happy then; I think I loved le petit more than my 
own children; I wanted those days to go on forever; too 
Boon they came to an end I 

'One day I was summoned to the hospital. Monsieur 
Lyndhurst informed me abruptly that he had no further need 
of my services. My wages would be paid, and I might go to 
my own people. He had made other arrangements for Basil. 
The English clergyman would take him to England-— this 
was all he told me. Was it a wonder that I believed in my 
own heart that he was taking him to his mother ? 

'I was heart-broken; but it was for the child's good. I 
was only an ignorant peasant, who could neither read nor 
write; and he was like a young prince for beauty. I let him 
go; I think I did not speak; something seemed to choke the 
words back. Le petit kissed me, and went off gayly, chatter- 
ing to his new friend. 

vAsfor me,' finished Lizette sadly, 'I went to live with 
Pierre, until he married again, and then Julie's daughter took 
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me in. There were little ones in both houses; bat they were 
not le petit. For years I never ceased to regret him,; but I 
became comforted at last.' 

* Lizetto/ I interrupted in a tremulous voice that I strove 
in vain to steady, ' you have not described this English clergy- 
man who took Basil away.' 

' I am not good at description, madame/ she returned sim- 
ply. 'Monsieur was young, but he looked worn and sad; 
someone told me he Kad had an illness. He was not hand^ 
some— not like Monsieur Lyndhurst, who had la beautd de 
Diable — ^bnt his face inspired one with confidence. He had 
gray eyes, full of gentleness, and when he smiled it seemed to 
Tift the weight on one's heart. For the rest, his face was 
smooth like a boy's, and his hair was a reddish brown ; he 
used to rumple it when he grew excited in his talk, and he 
would get un from his chair and walk up and down the room, 
talking all tne time.' 

* I never could break him of the habit,' observed Basil, 
laughing; ''and that trick of running his fingers through 
his hair when he was perplexed — how well I remember ii\ 
Aunt Catherine, is it this close room that makes you look so 
pale ? I shall be glad to get out in the air myself.' 

* Let us go,' I returned quickly. 

Oh^ how true it all was! I felt as Liisette talked as though 
Robert I^eniing were standing beside me; thair infinitely 
sweet smile, those deep-set gray eyes — ^had I ever forgotten 
them? 

* Must thou go, mon enfant? ' exclaimed Lizette querulously. 
' I have found thee only to* see thee vanish again.^ 

* I will come again before we leave St. Croix,' he replied 
soothingly. 'If I can, I will bring my boy Reggie; he will 
remind you of the little Basil. I will tell you about him an- 
other time, but I must go now.' 

He pressed some money into her hand, and shook it 
heartily. Marie was still talking. to her husband; she eyed 
us curiously as we passed. The nacre was waiting at the end 
of the alley, and we were soon rattling througn the stony 
streets. BasU appeared lost in thought ior some time; then 
Jie roused himself. 

* Aunt Catherine,' he said quietly, 'to-morrow I shall write 
to Mr. Fleminff and tell him everything, and you must write 
to my mother. 

'Would it not be better to speak to him, Basil ? — ^there is 
so much to explain.' 
' Of course I must speak to him. If I were in England 
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I would go to him at once^ Aunt Oatherine/ looking at me 
▼istfuUy. * Do yon not think wo onght to go as soon as pos- 
sible?' 

* You are right. When she receives my letter — ^the letter 
I am to wiito to-morrow — ^your mother will count the hours 
until she sees you. She will not sleep or rest until she has 
looked upon her son's face.' 

* In that case we ought to start at once. It is Friday — we 
mi^ht take the Monday boat. Is not this your opinion ? ' 

'I have not thought about it; I will tell you ta-morrow/ 
I replied faintly. 

I could decide nothing more that night. Basil was very 
quick. He saw at once that I was exhausted^ and said no 
more ; but when I looked at him I could see by his intent 
face that he was making his plans. Of course he would have 
his wav, and, after all, it was a comfort not to decide for one's 
self. ^I shall leave everything to Ba;jil/ was my last thought 
before I fell aaleep that night. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

GOOD-BY TO LA MAISCKlNBTTB. 

*I never looked a last adieu 

To tbin^ familiar, but my heart 
Shrank with a feeline, ahnost paic, 
Even from their liielessness to part. 

Miss Bowuss. 

After all, Basil had his way, and we arranged to start by 
the Monday. boat. Olga heard our decision very quietly. 
When I said a word or two of regret about her hohday being 
over, she stopped me at once. 

* That has nothing to do with you and Mr. Basil,' she said 
quickly. * Your business is finished; it is right for you to go 
home. We have been here seven weeks — seven weeks— and I 
think they have been the happiest of my life ' — ^with a certain 
wistful emphasis on the words. 

'But you are sorry that our visit is over, Oiga ? ' I persisted. 

* One is always sorry when a holiday is over, but tnat is not 
the right way of looking at it. Your anxiety is over, and 
you are going to show Mr. Basil his beautiful home, and I 
shall be near you, and you will tell me about everything, and 
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Jem and I will be as happy as possible.' But, for all that, 
there were tears in her eyes when she kissed me. * Dear 
Aunt Catherine, it has been so nice having you to myself. ^I 
shall never forget these days at La Maisonnette— never — -* 

Here she broke off suddenly, as Basil came into the room, 
and went out into the garden to join Reggie. Basil looked 
after her- rather anxiously. 

' Has she been crying ? '—he asked abruptly. ' Is she sorry 
to leave here ? I do not wish to be selfish. Aunt Catherine, 
and if you think Miss Leigh ' 

* Olga is quite ready to go,' I returned; 'she perfectly ap- 
proves of our decision. As for breaking our journey and 
staying at an hotel for the night, she approves of that, too.^ 
She thinks, with me, that -Reggie will be too tired if we go 
on, and that it will be far better for you to see your home m 
daylight,' 

^I was not thinking of myself when I proposed it,' he re- 
plied, with a shade of annoyance in his tone. Basil had been 
slightly irritable all the morning; the excitement and strain 
of the last few days were telling upon him. ' I thought a few 
hours' rest would be good for you and Reggie, and we should 
give my mother a little time to recover herself. If you or 
Miss Leigh think otherwise, I need not engage the rooms.' 

' It is far better to do as you have arranged, Basil, my 
dear. It is such pleasure to have some one to take care of 
ns.*^ I have always had to be the business-man of the family^; 
but I shall gladly abdicate in jour favor;' but to my surprise 
he made no response to this little speech. 

Ho took up some telegrams and read them, and then he 
said in a low voice: 

* Miss Leigh does not look herself, I want you to tell her 
from me that if she wishes it Reggie shall be with her as 
much as he is now. I am too grateful to her not to spare 
him whenever she wants him. It shall be the same at Brooke 
field as it is here. AVill you tell her this. Aunt Catherine ?' 

* Certainly I will if you wish it, Basil.' 

His manner gave me a little uneasiness; he seemed far from 
happy, as though Olga's sadness had infected him; but after 
a few minutes he conquered his unaccountable depression, and 
showed me the letter he had written to Mr. Fleming. 

*I have sent a telegram, too,' he said presently; but I was 
BO absor))ed with the contents of the letter that I forgot to 
ask him, then or afterwards, what he had said in his telegram. 
There was so much to arrange that day— letters to write and 



1 
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sqnandered all his priceless treasnres in reinni for a passing 

f ratification^ to preach faith to such an one as yon ? Mr, 
leming is yonr sort; he wonld talk to yon for hours/ 
' Mr. Basil/ she said qnickly, '*! thought yon said just now 
that we were friends. Have you forgotten that already ? * 

* No: certainly not/ looking at her in some surprise. 

' Weil, then, I do not like my friends to paint themselves in 
such black colors; it is not Kind to Annt Catherine, or to 
yourself. What does it matter if yon have made mistakes^ 
^except that you must bear the consequences as patiently as 
you can ? Bo many people make mistakes, and are sorry, and 
then do better, and ^ 

' But there is one mistake that can neyer be rectified/ he 
answered in a low yoice. 

I knew at once that he was thinking of his wife, but I 
could not tell if Olga understood hjm; it was not possible for 
cither of them to speak quite plainly. 

' If it cannot be rectified, you must just make the best of 
it/ she answered. ' I suppose if we sow tares of our own free 
will we cannot expect corn to grow up. Is that not true ? * 

* Yes, I suTOOse so/ he replied gloomily; but she would hot 
let him finish in ihat»tone. 

' You must not speak so, as though eyerything would not 
come right some day. life is not farever. You will not 
take your mistakes with you up aboye. Perhaps — ^wlTo 
knows ? — they may be set right here.' 

'H"eyer — neyer I' between his clenched teeth. 

'Jfeyer mind/ she returned cheerfully; ^then you must 
just put up with them as they are. It will not l>e so hard 
when you are in your beautiful home, and you Iwye your 
mother and Aunt Catherine and Beggie. You will haye so 
much to do; there vnXL be your tenants, and perhaps you maiy 
enter Parliament; and when you are doing good with all your 
might and helping other people to be good too, you will not 
find much time for thinking of past mistakes. At» I not 
right. Aunt Catherine ? ' 

* Yes, my darling* Basil will find this out for himself one 
aay.' 

* What am I to say to you two good women ? ' returned Basil 
with suppressed emotion.- / 1 thijnk I had better say nothing 
for fear I should make an ass of myself; but you Bhall see — 
yen shall see — if I am not a better man from tnis day.* 

'It will all come right,' che said cheerfully; and then she 
walked a little farther to the edge of the sea, and we heard 
her singing the yerse of a hymn softly to herself: 



'Britif life is here our portion ; 

Brief sorrow, short-lived cai-e ; 
The life that knows no ending, 
Tiie tearless life, is there.' 

Basil made no remark^ and we walked on. Once we looked 
back; Olga was still standing motionless in the same position. 
The moonlight shone on her white dress, and on her uplifted 
face. She had thrown a light woollen scarf OYer her head. 
In the strange silvery light she looked like some beautiful 
picture. 

' Do you know of what she reminds me now, Basil ? * 

' No/ he answerefd rather shortly. 

' Of some picture I have seen 6t Christiana about to cross 
the river. The drapery looks just the same, and there is the 
water.' 

^I thought Christiana was an old woman,' he answered 
3urtly. * To my mind^ Miss Leigh rather resembles Mercy or 
JL noBoe. 

Evidently my fancy did not please him, for he called to 
her somewhat peremptorily: 

* It is getting late. Miss Leigh, and Aunt Catherine is very 
tired;' and she ran toward us at once. 

^ I suppose I must not ask what you were thinking about 
just now ? ' remarked Basil, as she joined us. 

' 1 was only saying good-by to it all,' she returned, looking 
at him a little sadly. * It has been such a lovely time, and 
this is such a dear place ! ' and then she came round to my side 
and took my arm, and we* went slowly up by the washing-pool, 
and under the dark overhanging trees; and it seemed to me 
that neither of them spoke again until we reached home, and 
then Basil said he had a headache, and did not want his supper. 

Olga and I went to church the next morning, while Basil 
stopped with Reggie; and in the evening Olga took his place. 
We spent the afternoon in the garden, and Basil made me 
come with him and say good-by to the pavilion; he did not 
ask Olga to come too. 

' It is only for you and me,' he whispered. ' Do yon think 
I shall ever forget that night. Aunt Catherine, when I was 
sick with famine and could not- touch food; and yet I could 
take it from your hand like a child.' 

We went to church together after that, leaving 01ga<with 
Reggie. Basil had boon a little quiet and subdued all day, 
but he became like his old self directly he found himself alone 
with me. In the course of our walk he spoke a great deal of 
his mother and Aline. 
17 
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'I want you to tell me wliat I am to do/ He said presently. 
' I have been lyins awake for hours thinking of the future. 
I know what my duty i& to Aline^ and yet how am I to d^ it 
without causing misery to you and my mother ? I want you 
to advise me and help me.' 

'My dear/ I replied after a moment's hesitation^ 'I am old- 
fashioned^ and have old-fashioned notions/ 

* You mean/ he returned quickly, for he always seemed to 
understand the slightest hint, 'that I must act up to the 
spirit as well as to the letter of my marriage vows — for better 
for worse — and it has been for worse all along/ A bitter sigh 
escaped him, and then he went on: 'I have tried to be a good 
husband to her — indeed I have tried; but it is she who has 
failed in her wifely duty. Aunt Catherine, I should never 
have left her. as I have if she had said a word to keep me; 
her suUenness has driven me away. I believe in my heart 
that she is happier without me; last night I was thinking 
that perhaps it would be better for her to stay with George. 



' Basil, my dear boy, would that be right ? ' 
a think It ----- 



would be the lesser of two evils. If Aline be 
at the Hall, she will make your and my mother's life wretched; 
she is safer with George; in some way I think I irritate her. 
I could make her an allowance, and Beggie and I could go 
and see her sometimes ! ' 

I was silent. It would be easier so; our poor boy would in 
some degree recover his lost freedom. But again I asked 
myself. Would it be right ? Could any one absolve him of 
the responsibility he had taken on himself ? ' Those whom 
God has joined together let no man put asunder/ As I 
thought of those awful words I shuddered. 

Basil was watching my faqe as though to gain the. clue to 
m;^ thoughts. I repeated the words aloud; he seemed to 
shiver as ne heard them. 

'Don't, Aunt Catherine!' 

' My dear, she is your wife; you are responsible in God's 
sight for that poor girl; she is the mother of your boj[— of 
your little lost angel. In spite of her grievous infirmities, 
she has been a true wife to you/ 

He flushed up at that. 

' She has never cared for any other man,' he said proudly. 

' In her own way she loves you. No, do not shake your 
head. I have gathered this from your own words. You have 
no right to refuse her the shelter of your home, unless she 
tells you that she wishes to remain with her brother/ 

' She will never tell me thut.' 



\ 
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'Are you sura of that, Basil ?* 

' Quite sure. You do not knoT7 Aline; she is proud, too, in 
her way; she always wanted to marry a gentleman — to live 
ahove her station; she likes soft, luxurious living — ^handsome 
clothes — dainty food ; she would like to drive in her carriage. 
George cannot gratify her tastes; I have onlv to say " Come " 
and she will leave him at once.* 

' And yet you think she will be happier with him ? * 

'After a time — ^yes; these things wfll only satisfy her until 
they have lost their novelty. She has got the demon of un- 
rest within her; neither I nor any living man can make Aline 
happy. I am tellinff you the whole truth; when she comes 
to the Hall, there will be misery in store for us all.' 

' It will not be so bad as you think, Basil,' I returned, anx- 
ious to soothe him. ^ In a small house it might be so; but 
when you see thw wing we call the Dower House, you will 
take a more cheerful view of things. There are two large 
sitting-rooms; there will be no necessity for us even to have 
our me&ls together. Aline need never see us unless ste likes.' 

*Aunt Catherine,* he remonstrated, 'is it tome you are 
saying this ? Do you think I am so happy that I shall not 
need you every day of my life ? Will there be any one dearer 
to me or more honored than you ? * 

'Basil — ^your mother 1* 

'I do not know my mother,* impatiently; 'she is not my 
friend as you have been. How do I know now things will be 
between us ? It is you to whom I shall turn for comfort 
when Aline ' — ^and then he stopped, and went on bitterly — 
'yes, I will ask her to come; I will npt shirk my duty. Will 
that content you ? ' 

' Yes,* I replied, pressing his arm. ' I ask nothing but to 
see you do your duty. Basil, when you go and fetch your 
wife I will go too.' 

* You ! ' he exclaimed, with a sfert; and then he said grate- 
fully, uut that is BO like your goodness ! ' 

' My dear, what nonsense! You are one of us now. Your 
burthens are ours.^ Oh, I know well what Virginia will say 
when she hears your story ! She has such a good heart. She 
will say, " Bring your wife to me, Pasil, and let me try to be 
a mother to her;" and nothing will exceed her gentleness. 
Aline will not be able to resist her when she sees herself sur- 
rounded by all this kindness. She will not be sullen any 
longer.' 

I think he was too much touched to answer, and we walked 
on in silence. It was sweet to mo to hear the assurauces oi 



his affection^ and yet in my heart I felt as thongh I werd 
rohhing Virginia. She had still to win him. 

Olga was singing to herself in the dusk when we returned; 
we could hear the clear^ sweet notes through the open window. 
Basil made me stand in the court-yard for along time listen- 
ing to them. 

'She. will not sing like that unless she believes herself 
alone/ he said by way of explanation; and, indeed, I had never 
heard her sing so well. 

The rest of the evening passed venr peacefully. After 
supper, we sat round the window — still in the &rk — cdnd 
talked; at least, Basil talked. Olga was rather quiet. Ue 
wanted to hear about all the people on the estate; the names 
and private history of the tenants — his curiosity on the sub- 
ject was insatiable. 

' I mean to be interested about everybody ajid everything/ 
he finished, when I declined to enlighten him any more. 

I think we were all a little tired that night ; but Olga came 
into my room to look at Beggie in his sleep. 

\It is f6r the last time/ she said softly, as she kissed his 
closed eyelids. ' He belongs to you no^. Aunt Catherine.' 

I had given her Basil's message, and I reminded her of 
this, but she only shook her head. 

Everything will be different/ she returned rather sadly. 
'Beggie will have his mother and his grandmother and you; 
he wul not need me then. Mr. Basil is very kind; but he 
does not understand that things must be different: ' and then 
she went away without looking at him again. 

I thought of Eeggie's baby-words, 'I jshall always want 
father and my Dear; ' and I could not help thinking tliat 
Olga might be wrong. 

The next morning Basil took Eeggie down to St. Genetto 
to see Lizette, while Olga and I completed our packing. They 
drove there and back, so as to save the child any fatigue. 
Then botK looked wonderfully bright on their return. 

'Lizette was quite bewildered at first/ Basil said, laughing; 
* she took Reggie for me. We could not make her understand 
for a lonff time. Reggie w«w quite alarmed. " Reggie is 
Reggie I '' he kept saying; so at last she was convinced. '' He 
is thy image, mon chert'* she said presently. " I am grow- 
ing old; my eyes are dim. I thought surely it was mon 
petit.'* Ah, well, we have left her happy, poor old soul I so 
it IS a good morning's work, after all.' 

We sat in the little grove all the afternoon, and Jeanne 
Eerved us our coffee there. I missed Olga after A time, and 
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Basil said he would go in search of her. He seemed to Icuow 
instinctively where she was to be found. 

It was growing late, so I dressed Beg^e and mysell The 
fiacre was at the door, and Jules and Jeanne were bringing 
J with his mistress. I felt a little 



out the luggage. RoUo was ^ 

anxious at Olffa's delay, and went out in the lane to look for 

her. She and Basil were just coming down the field-path.' 

*There^ is Aunt Catherine,' I heard her say; and they 
quickened their steps. 

I thought Olga seemed a little excited. She slipped her 
hand in my arm as I stood waiting for the luggage to be 
strapped on the fiacre. The sun -was just setting; a sort of 
glorified stillness seemed to prevade the scene. How peace- 
lul it all looked — the old house, with its brown shutters, its 
open windows; the court-yard with its sycamore; the steep, 
shady lane; the cornfields! There were the chickens scratcriT 
ing in the dust as usual; the gray and white kittens frisking 
on the doorway; Jeanne clattering to the gate with one pack- 
age after another. 

Basil assisted us into the fiacr^ in silence^ and then followed 
us and took Heggie on his knee. 

' Good-by ioLs\, Maisonnette I ' exclaimed Olga, as Jules 
cracked his whip. Her voi^e was so sad that we both looked 
at her. Were there 'tears- in her eyes, or was it only the sun- 
light ? ' Good-by to La Maisonnette, and the dear, beautiful 
days that have been so happy I ' 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

'AULD LANG SYNE.' 

* But I am constant as the northern star. 
Of whose true-fixed and resting quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament.* 

''Julius Cceaar.- 

• He has my heart yet, and shall have my prayers 
While I shall have my life.' ^ _ 

'Henry VIi^: 

We had a calm passage, and the September night was so 
warm and pleasant that we remained late on deck. Olga 
seem^ to enjoy pacing up und doAvn in the starlight. She 
yielded reluctantly to my proposition at last to seek our 
berths* and secure two of three hours' sleep; but, after all. 
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more than I had; only the viyid briehtness'of his eyes, and 
the quick, energetic voice, recalled the Bobert Fleming of 
old. He had grown gray, too; but I had known that beiore. 

More than one person had papsed and had looked at us 
curiously; every moment some door opened into t}>e conidor. 

'We cannot stop here/ I said hurriedly. 'Our sitting- 
room is just by; wul you come in ? ' 

* I will come by-and-by,' he returned rather absently; ' but 
there is a friend I must see first. Number eighty-four. Yes, 
that was what they told mo downstairs.' 

' Number eighty-four is our sitting-room/ 1 observed, smil- 
ing. 

He looked so perplexed at this that I was about to explain, 
when an exclamation behind us made us turn quickly. Basil 
was springing up the staircase three steps at a time. 

'So you have come ?' was all he said; but the look the two 
men interchanged, and the wav they grasped each other's 
hand, was enoug'. to tell me wliat they were to each other. 
As for Mr. Fleming's face, it was illuminated. 

' My dear boy, have I ever failed to come when you sent 
for me ? ' 

'Never — ^never, my dear old friend] 

' Basil, do you mean to tell me that you sent for Mr. Flem- 
ing?' 

'Why, of course!' with an astonished look at me. 'I told 
you that I telegraphed from St. Croix. Have you forgotten 
that. Aunt Catherine ? ' 

But before I could ancrwer, Mr. Fleming interrupted us; he 
was looking from one to the other in the utmost perplexity. 

' Do you know this lady, Basil ? She used to be a friend of 
mine ih the old time.' 

'So shejold me. Look here, Mr. Fleming: you ought to 
have waited for -my letter — it would have explained every- 
thing — instead of rushing up to TjOndon in this impulsive 
way. I was thinking about you just now as I was smoking 
in the square. " I shouldn't wonder if the dear old man puts 
in an appearance to-night," that was what I .said to myself; 
and then, as I came upstairb, I saw you and Aunt Catherine 
together.' 

' My dear boy, will you answer my question ? Are you a 
relative of my old friend. Miss Sef ton ? ' 

But, after all, I would not let Basil answer. 

' He is Virginia's son 1 ' I returned quickly. ' Basil is her 
boy, arid mine. He is our father's neir — ^nis own lawful 
grandson; and it is you-— you wjio have cherished our boy all 
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these years! Thank God that we have met at last^ and I can 
thank yon for all your goodness to Basil! ' 

He was very, much surprised.; he grew quite pale with 
emotion. I do not think he could have heard such news and 
not be moved by it. 

' Come/ said Basil, throwing his arm lightly over his shoul- 
ders, ^we cannot; stand out here any longer talking about our 
private affairs. There is only Miss Leigh in the sitting-room, 
and she knows everything. Come in. Aunt Catherine,' and 
we foUowdd him at once. 

Olga certainly looked -surprised at our abrupt entrance; 
but at Basil's first word she came up to Mr. Fleming and gave 
him her hand. 

' Yon are Mr. Basil's friend,' she said in her ptetty ^rlish 
way. ' Oh, we know all about you ; he is always talking of 
you! I am so glad that you have come at last; it is a great 
pleasure — is it not. Aunt Catherine ? ' and then she gave me 
a quick, loving look. ' Now I must go to Beggie; and thero 
is so much that vou three will have' to say to each other; ' 
and before anv ei us could stop her she had left the room. 

I sat down oy the open window, and left Basil undisturbed 
to tel][ his story. Mr. Fleming made him go back to the be- 
ginning. He described his life in the pavilion; his first, 
meeting with Olga; our kindness to Eeggie; the child's Ul- 
nesB, and all that followed; Pdre Lefevre's story; and the 
visit to Lizette Dupont. 

*Ah, poor Lizette! 1 remember her well!' observed Mr. 
Fleming, with miich feeling. ' She was a faithful creature. 
But for her you would have fared badly, BasiL How strange, 
how marvellous, it all seems! To think all these vears I &d 
a Sef ton living under my roof; that the boy I tho^uffht was 
friendless and penniless was the heir to Brookfield Hall! 
Leave me to think over it for a moment; your story has al- 
most taken my breath away.' 

*Aunt Catherine shall make us some tea,' returned Basil 
gayly. ' I am thirsty with so much talking. I have had more 
than my share.' Then, as he followed me to the table, he 
said curiously : ' What was the waiter saying to you just now ? 
was it about Miss Leigh ? ' 

* Yes; Olga had pencilled me a little note. Begne was 
awibke and she could not leave him, so she wished us all good<- 
night. The jchambermaid had brought her some tea, and she 
was quite comfortable, and she saia again how glad she was 
Mr. Fleming had cpme.' 

' Miss Leigh knows Exactly when to efface bereelt Yes, it 
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— ' but you have both got the same clear^ earnest look — what 

Jessie calls a trustable look/ 
\ My dear, I am very much obliged to you and Jessie/ 
' He is not young, of course — ^his hair is quite gray. How 

old did you say he was ? ' 
' Mr. Fleming must be fifty; his work has aged him.' 

* Yes; and then his life has not been a happy one.' 

* We do not know that, Olga,* rather quickly. 

*Do we not?'— with a little lau^h. 'Well, I must not 
keep you here talking. I suppose he is coming again to- 
morrow ? ' 

'I do not know why you should suppose any such thing; 
but for once you happen to be correct.' 

' It would be very strange if he did not come. He and 
Mr. Basil must want to be together.' 

' Oh yes, of course; ' and then she kissed me affectionately 
and let me ^o. 

I was glad to be alone with my own thonshts. After all 
these years God had granted me my wish : i had looked in 
. the face of Eobert Fleming again — the man to whom 1 had 
pliffhted my ^rlish troth, for whose sake I had lived single-^ 
and the meeting had not disappointed me. I had seen the 
quick flash of joy in his eyes as he pronounced my name. 
Would he have called me Catherine in that momentary con- 
fusion if the past had been wholly obliterated from his mi ad ? 
if the girl Catherine had been forgotten? I held to this 
thread of comfort firmly, when the cold waters of common- 
Sense came to damp my enthusiasm. 

Let me confess it : 1 did not long remain happy. Many a 
woman of my a^e has these sudden chills of introspection and 
retrospection, these dim brooding moods, when we are brought 
face to face with our inner selves, when we look with dreary,, 
pitying eyes on our dead youth, on the hopes that lie in faded 
neaps like autumn leaves. All those years, in which we misht 
have been so happy— does not the strain run after tnat 
fashion ? All those, fresh womanly feelings wasted in wait- 
ing for something that never came — in that wistful watching 
that too often ends in heart-sickness and despair! 

After all, if he had cared for me as I had cared for him, 
would he not have trampled down his pride under foot and 
came back to me— not in my father's lifetime, perhaps, but 
when his death had set me free ? And— and — I will write it 
liere — I had expected him month after month, and yotr after 
year, and he had made no sign ! No; he had never come back 
to the Catherine he had so tenderly loved, whoin, strong man 
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fts he was, it almost broke his heart to give np I Bnt in my 
inmost -mind I had not been an^ry with him. It was his 
notion of honor — strained and misplaced^ perhaps/but still 
a sense of honor — that had refused to seek out the heiress. 
Most likely he thougjht himself forgotten. He had not loved 
again^ that was certain; and this knowledge, poor and meagre 
as it was, was the abiding sweetness of my life. 

What poor creatures we women are ! We can bear disap- 
pointment; suspense^ unhappiness^ but we cannot endure that 
one whom we love should forget us. Np; this one thing we 
cannot bear I 

It was some time before I could reason and school myself 
into calmness; as the bitter waters of the past, t)iat had sub- 
merged all my youthful hopcs^ seemed to rise again before my 
eyes, a sort of dual voice seemed to oppose vague utterances. 

'After all, you have had a happy life/ one seemed to say. 
'Many women have to do without love and marriage — it is 
Kismet, Fate, the will of God. You have had your freedom, 
wealth, plenty of work, friends to cheer your leisure.' 

'Yes, but I have been lonely through it all,' murmured 
that other unbidden voice. ' I have had no strong arm to 
lean upon; all my life I have wanted my other self. When 
I have seen wives with their husbands, mothers with their 
children, I have felt my freedom an irksome thing, my wealth 
mere emptiness. The will of God I Ah, well, you are right. 
It may be so; but I think our heavenly Father knows why 
the eyes of women are so often dim, and their tears do not 
make Him angry.' 

' Most likely you have cared for Hobert Fleming more tha^ 
he has cared lor you,' went on the voice; ' this reflection 
ought to humiliate jon. A little while ago yoa had settled 
to make him your heir.' 

'I do not feel humiliated; such a reflection would not 
trouble me for a moment. What does it matter on which 
side the love lies ? He was my master once, and taught me 
all I knew of good; I had no religion until he instilled it; I 
owe my better self to him— to his high-minded example; he 
loved me once : that is sufficient.' 

' This is mere sophistical nomsense. At your age one snould 
think more wisely. 

' It is the truth, and I know no other. As long as Bobert 
Fleming lives, the world will be richer to me. I ask nothing 
from him but friendship, esteem, a kindly recollection of the 
past; more would embarrass — would trouble me — would dis- 
tnrb my sense of fitness, I neither ask nor desire it; but if 
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I could onljr do him some good, I think I should die happier; * 
and with this curious confession of womanly faith I triumphed 
oyer my dissentient voice. 

I ^ew quite reasonable at last, and chided myself in earnest 
for the hours I had wasted in fruitless regrets. ' Yoii are not 
the only one/ I said to myself severely, * whom Heaven has 
deprived of complete satisfaction in this world. There are 
so many widowea lives — ^meek, uncomplaining ones — lives so 
patiently borne that even the angels must wonder at them, 
and you — ^vou have had so many blessings; ' and then, touched 
and humbled, I knelt down to say my tnanksgivin^, and after 
that I slept as sweetly as ever; ana when morning came I 
woke quite happily, for was I not going home with Basil ? 
and was that not liappiness enough ? besides which — but I 
have written enough on that subj'ect. 

When we meet at breakfast it was Basil who looked as 
though ho had not slept. He did not deny the charge. 

' One can't stand so much excitement,' he said, laughing 
rather nervously. 'I suppose that long talk unsettled me, 
and then I kept thinking about my mother. I cannot help 
dreading the meeting. What am 1 to say to her, and she to 
me, when we are strangers to each other ? ^ and then he broke 
off as Olga came into the room with Be^gie, and it seemed a 
relief to him to take the little fellow in his arms. Poor Basil! 
I could feel for him; it was terribly embarrassing. 

Mr. Fleming came quite early. Basil took Beggie half 
across the park to meet him, and they all came in together. 
Basil had almost lost that fagged, harassed look. As soon as 
Mr. Fleming had shaken hands with us, Basil accosted me 
ftagerly : 

°Aunt Catherine, such a jcapital idea has come into my head : 
why should not Mr. Fleming come down with us to Brook- 
field?' 

' To Brookfield ? ' I faltered. 

' Yes; it will make things easie* for all of us. I should like 
it. I shall feel more like myself if he is there to back me up; 
and my mother ought to see him, you know.' 

'My dear boy, it is you who- are master; you may surely 
ask whom you will to your own house.' 

'I never thought of that,' with a flush; 'and I will do 
nothing without your permission. Shall he come. Aunt 
Catherine?' 

' If he will be so good,* I returned, smiling. 

Mr. Fleming had remained silent; but I could see this wish 
on Basil's part touched him profoundly. 
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'Will you come, Mr. Fleming?' 

' Go and ask him, Keggie,| whispered Basil in his boy's ear; 
and the child, in his ready, sweet obedience, ran up to himi 
Mr. Fleming stooped over him. 

* What is it, my little fellow ? ' he said gently. 

* Reggie wants you to come, and father, too, and my Dear 

'looking round for Olga, 'and Aunt Cathie,' for he could 

not pronounce my name. 

* What, all— everybody ? I think I must come, Reggie; 
father's wishes have always been paramount with me. But 
this young lady,' looking at Olea with kindly, observant eyes, 
'I think you made a mistake there;' and then he put down 
the child and walked to the window; and, after a moment's 
hesitation, Basil followed him, and they talked earnestly to- 
gether; and, though Olga and I could not hear what they 
were saying, there was a pleased look on Mr. Fleming's face 
— a bright, happy look that told us volumes. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

'welcome home, my DEAB.' 

•O Lord ! mjr boy, my Arthur, noy fair son f 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 
My widow comfort, and "my sorrow's cure.' 

* King JohnJ* 

* O Lord, that lends me life. 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness.' 

Second Part of * Henry IV: 

Just before we started, I found myself alone with Mr. 
Fleming. I had gone upstairs to put on my bonne|;, and on 
mj return to the sitting-room I saw him' standing at the 
window apparently lost in thought. 

My entrance roused him. As he came toward me, I noticed 
that he looked younger and brighter than he had yesterday. 
His shoulders seemed to have lost their stoop. He seemed 
alert — full of animation. 

* I am glad to have an opportunity of speaking to you,' he 
began quickly. ' I am afraid my bov has been a Tittle impul- 
sive. Are you sure that I shall not be in the way-r-that Mrs. 
Lyndhurst will not think it an intrusion ? ' 

*1 can answer for Virginia's welcome as well a9 ifty own,' 



1 



I returned gravely. 'Mr. Fleming, cannot you understand 
how deeply we are indebted to you? You liav6, been our 
benefactor as well as Basil's. When Virginia learns how all 
these years you have been guarding her treasure, there will ' 
be no limit to her gratitude? 

' You must not say such things to me. Miss Sef ton. It 
troubles me .to hear them. 

* Then they shall not be said. I would not hurt you for 
the world. Let me tell yoxi instead how glad I am for Basil's 
sake that you are with him at this crisis of his life.' 

' He is very nervous about this meeting with his mother,' 
he said thoughtfully. ' He has confessed to me that he dreads 
it beyond everything. It is unfortunate that Mrs. Lyndhurst 
would never consent to be photographed, for he cannot pic- 
ture her in the least. He seemed ouite surprised when I told 
him what a handsome girl she usea to '>e.' 

' That is because your description does not tall^ with ours. 
Eight and-twenty years ago, I grant you, Virginia was a 
beautiful creature. When you see her, you will not recognixe 
her as you recognized me/ 

' Is sue 80 changed ? * 

'Changed! that is not the word. Strangers have often 
told me that it made their hearts ache only to look at her. 
Her troubles have been too much for her. Her nerves have 
suffered/ 

' I understand — Basil told me a great deal last night/ 

' He says very little about his mother to me, and 1 am half 
afraid to question him. I should like to know what he really 
feels about her.' 

' It is difficult to judge,' he replied after a moment's hesita- 
tion. ' He is very guarded. He does not speak openly even 
to me. I can see he feels her desertion of him in his helpless 
infancy very keenly, and yet no word of blame passes his 
lips; but it has chilled him. No, you must not grieve/ as the 
toirs rose to my eyes, and he looked at me very kindly. ' It 
is only natural ho should feel it, but we must hope that 
mother and son will soon be drawn together/ 

' I think if she fails to win his love, my poor Virginia will 
break her heart. Any coldness on Basil's part will crush her. 
Mr. Fleming, will you tell him so ? I have gone through So 
much that I feel I can bear no more.' 

' I would willingly spare you all pain if I could/ he returned 
gently; 'but pardon me, I think I understand Basil better 
than you do. We must leave him to himself; he has a ^ood 
Jxeart. We must trust that. Any advice would only embar- 
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rass him. Yon saw for yourself last night how hard it is for 
him to take even a word from me. It has always been like 
that — his pride has been his bane/ 

* He has never been proud with me/ 

* That is because you are so gentle with him. I can see for 
myself how much influence you have with him already. Ho 
was talking to me about you last night. He thinks there is 
no one like you. You would have been pleased to hear him.' 

'Mr. Fleming, will you tell me one thing: Is it your opin- 
ion that Basil is to blame at all with regard to his wife ? ' 

He looked sorry that I had asked the question. He hesi- 
tated, and seemed unwilling to answer. 

' You have put a very difficult question. I should have 
liked you to judge for yourself. Basil is very much to be 
pitied. No one could deny that he leads a wretched lifis with 
that poor girl; but it has always been my opinion that he 
might have done more for her in the beginning.' 

' I am afraid he has ceased to love her.' 

' It was never real love,' he returned warmly. ' It was just 
a young man's fancy for a handsome girl that would have 
cooled m a month or two. He very soon grew weary of her. 
A woman of her calibre could never hold him long. When I 
first saw her, I knew there would bo no happiness for him in 
the future. Poor boy! he needed more than she could give 
him, and yet she loved him with all the strength of her un- 
disciplined nature/ 

' You think that Aline loves him. Basil assures me that 
she is quite indifferent — that she seldom speaks to him.' 

'That comes of her sullen temper. She is jedoxis, too; 
and she knows that she has forfeited all claims to his respect. 
I believe in her way the poor girl suffers terribly. She has 
fits of remorse that are quite distressing to witness. I believe 
if Basil spoke kindly to her then she would be ready to die 
for him^ but he has lost all heart and interest. He tells me 
that he never troubles himself now about her moods/ 

'Mr. Fleming, you will think me hard, too; but I am afraid 
I take Basil's part. How is he to bear with such a woman ? ' 

' You have not seen her,' he answered quickly. ' I should 
not be surprised if she^ interested you in spite of yourself; 
there are possibilities even in her nature, poor thing! She is 
the victim of others' sins; an hereditary taint is in her 
blood. Her brother knows this, and pities and shields her; 
it is only her husband who has no mercy.' 

* But what would you have him do ? He is going to bring 
her home.' 

18 



274 THE SEARCH FOR BASIL LYNDBURST. 

'Yes, lie will bring her home; but will lie be good to her ? 
Will he Watch over her, and keep the deadly poison away ? 
Will he try to wean her from her fatal habit by surrounding 
her with other influences, and teaching her self-respect ? WiU 
he stay with her instead of rushing away to seek distraction 
for himself, and taking his boy witn him ? Miss Sefton, you 
must not think me hard; my heart bleeds for him; but right 
ii right. Basil has made tliat girl his wife, and he must do 
his duty by her, as other men have done theirs. It is no 
question of love; it is clear, manifest duty. This is what I 
have told him, and he does not contradict me.' 

' No, he will not contradict you; but his life will be terribly 
difficult — and he is so young.'^ 

' She is young, too.' 

' Yes, I know;' and then we could saiy no more, as we heard 
Basil's voice outside. 

I was glad to have had even this brief talk. I knew now 
what were Mr. Fleming's opinions with regard to Aline. In 
some respects they corroborated the impressions I had already 
formed. I felt Basil had not been faultless — his long absences, 
his restless wanderings, his absorption in his boy, had widened 
the breach between husband ana wife. Aline had lost all in- 
centive to self-control; she despaired of regaining ' Basil'? 
love; most likely she was trying to drown her sense of neg- 
lect and wretchedness; but, on the other hand, what super- 
human patience was needed to endure the daily companion- 
ship of such a woman 1 It was- easy for a man like Mr. 
Fleming. to preach the duty he so nobly practised of self- 
abnegation; but for Basil, with his ^nsitive nature, his pride, 
his impatient irritp^bly, it was more difficult; and in my 
heart I could not blame him; and he had already suffered so 
much. 

I think but for Mr. Fleming we should nave been a silent 
party; but he helped us all to feel more natural and at our 
ease. Basil's nervousness seemed to increase as we drew 
toward our journey's end ; he talked fitfully. As we slackened 
speed, Olga, who had been very quiet, suddenly brightened. 

* Oh, there is JemI ' she said. 'Eollo, look!' there is dear 
old Jem I ' and RoUo whined expectantlv, as though he under- 
stood. 

'Is that your brother?' exclaimed Basil; 'I should like to 
shake hands with him. What a fine-looking fellow I ' 

But I doubt if Olga heard him, for she was waving and 
kissing her hand to Jem. I smile now when I recall Jem's 
}ook of astonishment as the two gentlemen followed us out of 
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the carriage. As Basil's dark face peered aver my shoulder, 
I heard Jem whisper in a sort of disgusted aside : 

' Why, you haven't brought that fellow Fleming over with 
you, surely ? ' 

I only hoped it was not audible. 01^ hardly knew how to 
answer, so 1 thought it politic to explain matters, 

* This is my old friend, Mr. Fleming, Jem ; but now let mo 
introduce you to my nephew, Basil Lyndhurst. Basil, this 
is Miss Leigh's brother, of whom you Imve heard so much.' 

Jem's face was a study as they shook hands rather* stiffly. 
The whole thing was so droll that Olga and I began to laugh ; 
but this did not mend matters. 

"* i was not aware you had a nephew. Miss Sef ton,' replied 
Jem> in a dignified manner, and turning very red. (He had 
never called me anything but Aunt Catherine for years.) ' I 
am very glad to make your acquaintance, Mr. Lyndhurst. 
Olga, I have got a truck for your luggage. I thought you 
would like the walk up to Fircroft.' 

'Yes, I will come, Jem. Dear Aunt Catherine, good-by 
until to-morrow I Give my love to Mrs. Lyndhurst.' 

'But you will bring Jem with you to-morrow, Olga? I 
want him and Basil to be good friends.' 

'I will bring him if he will^come. Qood-by, Mr. Basil! 
Good-by, my darling Reggie!' kneeling on the ground to 
kiss him. 

Jem watched these proceedings a little stonily. When she 
had finished, he took off his hat to us all with a ^nd sweep, 
and drev Olga's hand through his arm, and hurried her away. 
I smiled to myself as I looked after them. Poor Olga! she 
would have some trouble in soothing him. Jem was not one 
to like mysteries; he had been too much taken by surprise, 
and he was ruffled in consequence. Basil made a little speech 
presently that amused me still more. 

' Mr. Leigh seems rather haughty for such a frank-looking 
fellow. On the whole, he did not seem quite pleaded with me.' 

'You don't know Jem,' was my reply; 'he will be quite 
different to-morrow. He thinks Olga ought to have prepared 
hir^; he hates surprises. Never mind; there is our faithful 
old Jennings with the carriage. You must speak to. him, 
Basil.' 

Basil's nervousness seemed to return as he seated himself 
beside me, for Mr. Fleming insisted on taking the opposite 
place. Olga looked up at us as we passed with a tremulous 
little smile, and waved her hand* Jem was still holding her, 
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arm; he raised hifl hat stiffly, with the gravity of a young 
judge. Basil looked back at them once or twice. 

' There is Fircroft/ I said presently; * do you hear the rooks, 
Basil ? Look I we shall turn into the avenue directly — ^you 
can see the Hall now; and — and— welcome home, my dear!' 

He pressed my hand, but did not answer; he had grown 
strangely pale, and there was a strained look in his -^yes, as 
though he were expecting to see some one. How granaly the 
rooks were cawing over our heads — ^as though they were 
greeting the long-lost heir I I doubt whether Basil even heard 
them, any more tlian he noticed the flecks of golden sunshine 
on the grejn turf, of ^the play of light and shadow in the 
branches of the elms. My dear old home I How lovely it 
looked that September afternoon ! My eyes were misty with 
unshed tears; a flood of gratitude^ was in my hetirt. Oh, how 
good Providence had been to us! I looked, at Mr. Fleming; 
his grave answering glance, so full of unspoken sympathy, of 
complete understanding, satisfied me. I was not the only one 
to rejoice that day ! 

The Hall door was wide open ; 1 could see Bonnet's white 
head, with our old housekeeper, Mrs. Larkins, behind him. 
As the carriage stopped, and Eeynolds sprang from the box 
to open the door, 1 saw Marsden cross the hall hurriedly as 
though in search of her mistress. 

I took Basil's hand as we stood together on the threshold; 
he had a dazed look, as though he were in a dream; he ac- 
knowledged the servants' respectful greeting ali..ost mechani- 
cally. 

' Mrs. Lyndhurst is in the drawing-room, ma'am,' Bennet 
said in my ear; and I put my hand on Basil's arm to rouse 
him. 

'Come, my dear, come! Wo must not keep your mother 
waiting; she is an invalid, remember;' and I drew him on. 

Once he stumbled slightly; the hall was dark after the 
sunshiiue outside, and the oak floor slippery to unused foot- 
steps. I felt him draw his breath hard as Bennet opened the 
drawing-room door. And then for the moment I thought I 
was dreaming, too; for the Virginia who stood m the middle 
of the room to receive us was not the Virginia I had left— 
wh-) had lived with me all these years. For a second I did 
not recognize her. 

The frail graceful figure that seemed always bowed by 
some mysterious weakness was erect and tall; in place of the 
straight black folds of her widow-like stuff dress, she wore 
black velvety and that in spite of the summer warmth, A 
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litfle Tieaa-dress of costly lace just shaded the silvery haip, 
and as I crossed the room 1 could see she had a diamond 
ornament at her throaty and that her hands were hlazing with 
diamond rings — Virginia, who had not worn jewels for five- 
and-twenty years! But how deathly was the marble paleness 
of her face as she stretched out her hands tremblingly to her 
boy. 

' My son — my own soni ' 

'Mother!' 

Just that one word, uttered under his breath, as though 
that low passionate utterance compelled response and recog- 
nition; and as she looked up in his face with those pleading 
eyes, he stooped and kissed her quietly, reverently on the 
check. He told me afterwards that the touch of that cold 
thin cheek gave him a sort of shock. As for Virginia, that 
timid, quiet caress from the full-grown man, who was her son 
and yet a stranger, seemed to unseal the pent-up emotion; 
she trembled so violently that^I thought she would have fallen^ 
and Basil ouickly put his arm round her and drew her to a 
seat. She Kept hold of his hand. 

* You are very kind,' she gasped. ' Will you sit down beside 
me? you are so tall' — ^trying to smile — 'and I — I want to 
see my son.' 

He obeyed her at once, but He seemed nervous and embar- 
Tassed under that long fixed look. As for me, I knew what it 
meant; the mother's eyes were seeking some resemblance she 
feared to see. Oh, she had found it ! 

* Catherine I ' How well I knew that sharp thinness of voice ! 
* Catherine, he is like Paul! It is Paul's mouth — ^his hand- 
some mouth — and he has his father's chin. Yqu told me in 
your letter that there was no likeness: you are wrong; and, 
look, he has Paul's hand ! — I should have known that hand 
anywhere ! ' 

* What does it matter?' I returned, somewhat alarmed at 
this; 'Basil does not take after his father in anything else.' 

No'— after a moment's hesitation — ^'and, after all, I am 
glad that it should be so; it makes him still more my son. I 
can see the likeness for myself. Basil ' — how softly and ten- 
derly she pronounced his name! — 'you must not mind any- 
thing I have said. I have suffered so much; and all these 
years, these long, cruel years, I have been childless.' 

'Yes, I know;' but he did not look at her as he spoke. 

I could see his position tried him terribly-=-that he did not 
know what to say to her. "Whose fault was it that ho had 
been a stranger to his home all those years ? that he liad beeu 
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forsaken in his helpless infancy and cast upon the compassida 
of strangers ? Could he tell her so ? But the thought woul4 
not he l^nished ; it kept him silent. 

An agonized expression crossed Tirginia's face^ as though 
she read his silence truly. 

' Catherine, do you see ? he has nothing to say to me I My 
son turns from me — from me, his mother! He has hardened 
his bjart against me because of that past sin of mine! lie 
has judged me already; and I— what shall I do ? * 

She wrung her hands, and it was pitiful to see her poor 
quivering face. It was too much for Basil; he started up, 
and began pacing the room. It was some minutes before he 
could calm himself sufficiently to speak to her, and all the 
time she sat, poor soul I watching him, and sighing as thouf 1| 
her heart would break. Presently he came back to us.^^ 

' Mother,' he said almost harshly, but I saw he had some 
difficulty in keeping himself in hand, ' you ought not to have 
said that — that should never have been mentioned between 
you and me. What is past is past. You are wrong; vour 
son does not judge his mother; he has too many sins of his 
own.' 

He sank down on the couch beside her and covered his face 
with his hands; his strong young frame seemed shaking with 
emotion. 

* Virginia,' I said gently, 'Basil is right; you ought not to 
have spoken to him in that way. He does not wish to re« 
member the past; you must never recall it to him. - It is a 
new life that is beginning for you both to-day — ^a new and 
happier life.' 

' Is it ? ' she returned softly, and she laid her hand on his 

arm. She was his mother, but she dare not vienture on a 

closer caress. ' Yes, I know; for this my son was dead, and 

is alive again: he was lost, and Is found.' 
* ♦ * * 

We ffrew calmer by degrees. Basil was the first to recover 
himself. I saw by his manner that he was anxious to e^ce 
the impression from Virginia's mind, to place things on a 
more natural footing. She had entreated nim with tears to 
forgive her, and his answer had soothed her. 

* It is not for a parent to ask forgiveness of a child,' he had 
said. ' My fathers sins have been so great that I wonder you 
do not hate me for my likeness to him. Do not let there be 
any such questions between us.' 

' Then vou do forgive me, Basil ?' 

'What! again, mother? And, after all, I fiave no right; 
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but, if you wOl have it, I freely f ir/^iYe you. Now tliai is 
finished, and we will never refer to it again. And I want you, 
to see my boy; you have two children, you know!' 

'Your boy I' and her manner was a Httle bewildered. 

Had she forgotten all t had told her in my letteor of Basil? 
unhappy marriage ? 

' Yes— Eeggie. Will you fetch him, Aunt Catherine t Do 
you mind ? I do not know my Way about tue house;' and I 
went willingly. 

It was some mini tes before I returned to the room; I 
thought it was better to leave them together* On our way * 
through the hall I endeavored to impress on Beggie's mind 
that he was going to see his grandmother. 7 wanted him to 
say the word after me, but he refused. 

' Too long:/ he said, shaking his head; ' Reggie don't like it ! ' 

1 am afraid we had all spoiled him, and indulged his child- 
ish whims. He was dressed in his white sailor's suit, and, in 
Fite of the Ibss of his hair, he looked so delicately pretty that 
knew how Virginia jvould admire him. His erect little 
fi^re was so trim and graceful; he carried his head with such 
dimity, and he was such a friendly, loving little creature. 

He marched up straight to his father.and stood beside him, 
looking with childish curiosity at Virrinia's pale face. 

' Is Uiat lady Reggie's Gran ? ' he asked at last. 

* Yes, dear. WiU you give her a kiss ? ' 

It was evident Reggie did not relish the idea of the kiss; 
but he was accustomed to obey his father's slightest word, so 
he put up his face at once. 

*How do you do. Gran?' he said gravely; and Virginia 
caught him in her arms and burst into tears. 

Reggie regarded her with astonished eyes. 

'Has any one been naughty, father?' he asked in great 
perplexity. ' Why does Gran cry ? ' 

'Let me cry, darling; it does me good. Oh, Cathy, Cathy! 
look at this dear little face, and think — ^think of that little 
child I never saw — that lonely little child who never knew his 
mother!' and for a little while she sobbed bitterly, and 
refused to be comft)rted. 

Reggie looked so frightened that Basil took him on his 
knee, and after a time we were obliged to send him away. 
Virginia was becoming hysterical; her frail form could ill 
support her overcharged feelings. It was Basil who proposed 
sending for Mr. Fleming — I had not once thought of him. 1 
was a little dubious as to the result, but, as it proved, Basil^ 
wafl right. 
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t He Iiad been accustomed to all forms of mental distrefis; 
\Ae yery first words as he took her hand seemed to aootb 
bfir. 

' All this has been too much for you/ he said gently. * You 
have no strength left to thank God for the great blessing He 
has vouchsafed you to-day. Miss Sefton^ I think you must 
give your sister some wine, and then she will feel better; ' and 
without heeding her wild sobs he said a few grave, stronfl 
words that seemed to lift her out of her self-abasement and 
place her on a higher level. 

It was wonderful to h^ yx aim tallu He seemed to under- 
stand just how she felt. 

^ Basil,' he said, turning to him by-and-by, ' you have a grand 
task befere you : vou have to compensate your mother for aU 
her past unhappiiiess; you have to win her love and confi- 
dence,' 

* The lovQ is won already,' she returned, with a wan smile. 
'So much the better,' he returned heartily, *But, Mrs. 

Lyndhurst, your son needs something more than love at you^ 
hand — he will want real nelp and .sympathy. He has told 
you about his wife ? ^ 

' No,' she said timidly, ' There has been no time, and I 
have troubled him so ; but Catherine said something in her 
letter. You are not happy, Basil ? ' 

* No, mother, I am not happy. Aline is a great trouble to 
me.' 

' Aline — is that your wife's name ? My dear, you must tell 
me everything, and I will help you. We -will both help him 
— will we not, Catherine ? There is nothing — ^u6thing we 
will not do. You shall not be unhappy, my son, if your 
mother can prevent it. There will be no sacrifice too great— 
you may be sure of that,' 

* Will you do something for me now, mother?* taking her 
hand. 

It was pathetic to see how she brightened every time he 
said that word \ she looked at him with unutterable tenderness 
as he spoke. 

' Yes, surely, Basil.' 

' AVill you go and rest now ? It hurts me to see you look so 
frightfully pale. You are ill, though you do not say so, 1 
should be happier in my mind if you would rest.' 

* I will go, then,' rising at once. Cathy, will you come to 
me presently ? — ^not now; I must be alone a little. Thank 
yot^J my dear/ as Basil gave her hia arm^, and led her to the 
6oor.^ 
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I did not hear what 'she said to him, but there were a lew 
words on her part, and then he stooped over her again and 
kissed her. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

* FRIENDS FOR LIFE.* 

Who reverenced his consoience as his being.* 

Tennyson. 

* Those fn'ends thou iiast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple ^eni to tliy soul witli hoops of steel/ 

I was perfectly aware of the reason that made Mr. Fleming 
remember suddenly that he had an important letter to write 
before the evening post. Like Olga, he knew when to efface 
himself; some unerring intuition told him that I should prefer 
to be alone with Basil. The moment the door closed after 
him, I went up to Basil and took his two hands. 

•Well, my dear?' 

He looked at me with an expression that was difficult to 
define — a curious mingling of pleasure and sadness. 

'Aunt Catherine/ he said slowly, ' I am glad my mother is 
like that.' 

' Oh, Basil ! Really and truly ? Then you are not disap- 
pointed in her ? ' 

'No'— urawing a long breath — 'but you must not question 
me too closely; you must give me time. Do you not see' — 
very gravely — ' what a trial this has been to both of us — to 
her as well as to me ? One hardly dared to speak for fear of 
wounding the other; there was a barrier across which we 
seemed to look at each other. Thank God it is over — that I 
shall never have to live through such an h6ur again ! ' 

' Dear Basil, I quite understand how you felt.' 

' I think when it came to the point that I would rather 
have walked up to the cannon's mouth than have entered that 
room. All these days I have been saying to myself, " If I 
should be disappointed in my mother ! '' I was growing quite 
morbid over the idea.' 

'Very few men have to pass through such an ordeal; but 
it has ended well.' 

' Yes, it has ended well ; no one could have been kinder. 
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Do you know, Aunt Catherine, I was glad in my heart when 
she spoke of my likeness to my father; it seemed somehow 
more satisfactory; but I would rather have resembled my 
mother/ 

' I am so pleased to hear yon say that/ 

*Why, she is lovely!' he returned qaicklv. 'When she 
spoke, somethinj? in her voice reminded me of you ; but you 
are not really alixo/ 

• Not in the least.' 

' No, there could not be two sisters more unlike each other. 
I can understand now what Mr. Fleming told me about her 
beauty — she is very sweet looking; but of course one can see 
what her life has been; there is one thing I am sure that 
she needs : a son to take care of her.' 
. * My dear, it makes me so happy to hear you talk in this 

way! I was so afraid ' but something in his look warned 

me not to say any more. 

'I know what you were going to say,' he returned; 'but 
that is a forbidden subject; for heaven's sake. Aunt Cather- 
ine, let the dead past bury its dead. Why should we try^ 
disinter the ghastly thing r That is the worst of women, they 
are so fond of moral dissection ; even a good woman knows 
the use of a scalpel.' 

'You are very hard on ua/ pretending to look offended; 
but he was too much in earnest to heed me. 

'Men are more generous; when they forgive, they forgive 
thoroughly, and with no arridre-pens^e ; that is how I feel 
about things. We must wipe out the past; there must be no 
allusion lo it — no painful remembrance: this is what I feel 
strongly. Do you not see how much need I have to forget ? 
If I hag lived here under my mother's roof, I should never 
have met Aline. I— I dare not think of it;' there was a 
cloud upon his face as he spoke — a concentrated bitterness in 
his voice; then he recovered himself: 'For pHy's sake let me 
keep that thought away f it would madden me to think of 
what might have been. Aunt Catherine,' looking at me wist- 
fully, ' I want to be a better sort of fellow; I want to dp my 
duty, and not to think of my own happiness. You must Help 
me with Aline. You must keep me up to things; neither 
she nor I must disgrace my mother, who has suffered so much 
all her life.' 

I was so touched that I could ^ot' answer him; if only Mr. 
Fleming had heard him! 

'Do not let us talk any more/ he said presently; 'all this 
has taken it out of me; I feel dead tired^ as though I had 
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walked twenty miles. Will you come out in the garden ? a 
little fresh air will do me good; do you mind ? ' 

As though I minded anything I He opened the glass-door, 
and we stepped out on the lawn. I showed him everything; 
the Lady's Walk, and my favorite Elizabethan garden, witn 
the sun-^ial and peacocks. He wanted to fetch Reggie at once 
to see them; but I told him the child would be having bis 
tea in the nursery, and beg^d him not to disturb him. I 
could see Heggie was in his thoughts perpetually. 

'Fancy the little chap chasing butterflies over that lawn I' 
he said once, ' and bow pleased he will be with the honey- 
suckle arbor! He must nave a warden of his own — that little 
bed we passed just now. And ne will take up his flowers to 
see how they grow! alid he will water them six times a day 
out of his new watering-pot; can't you fancy him doing it ?' 
Then, by-and-bv: f That was a velvet dress my mother wore, 
was it not ? I always had a fancv for velvet. Don't you 
think Beg might have a velvet suit with a lace collar ? he 
would look like a picture! I saw a little boy once drened 
like that, and it struck me .then how it would suit Begde.' 

'Oh yes, he would look lovely,' and, just to humor him, I 
disQussed the tiTal merits of ruby and dark-blue velvet. I 
saw that he was trying to fling off his grave mood. When 
we had explored the garden, and I wanted him to come in 
and see the house, he shook his head. 

' I could not take in any more to-day,' he said wearily, * and 
it is so delicious out here! jjet us take a turn in the avenue 
and listen to those black-coated fellows. Hark ! what is that V 
as the sudden pealing of bells broke on our ears. 

'It is Mr. Jjeigh^ thouffhtfulness,' I cried breathlessly. 
'Olga had told him, and he has just got the ringers together.' 

' Do you mean it is for me ? ' looking <^uite scared. 

'Yes, dear; it is in your honor. It is a welcome to the 
lieir — ^the young squire of Brookfleld. If they had known, 
Basil — ^if we had^ven them time — all your tenants would have 
been at the station to receive you. There would have been 
triumphal arches and flags; the Oddfellows, with their band; 
and the vicar— at least, the curate-in-charge — would have 
made you a speech.' 

'Oh, Heaven forbid!' he returned, quitie shocked at the 
idea. ' I could not have undergone it.' 

I could not help laughing at his evident discomposure. 
With all his pride, ne had not a spark of vanity; there was 
nothing little in his nature; his faults were big glaring faults, 
but there was no meanness. 
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'All the same, they will feel we have cheated them« We 
must haye a supper and a dance ^or the tenants later on. 
You mu/ b not shrink from your responsibilities/ 

* No/ ne said softly; ' I must face everything. How pleased 
Reggie will be with those bells ! ' 

We were standing in the avenue. I do not know what im^ 
pulse moved Basil to take off his hat and stand bareheaded 
and silent. There was a grave, reverent look on his face. 
* Please God I ' I heard him say, as though speaking to him- 
self. My 'Amen ' was inaudible. 

I was obliged to leave him at last, and go up to Virginia. 
As I passed the library, Mr. Fleming came out. The library 
window commanded a view of the avenue — perhaps he had 
been watching us. 

' Well,' he said, looking at me with smile, ' is the Squire 
pleased with his ovation ? ' 

' He seems rather upset by it all. I cannot get him to look 
over the house, or to pay attention to anything. We must 
leave him quiet for this one day/ 

' His cup is filled to the brim — very little would make it 
overflow. You are right ; we must leave him to get used to 
his position. I will go out to him, and tell him some Leeds 
news — any trivialty that comes into my head.' 

'I have been talking to him about Reggie's frocks.' He 
laughed at that, and we parted. 

I found Virginia lying back on her easy chair, with her 
eyes closed, as though sue, too, were listening to the bells. 
She seemed utterly exhausted, and there was a dark look 
round her mouth; but when she opened her eyes I almost 
started. In place of their wild, haunted look they had the 
happy restfufness of a child. 

^ Cathy, dear Cathy! do you hear the bells.' They arg 
ringing in Basil's honor — to welcome my toy to his nom& 
Good Mr. Leigh! I must thank him for this.' 

* You are happy, Virginia ? ' I asked softly, as I krelt down 
beside her, and looked into her sweet pallid face. 

'Happy! I am suffocated with happiness!' putting her 
hands to her breast. ' Do you know now I felt when ) ? 
kissed me — the first kiss I have ever had from mV child ? Ka 
though I could die with joy ! And when he told me to go 
and rest I felt then that I had a son.' 

' He will be everything to you.' 

' He is nobleness itself. There was not a word of reproach, 
and yet he owes all his unhappiness to hia mother. Did you 
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aee how his face changed when he spoke of his wife ? He \f^ 
terribly unhappy/ 

* I fear he is. 

* I do more than fear it; I am snre of it. There are lines 
in his face that tell their own story. Cathy, I must confess 
something: There was one moment when I shrank from hini. 
—from my own boy — and that was when I saw his likeness to 
Paul.' 

* I am afraid he noticed it.' 

'He shall never notice it again; but for the moment it was 
so strong. There was the beautiful mouth and chin. Paul's 
were modelled like a Greek ^od*s. I shut my eyes for an in- 
stant, and when I looked a^ain it was still there — the likeness 
— only the expression was different; there was no cruel sneer 
on Basil's lips.' 

'No, indeed I' 

'I am glad he is not handsome; there was something dia- 
bolical iu Paul's beauty. But his hand I — there again I nad a 
fresh pang. Do you remember Paul's white, muscular hand 
and fiibert-shapea nails? But^ of course, you saw him so 
little. Basil has his father's hand.' 

* You should not mind these things, Virginia.' 

'I do not I I do not! but for the moment I was overcome. 
He is a grander man than Paul; and he carries his head like 
a kin^. To think my little child has grown into that I All 
this time I have been trying to thank God; but my heart is 
too full for words.' 

* There are no words needed.' 

'No; I just knelt upon the ground, and said nothing. But 
I think I never pr&yed so welL Cathy, I cannot be surprised 
lit anvthing to-day, or I think Mr. Fleming would have sur- 
prised me.' 

' Did you recognize him, Vi ? ' — my old girlish name for her, 

' Not in the least; but when you mentioned his name I said 
to myself: This is Catherine's Mr. Fleming. How gray he 
has ^own ! ' looking at me a little curioujBly ; ' but he is better 
looking now than he used to be.' 

' I never thought of his looks.' 

' I dare say not. How fond you were of each other in those 
old days! Ah, my poor father was cruel about that! You 
were never the same girl after Robert Fleming went away. I 
think no parent has a right to come between two people who 
love each other.' 

'Perhaps not. I am of your opinion, Virginia; but, if you 
please, we will not talk of that old, old story. When you seQ 
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him affain yon mast talk to bim about BasiL Hd is bis boy 
AS well as yours.' 

* Yes, I know; ' but I could see my words paiiied bcr. Sbe 
would be very jealous of ber son's love for others, I knew. I 
think this made her a little cold in her praises of Mr. Flem« 
ine. * But be is a good man, and we owe him a debt of grati 
tude,' sbe finished. ' You must not let me be selfish, Cathy 
— if I could only overcome this lealousy! — but I cannot bear 
to think that he took my place all those years.' 

Poor Virginia! After all, it was not pure unalloyed happi« 
ness. The maternal instinct that bad so long been starved 
and thwarted bad to battle fiercely for its rights. Alas! who 
could rive her back those lost years ? After all, Basil wais 
riffht when he decided that the past must be consigned to 
oblivion: to her dying day the motber's heart would cry out 
for the little child she bad never seen, t tried to {>ersuade 
Virginia to remain quietlv in ber room that evening, but 
neither Marsden nor I could induce her to listen io reason. 
Her son should not take his place at the head of the table 
unless she were there to see i^. I sent for Basil at last, and 
at his first word she yielded. 

'Mother,' he said almost abruptly, 'it would be impossible 
for me to eat my dinner if I saw you sitting at the taole and 
looking ready to faint. If you will stay here quietly I will 
come up and talk to you afterwards.' 

' But you will take your proper place, Basil ?' 

* Not to-night. I shall sit by Aunt Catherine. Why do we 
need this stiff formal dinner ? I shall shock your servants : 
I have no dress clothes. I ordered them this morning; but I 
have only my morning coat.' 

' Bennet will understand. He is such an old servant. Cath- 
erine, remember to-morrow that my son is to be -consulted at 
what hour he wishes to dine! ' 

* My dear mother ' in a protesting voice. 

'You are master here, Basil. No one shall question your 
authority. Neither Catherine nor I will obtrude ourselves, 
my dear,' taking bis band timidly. 'Everything sball ha as 
you wish it.' 

'Your wishes will be mine, mother.* 

'Let us go now, Virginia, and Basil sball come to you by- 
and-by. He has eaten nothing since he bas entered the 
house; ' and then she said no more. 

I was anxious to get him away. He was looking nervous 
and uncomfortable ngain. I knew it pained bim to see bis 
mother eo humble and submissive. It seemed to put them 
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both in a false position. He spoke out this thought as soon 
as the door closed behind us. 

'Aunt Catherine, you must give my mother a hint. I do 
not mean to put Aline in her jSaco or yours. We are circum- 
Btanced strangely. It is not easy to define things. I will 
take my place, but Aline is not fit for hers. You will be jiuit 
as joiuch mistress here as eror. I don't fancy. my mother 
conrprehends the situation.' 

'Perhaps n6t-*-nor, in truth, do I. 

' Things will shape themselves/ he returned in a melan- 
choly voice, and then we entered the dining-room. 

I saw a look of surprise fiit over Bonnet's face as Basil took 
the chair beside me, and Mr. Fleming seated himself opposiio 
to him. As Beynolds handed the soup, I saw Basil look 
round the room at the carved antique furniture, the heavily- 
framed family portraits, the massive fiagons and drinking-oaps 
on the sideboard.. The bells, were still pealing, the rooks wero 
cawing over the tree-tops, the room was sweet with roses and 
heliotrope, a great marble basket of hot-house flowers was in 
the centre of the t^ble. I wonder why Basil looked at it all 
so gravely ? Was he thinking of the bare pavilion ? Of the 
cottage-room at Ilighgate? Of those midnight wanderings 
in Holloway ? Of the parlor behind the shop P And now of 
the goodly heritage that was his ? As I looked at him qaea- 
tionmgly, a flash of his eyes answered me, and then I knew I 
was right. 

As soon as coffee Jiad been served, Basil went up to hio 
mother's room, and I accompanied him to look at Beg^io, 
who was sleeping in his fathers room. I found he had taken 
the cat to bed with him — ^a large snow-white Persian, who 
went by the name of Peter. They both looked so comfortable 
that I had not the heart to disturb them. 

The summer twilight had closed in, and on my return to 
the drawing-room I found that Reynolds had already lighted 
the hanging-lamp, and the soft, warm . light just irradiated 
the centre of the room. Mr. Fleming was standing under it 
with a book in his hand. At that moment I was conscious of 
a strange «hock, a curious revulsion of feeling; a scene out 
of the long-closed past started up before me. Eight-and- 
twenty years ago he had stood just in that spot, when they 
had sent me in to bid him farewell! The s\duging lamp, 
with its pink shade, was casting just the same glow over him, 
only it was early spring, and the room was full of warm fire- 
light. Should I ever forget that evening ? and how, whea 
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that miserable interview was over, he put me from him wheiij 
in my girlish passion, I would have clung to him ? 

' It is the will of God, Catherine,' he sa^d gently, and then 
he left me. 

As these thoughts flashed through my mind, Mr. Fleming 
raised his eyes and looked at me nxedly. I knew then the 
same recollection had occurred to him. He placed a chair 
for me, and stood beside me a moment. 

* I can read your thoughts,' he said very quietly. ' You 
are remembering what neither of us can ever forget. It is 
better to speak of it frankly — it is useless to try and ignore 
it. Yes, it was here, in this room, that I passed the bitterest 
moments of my life. When I closed that door behind me I 
knew I was closing it on my hopes of earthly happiness.' 

I could .not control my voice suflSciently to answer him. 
He was standing just behind me, and it seemed to me as 
though it were the young Robert Fleming who was speaking. 

' It took all my strength to give you up. I remember you 
made it very hard for me to leave you. Ah, well 1 we are 
middle-aged people now; we can boar to look back on the 
past pain. Time is a marvellotis healer — is it not, Cather- 
ine?' 

' Why have you never come to see me ? ' That question 
would rise to my lips in spite of myself. 'All these years 
your old friend has been forgotten.' 

' You do not believe what vou say,' he returned calmly, as 
he took the seat beside me. You have never been forgotten 
by me. No, I have not come — ^that is true; I had my reasons. 
But, all the same, I have seen you from time to time; I have 
assured myself that you were well and happy.' 

'Mr. Fleming 1 what can you mean ?* 

'Forgive me if I do not answer you; a man must keep his 
own counsel sometimes. I have not seen you for years; the 
last time, I think, it was at St. Mark's.' 

'You .knew me I you recognized me I* but I was too much 
abashed to say any more. I f^lt myself blush like a girl — I, 
the middle-aged woman \ 

'I should Know you anywhere;' and there was unmistaka- 
ble tenderness in his voice. 'I preached well that night; I 
felt inspired, lifted out of myself, to know you were there 
listening to me. I wanted to speak to you, to tell you how 
grateful I Ivas, but when I came into the church you had 
gone.' 

' You could not be sure it was 1/ I stammered. ' I had a 
thick veil/ 
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'If I bad needed proof, it was given me. Do yon remember 
tbis?' 

He took ont of bis pocket a tin^ prayer-book tbat looked 
yery mueb tbe worse "for wear; it was bound in Russian 
leatber, and on tbe fly-leaf was written * Catberine Sef ton.' 

' Wby did you keep tbis ? ' I asked, as be took it out of my 
band. 

' Could I embarrass you by returning it ? ' was tbe answer; 
but I knew be was not telling me tbe real reason. I saw tbat 
by tbe conscious look on bis lace. * I bave bad it so long tbat 
I may as well keep it; ' and be put it baek in bis oocket witb 
a fine air of indifference. 

/ Tour visit cbeered me immensely/ be went on * I knew 
tben tbat I bad a friend and well-wisber as Well as St. Mark's; ' 
and as I started and again a painful flusb suffused mj face^ 
be said very earnestly: ' Do you tbink I did not recognize our 
Lady Bountiful ? — ^tbat I did not bless you in my beart as I 
expended tbose generous sums of money P If you only knew 
wbafc a bappiness it bas been to act* as your almoner I I felt 
tben as tbougb you and I were still workingtogetber.' 

You and II Ob^ bow cautious be was ! But be had called 
me Catberine once. 

* But; all tbe same, you never cared to come and see me.' 

' I tbougbt it better not ' — in a low voice. ' Sometimes I 
used to wonder tbat you never married. Do you know you 
bave refused a friena of mine-'-Beaucbamp ? But be com- 
forted himself by taking a wife some ten years a^o. I re- 
member bis cummg to me, and telling me of bis disappoint- 
ment. He was a capital fellow.' 

' You have not married, either.' 

'I have never cared to do so;* btt I fancy be looked re- 
proachfully at me, as tbougb I might have left that unsai4* 
^I bad Basil, you see; I mSde him my chief interest in life.' 

' You must have been lonely when be left you.' 

' Yes, I was pretty lonely; 1 bad got so used to him; I could 
tell the lad anytbi .g. It was a bad business for. me when hji 
wife manifested tbat strange jealousy of his friends— it sepa- 
rated us entirely : Basil begged me to keep away. If I bad 
bad any idea of tbe real cause of his misery I would not bave 
obeyed him, but I never knew until a few weeks ago.' 

' It was wrong of Basil not to tell you.' 

'He could not bear for me to know; but of course, it was a 
mistake. Never mind, I am not bis only friend now : he bas 
. yon and his mother to stand by him.' 

We talked a little more on this subject--about Basil's 
19 
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meeting with his mother. He wanted to hear all ahout it; 
and when I had satisfied him, he said quietly :• 

* Never mind Basil now; you have told me all I wished to 
know; I shall hear the rest from himself. I wanted to know 
something on another subject. Will you tell me about your- 
self, and your sister, and the life you have led all these years ? 
You do not know how much it will interest me.' 

This was said so simply and kindly, and with such an air of 
friendliness, that my troubled consciousness was soothed at 
once. The next minute I found myself talking to him as 
though he were my brother; and there waff so much to tell— ' 
the tragedy of Virginia's home-coming — ^her despair and re- 
morse—my father's death — and our solitary life in the old 
Hall. I described Virginia's strange seclusion — ^her morbid 
fits — the grief that liireatened to prey upon her life. He 
looked at me anxiously. 

' I had no idea of this — ^at least, I had not realized it; it 
must have tried you sadly — such a life ! * 

' I would not let it try me,' I returned ouickly, for I did 
not Avish him to pi.y mo too much. It had Doen m his power 
to help me, and nis foolish man's pride had kept him away. 
After all, men, even the best of them, are such cowards. * I 
had plenty of work: I had Basil's property to manage; I 
became a woman of business; sometimes I went into so- 
ciety; now and then I entertained at the Hall — but that was 
dreary work witho.it Virginia. By-and-by I had Olga to 
help me; I never felt- dull when that dear child was with 
me.^ 

* Olga ?— that is the young lady with the pretty voice. Yes, 
I liked the look of her; she has a sweet face.' 

' Her nature is sweeter still; every one loves Olga; ' and then' 
I stopped, for at that moment Basil came into the room. 

He looked surprised to see me there. 

'It is very late; I thought you would have retired longago^ 
Aunt Catherine. I was obliged to remind my mother of tne 
time. What a long day it has been I' rdther wearily. *\ 
think I must bid you good -night now.' 

* You are very tired, Basil ! ' 
He gave me a queer glance. 

' I think this day has been thrdt days rolled in one — it has 
seemed endless. I suppose if we measured tinie by our feel* 
ings, I should have lived a month since I got up this mom« 
ing. Good-night, Aunt Catherine;' and then, for the first, 
time, he kissed me — ^he seemed to do it natunilly. 

'Poor lad! he is quite worn out^' observed Mr. Fleming., 
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'People who do not know Basil would not give him credit for 
such deep feelings; but you and* I know him better/ 

' Yes, indeed. Good-night, Mr. Fleming/ 

' G ood-niffht ' — and, detaining me a moment : / Thank you 
for all you haye told me this evening; after all, we are old 
friends, Catherine/ 

' I hope so/ . 

'And friends for life, too. Some folks think very lightly 
of friendship; but you and 1 are different sort of people. All 
taese years I have called you my friend.' 

'I am glad of that/ I returned soberly. 

When I entered my room, with the candle still iil my hand, 
I walked up to the pier-glass and gravely regarded myself 
from head to foot. 

What did I see ? A quiet, well-preserved gentlewoman, in 
a gray satin dress, with a figure that had not yet lost its girl- 
ish roundness, and brown hair, with here and there a thread 
of shining silver. 

' So this is Robert Fleming's friend,' I said to myself — * his 
friend for life.' 

But as I looked a sudden mist seemed to obscure the view; 
nnd as I turned away a great cloud of sadness seemed to en- 
velop me, for I knew that I could not strip myself of my 
riches, and that they, and they alone, divided me from the 
tenderest and most faithful heart that ever beat in this world! 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

*THEY ASKED FOR THE SqXJIRE.* 

' You are shy-and proud, like Englishmen/ 

TenKtso:t, 

' * Ood^s goodness has been great to thee ; 
Let never day nor night unhallow'd pass, 
But still remember what the Lord hath done/ 

Second Part of ' Henry 72/ 

Just then there was a knock at the door, and Marsden en- 
tered; the honest creature had come to nnburthen her heart 
of a little of its gladness. She was warmly attached to her 
mistress; with the exception of myself, no one understood 
Virginia so well. I used to marvel at her patience when 
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Virginia was in one of her trying moods. *This is a happy 
day, ma'am/ she began; 'I never thought to see my mistress 
look as she does to-day. I could cry as I think of it, aiid of 
our fine young Squire who has come to his own.' 

* I was sure of your sympathy with us, Marsden. I haye 
been talking to Mrs. Larkins and Bennet, and they both suy 
how pleased all the servants seem with the look of their new 
master. My sister has reason to be proud of such a son/ 

' Oh, poor thing! and she is proud! She will just lie awake 
until morning thinking of him, and how he is sleeping under 
her roof to-night. It has been a trial for him, poor young 
gentleman! I will not d«ny that, meeting his mother for the 
first time as a full-grown man; but no one could have be- 
haved better. " Ho has been goodness itself to me "—that 
was what she said to me just now/ 

* Marsden I want to ask you something, and there has been 
no opportunity. How did my sister take the news ? * 

' Do you mean when your letter came, ma'am, two days ago ? 
Well, I was in my mistress's room, just attending to the 
flowers. I had dven her the letter, and was thinking no 
more about it, when she suddenly called out, and I thought 
she was going to faint. One hears sometimes of folks who 
have died from a sudden joy that was too much for them, and 
I seemed to understand it when I locked at my mistress's 
white face.' 

' Oh no ! ' I exclaimed, shocked at the bare idea; ' I had pre- 
pared her so carefully in the previous letter.' 

' All the same, it was too much for her. She seemed as 
though she were paralyzed at first; her poor hands shook so 
she eould not hold the paper. J had to read the letter to her 
from beginning to end, and when I had finished she made me 
begin all over again; it did not seem as though she could take 
it in/ 

' I wished afterward that I had asked you to telegraph to 
St. Croix; I so dreaded the effect on her.' 

' Well, after a bit she got calmer, and I gave her her com- 
posing-draught; and then she begged me to leave her alone 
for an hour. I was almost afraid to do it, seeing her so weak 
and upset; but she was very peremptory with me. I stood at 
the door for ♦he best part of the time, and it was hardly on 
the stroke of the hour when I went back to her; and what 
do you think were her first words, ma'am ?' and how there 
was a broad smile on Marsden's face. 

' It is no use my trying to guess, Marsden.' 

*No, ma'am; and I assure you I could hardly believe my 
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fears : ** What am I to wear, Marsden, when I receive my son ? ** 
and looking at me as anxious^ too, as though the three king- 
doms dep^ided on my answer/ 

'How unlike Virginia I' I murmured. 

' It was the first time I ever heard such a speech from my 
mistress's lips, and I have lived close upon four-and-twenty 
years with her; and it put me in a nice pucker. There wai 
only that old black velvet that had been put away in lavender 
ior the last twelve years, and Bollston and I had a world of 
trouble remodelling it and making it fit to wear.' Bollston 
was our upper housemaid, who had always acted as my maid, 
for I was too independent in my habits to need a maid of my 
en. 

^t really looked very welL* . 

' did at a pinch; but my mistress, bless her dear heart I 
grun. led a good deal over it. This is really what I have 
come to consult you about; for last night my mistress said to 
me, '* You must renovate my wardrobe. I must have some 
handsome dresses; I do not wish my son to be ashamed of his 
mother's appearance. You and my sister can talk over it, 
and then you can get me anything you and she think will be 
suitable." It was a bit vague, was it not, ma'am ?• but, there I 
my mistress is as impracticable in such matters as a child.' 

'Never mind, Marsden; you and I will put our heads to- 

f ether. Let me see, if you will come to my room half an hour 
efore luncheon fco-morrow we will arrange it. There must 
be a new velvet dress; I have made up my mind to that 
already — Mr. Basil has a fancy for velvet; and then, perhai)s, 
a satin, and a rich black silk with jet trimmings — we will 
settle all that later on. I shall probably^go to town in a day 
or two, and can call on the dressmaker — Hobart Place is only 
a step from Victoria.' 

* That; will be best. Now I must not keep you up any 
longer; ma'am/ and Marsden withdrew with a satisfied ex- 
pression on her comely face. 

The next morning, as I was finishing dressing, I heard Nix 
bark, and, looking out of my window, I saw Beggie, in his 
^hite sailor suit, running down one of the garden paths, with 
the pug waddling after him. The next moment the window 
next mine was thrown up, and * Wait for me, old chap ! ' fol- 
lowed in Basil's voice. Beggie stopped at once, and planted 
his legs sturdily, as thou^ nothing would induce him to 
move, while Nix ambled round him, heaving his fat little 
hodj and jingling his bells, with his foolish little tail curled 
up tightly after the manner of well-bred pugs. 
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I stood watching them nntil Basil came out of the honse. 
The gray suit and little gray cap reminded me of La Maison- 
nette and the pavilion. It was always a pretty sight to see 
Eoggie with his father. I liked the way in which Basil 
snatched him up, and, thinking himself unperceived, kissed 
him again and again before he hoisted him on his shoulder 
and marched off with him. They were going to see the pea- 
cocks, and the honeysuckle arbor, and fieggie's new garden. 
I knew how Basil would enjoy showing him all the sights. I 
am sorry to say that Reggie spoke of the peacocks in the most 
disrespectful way afterward : 

' Them ridiculous birds, what has trains like ladies,' he ob- 
feerved. 

Basil seemed in excellent spirits at breakfast-time, and 
when afterward I volunteered to show him the house, he 
consented on the condition that Reggie came too. This im- 
peded our movements a little, as Reggie, who had developed 
a strong attachment to Peter, insisted on toiling after us with 
the huge creature tucked under his arm, until he was red in 
the face. I am not (Juite sure that Peter liked it — he was a 
cat of dignity; he escaped just as we were entering the Lady 
Gwendoline's Room, as it was still called; and I saw him lick- 
ing himself on the window-seat in rather an irritable and in- 
jured manner. 

' Do you think Aline would like this room ? ' I asked pres- 
ently; *it is a very pleasant room, and with a little fresh 
cretonne, and a comfortable chair or two, it would make quite 
a prettv boudoir. And it is so quiet, too ; vour apartments 
would be quite shut off from the rest of the house.' 

* Where would Reggie sleep ? ' he asked' rather anxiously. 
'The nursery is too far away; I must have him near me.^ 

* He could sleep in your dressing-room, if you like ; there is 
plenty of space. Yes, perhaps that is best. But, Basil, you 
nave not answered me yet. Do you think Aline will like this 
room ? ' 

* She would be hard to please if she did not. It is a very 
handsome room; those carved cabinets are beautiful. Has 
no one ever used it ? ' 

' Not in my time. Virginia always preferred a front room, 
and hitherto I havo sat in the library. I have always had so 
much writing to do, and it was more convenient for the 
tenants and servants; but, of course, that will be your room 
now.' 

* But why need. I banish you ? ' with a tinge ^f impatience 
in his tone ; * the library would hold a dozen people comfort- 
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ably. Look here. Aunt Oatherine, if I am to be nmster, I 
mean you to be. mistress. You have got to coach me up in 
my duties^ so we may as well begin to work together from the - 
first/ 

But, my dear * 

* There is no " but " in the matter. I intend to keep thingd 
as much as possible 09 their former footing. I suppose Aline 
must sit at the top of her own table; but I don't mean to 
make Any other change. You talked a lot of rubbish at St. 
Croix about the Dower House, as you called it — ^as though I. 
should allow my mother^ in her delicate state of healthy to go 
into that mouldy, fusty, disused wing. Why, the whole place 
smelt like a Tault ! ' 

*It has been so long shut up,' I returned — 'ever since my 
grandmother's time. She and her two daughters inhabited 
that wing when my father married; I showed you their por- 
traits in the billiard-room; they were your great aunts, Alicia 
and Penelope. Of course, it must be thoroughly aired, and 
a great deal of painting and whitewashing wul be necessary 
before the rooms can be used.' 

* Perhaps so; but, as I do not intend to have them used, we 
may leave all that alone. My mother will remain in her own 
comfortable apartments; ana as for you, if vou are too proud 
or too unsociable to share the library with me, yon might 
take possession of that preitty little morning-room downstairs; ' 
and ha so evidently meant what he sud, and was so bent on 
his own way, that I dared not say another word; and, i^er 
all, the Lady Gwendoline's Room was most fit for Mrs. Basil 
Lyndhurst. 

Reynolds came up just then, to tell ns that Miss Olga and 
the two Mr. Leighs were talking to Mr. Fleming in the draw- 
ing-room. * They asked for the Squire, and for you, ma'amJ 

Basil colored a little, perhaps at the word * Squire.' 

*We must not keep our first visitors waitmg, must we. 
Aunt Oatherine ?' he said, and hurried me downstairs. 

I knew how kindly Mr. Leigh would greet Basil — ^he had 
such a good heart! He wrung my hand in quite a feeling 
way as he congratulated me. * 1 never was so surprised in my 
life,' he said; *and 1 need not tell you how glad I am, both 
for you and Mrs. Lyndhurst! ' and actually his spectacles were 
so moist that he had to take them off to wipe theiH. I am 
sure he shook Imnds three times with Basil. His own regret 
seemed to be that his wife had not been able to come with 
him that morning. 

Jem, tooj behaved very well. He was a little grave, perhaps 
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a trifle distant^ in his manner to Basil ; but he was qnite his 
old uffectionato self with me; only he persisted in calling mo 
Miss Sefton. 

* But, Jem/ I protested, ' I like Aunt Catherine ever so 
much better/ 

' I cannot help that/ with an accession of gravity; ' it would 
not be good taste now, when you have a reiS nephew/ 
But Basil will not mind/ 

' I should not think of askin^him,' rather stiffly. ' I have 
been talking to Olgri, and begging her to give it up too; but 
^rls are so self-opinionated; she won't hear of calling you 
Miss Sefton/ 

* I should think not ! ' indignantly. * Olga is the last one 
to hurt my feelings.' 

' Do you mean that you will be hurt ? ' and it was evident 
Jem's soft heart was relenting; unfortunately, at that moment 
Basil called me. 

' Aunt Catherine, are we engaged for Saturday? is that the 
day we are going up to town r Mr. Leigh wants us to dine 
with him/ 

I saw directly that Basil wished to accept the invitation, so 
I told him Monday would do very nicely for our expedition. 
Jem caught at my arm. 

* Don't you understand how ridiculous it would be for me ? ' 
he said in a low voice; 'perhaps it does not matter foj[ Olga; 
but for me ' 

* Well — well, do as you like, my dear.' 

But I was just a trifle hurt with Jem. He need not have 
made the difference in such a hurry. It looked — it certainly 
looked as though he were jealous of Basil. So, though he 
said a great many nice things to me, and made the most 
friendly overtures to Reggie — whom he pronounced a 'jolly 
little cnap ' — I somehow felt as though Jem were not quite 
a success. I hinted at this to Olga, when all the gentlemen had 
betaken themselves to the stables — a part of the establishment 
Basil had not yet visited. We were waiting for Marsden, who 
had not yet finished dressing her mistress. Virginia's sleep- 
less nignt had prevented her rising at her usual time. I 
thought Olga looKed rather uncomfortable as I spoke. 

'I am sure he is prejudiced against Basil.' 

* Oh, I hope not I I trust notP looking quite pained at the 
idea; *but Jem, dear old fellow I has his peculiarities. He 
is a regular Briton, Aunt Catherine. He prides himself upon 
always bein^ straightforward and above-board^ as he calls it, 
and, as you know., he does so hate mysteries.' 
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' That is so foolish of Jem. 

' He will have it Mr. Basil is mysterions. Yoa know how 
Jem will ask (juestions. I am snre he must have asked me 
at least five hundred last night ! he will say- over and over 
again that Mr. Basil ought to have told us about his wife from 
the very first. " By your own account you took him for a 
widower," he said very severely; "well, no fellow has any 
right to let a woman think that of him.'^ It was very tiresome 
and wrong of Jem, and great nonsense too, for of course he 
gave us no right to suppose such a thing; and why need he 
tell his family affairs to strangers ? ' 

' I am glad you defended him, Olga.* 

* Of course 1 defended him. 1 got quite angry with Jem at 
last. Hubert and Kitty were far nicer, as I told him. Oh, 
Aunt Catherine, I am sure you will be shocked when yon see 
Kitty I' 

* Is she so unwell?' 

* She is more than that ; she looks absolutely ill, and she has 
grown much thinner. Hubert does not see it a bit; when I 
spoke to him, he only said the heat had tired her, and that 
it was a mistake their going to Lowestoft; the place had not 
suited her.' 

^Poor little woman! I must try and find time to see her 
this afternoon/ 

Oh, she sent yon a message^ I was to tell yon how rejoiced 
she was to hear about Mr. Basil; she really cried when she 
talked about it, and she was so pleased to see me, and so were 
the children. I have only just come home in time to see 
Hugh. Hubert takes him to school to-morrow.' 

'And the twins, and Wilfred, and little Florence ?' 

'Oh> they are all as well as possible 1 Mab has certainly 
jgrown, and looks so pretty. Do you. know, though I had 
got them all round me, I missed Keggie. Oh, here comes 
Marsdcn at last^ and I must leave you to your business!' 

1 could not prevail on Olga to stay to luncheon. 

Kitty was not well enough to be left, she said; and she 
knew Hubert and Jem would both like to remain. 

I think the stables had thawed Jem; he was far more 
conversational on his return. Basil seemed to like him; but 
I noticed neither of them mentioned Oxford. After luneheon 
Jem started for a long walk with Mr. Fleming, Basil went up 
to sit with his mother, and Mr. Leigh took me across to Fir* 
coft. I found Mrs. Leigh lying on a couch at the open win- 
dow in the drawing-room. OImi was sitting by her, working. 
She cortainly looked voiy weuc and fragile. I noticed her 
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cheek-bones were slightly prominent, and her eyes weye larger 
and brighter. She was always a pretty little woman, though of 
late years she had had a worn, faded look. She ^eetea me 
most affectionately, and made me sit down beside her. 

' I am so glad, dear Miss Sef ton I ' she whispered. 

Her husband, who had not heard the whisper, interrupted 
her. 

'Kitty has grown very lazy,' he said, in his cheerful way; 
* she makes us all wait on her. I am head-nurse, and Mab 
and Jessie carry out my orders.' 

'Hubert is right; I give them a great deal of trouble,' she 
returned rather sadly; and it struck me at once that she was 
depressed about herself. 

Mr. Leigh had some parish work, and left us almost im- 
mediately ; and a few minutes afterward Harry Vivian came 
up to the window and challenged Olga to a game of tennis. 
Harry was a great favorite df mme; we all called him Harry; 
and, indeed, who could help liking such a bright, cheery 
young fellow ? Long ago I had guessed the poor boy's secret, 
though I never mentioned the subject to Olga. If he had 
only oeen half a dozen years older — but he would never be on 
the same plane with her: he was only a good-looking boy, 
and Olga was a woman. I thought she put down her work a 
little reluctantly; she would rather have stayed with us. 

'I am out of |)ractice,' she remarked; 'but I will try one 
game, if you like. But I mean to walk back with Aunt 
Catherine.' 

Mrs. Leigh looked after them. 

'We are all so glad to ^et Olga back,' she said presently; 
' the poqr children have missed her so. Do you know, Hubert 
and 1 think she looks different, somehow. She is quieter. I 
noticed it last night, and put it down to the score of fatigue; 
but to-day she is even quieter. She is generally so fuU of 
spirits.' 

* I think Jem was a little bit tiresome last night.' 

' Do you mean about your nephew ? I am afraid we none 
of us spared Olga. She was very good in answering all our 
questions. She has grown very pretty; Hubert said so last 
night.' 

' I always thought Olga pretty.' 

'Well, not exactly; it is more her expression,' returned 
Mrs. Leigh. ' Her features are not at all regular; but until 
last niffht I never thought her the least pretty.' 

' Well, perhaps not. After all, pretty would apply to a doll. 
There is something better than mere prettiness in Olga's face.' 
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' I often wonder if she will marry/ she continued thought-* 
fully. ' I thmk she will. Hubert and I talk of it sometimes.' 

' Of course she will marry I ' quite indignantly; for the idea 
of my sweet Olga being an old maid was repellent to me. 
What^ was she to go through life and never meet her other 
self? 

* She has never liked any one yet; I am sure of that. * Olsa 
is not like other girls. She would ask a great deal from the 
man she loved.' 

As she spoke an odd thought flashed through me—a curi- 
ously painful thought. If Basil had been free, would he have 
cared for Olga ? W ould Olga have cared for him ? I changed 
the subject hastily by questioning Mrs. Leigh about her health. 

* If I were you/ I said seriously, ' I would consult a phy- 
sician. Dr. fjangham is very clever; but it is always more 
satisfactory to have a second opinion.' 

'I wish you would tell Hubert so/ she returned anxiously; 
* he thinks so much of what you say. I have never liked to 
propose it to him^ for fear of frightening him. I am certainly 
not gaining ground this summer.' 

' I wonder Mr. Lf igh does not see that for himself.' 

* Oh no ! He will have it that it is only Lowestoft, and I 
shall soon get stronger. He was quite angry one day when I 
told him that I felt much weaker. He thinks it is my fancy* 
— and now there were tears in her eyes — * and that I do not 
make sufficient effort. I went out to pay some calls with him 
last week, and when I got home I fainted.' 

* Mrs. Leigh, you must certainly speak to a physician at 
once. It would be the truest kindness to your husband; 
never mind if he thinks you fanciful.' 

* I believe you are right. I wish I were not so cowardly with 
Hubert. I ao so hate worrying him. If you knew how good 
he is to me I * 

' I think every one knows Mr. Leigh's devotion to his wife.* 

She blushed very prettily. 

*If I could only be well enough to help him as I used! it is 
such a trial having to lie here and do nothing. That is why 
I am so glad Olga has come back, because he will miss me 
less. She has always been such a comfort to us.' 

We had a little. more talk, and before I left Mrs. Leigh 
promised that she would ask her husband to take her up to 
London. I was not at all easy in my mind about her; her 
mother had died of decline, and one or two of her aunts. 
There was a wasted look about her, and her hand was so thin 
and light that it gave me a shock to touch it. Olga had 
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finieked her gamo, and she joined me afc once.' Her first 
question was about her sister-in-law — did I not think she 
looked ill ? 

' Very ill/ was my reply; and then I told her the piece ofj 
advice I had given. She seemed relieved to hear it. 

' She shall go- at once; thnt is « good idea. Aunt Catherine^ 
I wish Kitty were not so afraid of telling Hubert things. In' 
my opinion, husbands and wives ought to be perfectly frank 
with each other; but I dare say you Will tell me I am not a goodi 
judge'— with a little laugh. 'But, then, Hubert is such a 
slow, stupid, dear old feflow; he never iiotices things, like; 
other people.' 

*I dpn^t know that,' was my unlucky response, but I re-^ 
pented the words as soon as I had sp^oken tnem. 'He told! 
Mrs. Leigh that you were somehow indifferent, and so muchi 
quieter, and she said the same.' 

* Oh no, Aunt Catherine — ^not really/ in a tone of such dis- 
tress that I looked at her in surprise. She was quite pale, 
and her lips were quivering, but she turned off her emotion 
with a laugh. *Why, what nonsense! As though a person 
were never to be tired — and Jem so harassing tool I-— I do 
not think I will come any further. Aunt Catherine; it would 
be a pity to interrupt them — would it not ? * 

We were yasi by our gate as she spoke, and two people were 
coming slowly toward us. It was Virginia in her lace hood, 
pacing under the elms, supported by Basil's arm. Reggie 
was running on before them. 

* How happy they look I ' whispered Olga, as she left me. 
But I did not answer her; I was too much absorbed in that 

picture. Could I have ever hoped to have seen that sight ? 
Virginia was walking feebly, out her face was upturned. 
Basil was bending down to speak to her. I was almost sorry^ 
that Reggie saw me and pounced on me with a shout. 

*I have brought my mother out into the sunshine; there 
is no tonic like fresh air, I tell her.' Basil still spoke with a 
sort of shyness and constraint, with something of formality, 
but the slight bashf ulness sat well on him. * Are you tired r ' 
— looking down at her. 

'No, my dear— no; you have such a strong arm, and it 
seems to support me so;' and then I took Reggie's hand and 
walked beside them, until the gong summoned us to the house. 
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CHAPTER XXXn. 

*S0 YOU HAVE COMB BAOKI' 

'Why, what's the matter, 
That vou have such a Februaiy face, 
So full of frost, of storm, andM^loudineas? ' 

* Much Ado dbotU Nothing.^ 

* Shy she waa, and I thought her cold.* 

Terntson. 

Mr. Flofufaig left us the- next morning. I did not see kirn 
ftlone again, and our few parting words were exchajiged in 
Virginia's presence. I thought he looked very grave, but ho 
said he should soon see us again, as Basil nad made him 
promise to pay us another flying visit early in November. I 
missed him sadly that evening; somehow, I felt sure that, 
as he sat in his lonely room that ni^ht, he was missing us tool 

We dined at Fircroft on Saturday. On looking baok on 
that evening, I am not quite sure that I regarded it as a sac- 
cess. Basil was not perfectly at his. ease. He locked very 
handsome in evening dress, but he showed his nervousness by 
being a little stiff. Olga, too, was unusually quiet; it struck ' 
me that Jem was keeping vigilant watch over her, and that 
she was aware of his surveillance. She seemed half afraid to 
talk to Basil, and her manner showed none of that soft 
friendliness that was natural to her. . Perhaps Basil missed 
it, for I saw him looking at her once or twice in a puzzled 
way. Mrs. Leigh had made an effort, and took her usual seat 
p.t the dinner-table; I thought she looked far more fit for bed. 
Her husband seemed overjoyed" to see her there. 

* Why, this is like old times, Kittv I' he said ; and all through 
dinner I could see him at intervals beaming on her through 
his spectacles. 

I never saw a man more devoted to any woman. Mrs. 
Leifi^h's worn, sensitive face brightened into positive hssLuty 
as she caught one of these fond looks. 

^ She is picking up nicely now,' he said to me in a confidea- 
tial whisper. ' It is a case of nerves. Kitty was always isio 
finely strung. If she would only make an effort and pel 
herself together, she would get on/ 
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Poor Mr. Leigh! I had not the heart to undeceive him. 
Olga^ who had overheard this little speech, looked at me and 
shrugged her shoulders rather sadly. We were not a very 
lively party; I think the young men were a little overawed 
by Basirs stiffness, which most likely they mistook for 
hanghtiness. I was not surprised on oar return to hear Basil 
say that he had not enioyed himself much. He liked Mr. 
Leigh exceedingly, and Sirs. Leigh also. 

' What a pretty little woman she would be,' he said, * if she 
were not quite so thin and unsubstantial-looking I And I 
like that nice-looking fellow, Vivian^ the other two men arQ 
sticks.' 

'And Jem?' 

' Oh, Jem is a bit stand-offish. I don't know auite what to 
make of him. He seems a nice fellow enough, out he keeps 
his sister too much in order.' 

* He is devoted to her, really/ 

* Oh yes, I dare say. Shall I light your candle for you. Aunt 
Catherine ? What a pretty dress that is] You cut -them all 
out this evening.' 

But though he smiled in his old manner as he paid me 
that little compliment, I could see Basil was not in his usual 
spirits. 

Sunday was better. Basil and Beggic and I went to church 
in the morning, and I felt very happy and ffrateful. I was sure 
from Basil's earnest, devout manner that ne was grateful too. 

After evening service we took Olga back with us. Jem was 
not at church, and after supper she sang to us all our favorite 
hymns. Basil was still a little qiiiet, but Olga seemed more 
lite herself, and the evening passed very pleasantly. 

The next morning we took an early train up to town. 
Basil had to interview his tailor and bootmaker, and I spenl 
a couple of hours in a quiet street leading out of Eaton Square 
discussing materials and fashions with our dressmaker. Miss 
TEstrange. I am quit6 sure that I never took such interest 
in my own dresses as I did in Virginia's, and as Miss I'Estrango 
was quite as interested, I felt we had done a good mornings 
work when I had finished. 

It was nearly two o'clo'ck when Basil and I met for a hasty 
luncheon. He complained that he had not done half his 
business, and that he should* have to run up to town again in 
a day or two. He seemed tired and worn, and ^ave me such 
curt answers that I left off questioning him. I knew the ip- 
preaching interview with his ^ife was making him gloomy. 

There was no time to bo lost. So we jumped into a nan- 
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eom> and droye as quickly as possible to King's Cross*. BasiFs 
tongue did not unloose until we were in the train^ and then 
lie said rather quickly : 

' I do hate myself for being such a coward I If I had not 
been suoh a fool^ you might iuive been sitting comfortably in 
the library at this present moment/ 

* But I prefer to oe where I am, thank you/ 

' Ohy yoii say that just to make me feel better about things. 
Of course you never think of yourself, but, all the same, I 
ought to hare thought for you. Why need I have brought 
Tou to suoh a place V with an air of mtense disgust. ' You 
have Beyer been used to it. I ought to have remembered that/ 

'^^onsense/ I returned, laughine. ^ I have been in much 
worse places. Dcm^ trouble about my feelings, Basil; I am 
only thmklng how I can best help you. I want Aline to look 
on me as her friend. That is- why I have come With you — 
that lEdie ma^ know how ready we are to welcome her.' 

But as tiasil said no more, and only looked excessively 
gloomy, I thought it better to be silent too; for there are 
some- moods of unhappy self-consciousness when even the 
faintest touch of sympathy seems to bruise. 

In a few minutes we were walking down the HoUoway 
Bead. Basil said we had only a few hundred yards • to go. 
He stalk.ed by my side like the knight of the rueful coun- 
tenance. I felt rather nervous and depressed myself. I 
could not help thinking of tae weary months our poor boy 
had spent among these humble surroundings, and of the miles 
of pavement his restless feet had traversed night after night. 

'This is the place/ he said, so abruptly that I started. 
Before us was a little comer shop, with a fine display of 
flowery Pekoe and fragrant Bohea ^n one window, and heaps 
of plums and currants, ornamented with citron and candied 
fruits, in the other, and 'George Bartoa' in gilt letters over 
the door. 

There were no customers in the shop, only a small sandy- 
haired man, with a shrewd, comical sort of face, looking^ over 
a ledger in the little desk. I guessed this was Mr. Barton 
before Basil went up to him and held out his hand. 

'Are you surprised to see me, George ? ' 

'Well, I am a bit,' looking at me rather curiously. 'Allie 
never told me she expected you. She is in there/ jerking iis 
head in the direction of the parlor. ' When did you get j^k, 
Fleming?' 

' When did I arrive in England, do you mean ? LAst Tues- 
day; but I couldn't come before — I couldn't really, George/ 
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in a deprecating voice as Mr. Barton looked at him rather 
eharpljr. *I have a lot to tell you — and Aline; we had better 
go inside. You will "be wondering whom I have brought with 
me. This is my aunt, Miss Sefton.' 

The little man ducked to me. 

'Your servant, ma'am/ he said civilly; 'I had no idea 
Fleming had a relative in the world. Go to Allie, there's a 
good chap, and 1*11 join you as soon as Smith can take my 
place — he is only changing a cheque for me — and then you 
can tell us all your news.' 

He spoke so heartily and kindly that he prepossessed me 
in his favor; but oh, my poof* boy I no wonder you ran away 
from it all. 

*Come alonff. Aunt Catherine,' observed Basil in a low 
voice, and I foUowed him into a neat, cheerful little parlor. 

Even in that instantaneous glance I saw there were plants 
in the window, and some nicely-arranged flowers on the small 
round table. A great black cat was sleeping in a cushioned 
chair; and some one— Aline, of course — was busy over some 
white work by the open window. She dropped it as we entered, 
and looked at us in extreme surprise as sne rose; and, good 
heavens! what a beautiful face! 

'So- you have come back, Basil!' she said coldly, and with- 
out taking any notice of me. ' I think you might have written 
to tell us when to expect you.' 

' I wanted to surprise you,' he said, with an attempt ac 
playfulness as he kissed her. 

I noticed she turned her cheek to him and received his 
caress reluctantly. 

What a grand -looking woman! I thought of Basil's idyllic' 
description of her in the harvest-field, when she had first tt^ken 
his fancy: and I could not but own that many a man might 
have lost his heart io her. 

She looked older than I expected — older than Basil — and 
her figure was large and matronly; but the small classical 
head, with its smooth glossy plaits, was just as he described 
it to me, and so was the pure, clearly-cut profile. The large, 
dark eyes had a strange penetrating sadness in them; only 
the chm and jaw was a little heavy and sullen-looking. 

Basil did not seem to notice his chilling reception; perhaps 
he was too well used to it. 

• ' Don't you wonder who this lady is. Aline ? ' he asked, with 
a sort of forced friendliness. ' I am going to give jou and 
George another surprise. I have found some relatives, and 
tbia is 01:6 of them, my Aunt Catherine — Miss Se£ton> I mean/ 
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'And I have come with Basil to be introduoed to his wife/ 
I interposed hurriedly. ' My dear, I hope you and I will be 
Fery good friends in the future/ 

But though I took her head and pressed it kindly she made 
no sort of response; only a hard look came over her face. 

' I suppose Basil has told you so much about me that yon 
are anxious to make my- acquaintance/ she said, with a sort 
of veiled sarcasm. And then, with a complete change of 
manner, and dropping my hand« ' Where's Beggie, Basil ? * 

*He is at the HaU — I mean, I haven't brought him.. I 
thought ' — ^rather awkwardly — ' yon would come and see him 
instead/ 

* You haven't brought him ? * — and now there was a stormy 
li^ht in her eyes. * You have kept him awav from me all 
this time, and now you have left him behind! That is. the 
way you always treat me I But of courser Beggie is nothing 
to me.' 

* Come, come; vou aren't quarrelling with your chap al- 
ready, are you, Allie ? ' observed her brother, who had over- 
heard her last words. 'Fleming says he has a lot to tell ns; 
most likely he has some object in- leaving the kid behind. 
You see,' turning to us, and rubbing his hands apologetically, 
'Allie has been missing him pretty badly all this time; it 19 
natural she should have a mrother's feelings. I think the 
better* of her for that, so we won't blame her. Give the lady 
a seat, Fleming, and take one yourself. Allie will be right 
enough when she knows what you have got to tell her.' 

But, as though to contradict this toothing statement. Aline 
resumed her work without putting another question, leaving 
Basil to begin his story as best he could. But I saw she lis- 
tened to every word; and as he mentioned his mother she 
drew a long breath and looked up at him. He intercepted 
the glance at once. 

'Are you glad I have found my mother Aline ?^ he asked 
gently. 

'I don't know; I haven't seen her yet' — evasively. 

'But you might be glad, for my sake/ he persisted; but as 
she made no answer he went on with his story. 

I saw her start and change color when he mentioned Reg- 

e's illness, though he passed over it very lightly; but she 
id not interrupt him once, though Mr. Barton kept up a 
running commentary in a sort of crescendo, which became: 
more shrill as Basil described his home. 

'Well I am jiggered 1 ' was his observation at thia point 
20 
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I felt the expression needed translation to render it intelli- 

fible, and he rubbed up his sandy hair until it seemed to 
ristle. Mr. Barton's excitement seemed to communicate 
itself to Aline — she looked less statue-like. After a moment 
she laid down her work. 

'Are squires very rich, Basil ? ' 

* I don't know, my dear,' evidently delighted to find she 
would speak to him. 'I cannot answer for other squires, but; 
Aunt Catherine tells me I have a large fortune.' 

' Oh ! you will be happy then,' she said, still looking at him.' 
* Oar poor life has never suited you ; you have not been brought 
up to it, as George and I have. You will get on better with 
your fine friends.' 

' Why, you talk as though I were going to leave you behind! 
only I know you don't mean it. Aline, you should just see 
Eeggie feeding the peacocks — it is quite a picture! Aunt 
Catherine is goin^ to order him a velvet suit; just fancy how 
he will look running over the lawns and pulling the flowers! ' 

She seemed to listen to him breathlessly — her lips parted 
r~her eyes softened. 

'And there is such a .beautiful room for you Aline — ^they 
call it the Lady Gwendoline's Room — full of such lovely 
things; and I shall be able to buy you all you want — silk 
dresses, furs, lace, anything you fancy — and my mother is 
keeping some jewelry for you: you were always fond of 
pretty things. 

'But I am not thinking of them now,' arching her long 
neck with a gesture of disdain, and looking handsomer than 
ever. ' I am not a child to be bribed into good behavior by 
pretty. things; the question is' — and here ner voice faltered 
— 'wouldn't you rather have me stop here along with George, 
than be shaming you T3ef ore your fine friends ? ' 

There was no mistaking the anxiety with which she waited 
for his answer. 

'Why should you shame me?' he returned impatiently. 
' Why should we not begin all over again ? We have made a 
mess of things — I will not deny that. I have not been the 
best of husbands to you, Aline ; and there have been times 
when you have forgotten yourself. But if you will only make 
a fresh start, I am willing to overlook the past; a man cannot 
say more than that.' 

Poor Basil! he jneant well; but if he had only been a little 
softer with her! But I suppose he could not help his stem 
manner.. 

'I am^Bure Fleming— I beg his pardon, Lyndhurst— is 
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speaking fair and proper, Allie; and there is no call for you 
to be so stand-offlsn with him. You are his wife; remember 
that.' 

' I am not likely to forget it, George,' she returned, with a 
proud sort of humility. * No, you cannot say more than that, 
Basfl; I did not expect to hear y^u say so much, after the 
way I have behayed. If you mean what you say, and you are 
fwilling to have me to live with you — '— But there,' inter- ' 
rupting herself, ' I will make no promises — I have broken too 
many already — only I will try my best not to disgrace you.' 

She held out her hand to him as she spoke; it was a large 
well-shaped hand, but showed traces of work. There were 
tears in her eyes, but I do not think Basil saw them. 

'Then that is settled, my dear,' he said kindly enough; but 
I wished he had kissed her — I think she expected it, for she 
sighed in a disappointed way as she withdrew her hand. 

' Come, this is first-rate,' exclaimed Mr. Barton, rubbing up 
his hair again. 'AUie had always the makings ef a lady in 
her, and 1 shall be proud and happy to see her in her right 
place. Not but what I shall miss you,' looking at her wist- 
fully. * You and me have always been , comfortable together, 
and the place will be a bit dull without you; but I have no 
call to thm'k of that. When shall you want her, Lyndhurst ? 
that is "the next question.' 

' Had she not better come back with us to-night, Basil ? * 
I asked. * There is no need for any preparation.' 

I thought Basil seemed disturbed at my question; but a 
moment's reflection made him think better of it. 

' Yes, why not ? You have not much packing to do, have 
you. Aline ? You might put up a few things, and let George 
send the rest; besides, I can get you all you want.' 

* To-night ? — come back with you to-night ? ' and Aline 
certainly looked frightened ; but her brother gave her an en- 
couraging pat on the shoulder. 

' You n&QL better strike when the iron's hot ; there is nothing 
like getting a thing over. Yes — ^yes; go with your husband, 
Allie, and be a good girl, and he'U be proud of you yet.' 

* Can I help you, my dear ? ' I said m a low voice ; but she 
shook her head. 

* There is not much to do, and Becky is used to help me. 
Basil,' rather timidly, * would not Miss Sef ton like some tea ? 
The kettle must be boiling by now.' 

* That's an excellent idea!' interposed her brother, without 
waiting for Basil to answer; 'I guess we are all pretty dry, 
talking so long. Just you hurry up, Becky, there's a good 
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lass. Wliy/ with a laugh of intense en joyment, ' to think of 
mj ordering about the Squire's lady in this fashion I but youi 
will look over it, Allie, won't you ? ' 

'I wish you would not talk such nonsense I' she returned 
rather crossly, as she left the room. Certainly Mrs. Basil 
Lyndhurst had not the most augelic temper in the world; but 
when she returned, a few minutes later, all traces of sullen-^ 
ness had vanished. I watched her with pleasure as she helped 
the rough maid-of-all-work to set the table. All her move- 
ments were slow, but graceful. She did not seem conscious 
of my ohservation; but more than once I saw her raise her 
dark eyes, and fix them on Basil in a curiously searching 
manner; hut she scarcely spoke as she poured out tea, except 
to ask her brother once to pass the tea-cake to me* 

Directly tea was over she went upstairs, and, after a few 
minutes, Basil followed her. I think he wanted to give her 
a hint or two about her dress. The moment we were left 
alone, Mr. Barton edged his chair a little nearer to me in a 
confidential manner. 

'I am more glad than Lean say, ma'am,' he began respect- 
fully, ' to see that there is a chance of those two coming to a 
hetter understanding.* I don't mean to blame one more than 
another. Allie has given Fleming a lot to bearf but if he 
had only been a little more patient with her! ' 

*Has she — has Aline been goin^ on better lately?' 

* Oh, I see you know all about it,' frowning anxiously. * ' I 
suppose Fleming — bah ! I can't get used to the new name; 
Lyndhurst, I mean — has told you ? Yes, it is a bad joh for 
both of them — ^these breaks-out of Allie's; hut she has not 
had one for months. I do helieve she is ever so much hetter, 
poor girl! Bhe struggles and prays against her temptation; 
but at times it seems as though the devil were too strong for 
her. Her mother died of it, you see — not that Allie knowfii, 
that — that makes me not quite so hard on her.' 

' But can nothing be done ? ' 

' Ton must never let her taste anything stronger than tetf 
or coffee,' he returned earnestly. ' Why, I never touch a drop 
of beer even before her. Keep her amused and happy, and 
give her a word of praise now and then, just to let her see 
you are pleased with her, and you will soon see what Allie is. 
She has done a deal of fretting lately after Fleming and the 
boy; it is a sore point with her, that neither of them needs 
her. I was fearful that she would go wrong with brooding 
over it; hut no, she has kept herself straight.' 
L /I am afraid you will miss her, Mr. Barton ? \ 



'SO TOU HAVE COME BACKP 309 

* Well, ma'am/ in an odd, choked voice, 'you are right about 
it. Allie is just the apple of my eye. She has been mj 
•1, you see, ever since father and mother died, and I wonM 



that. Allie is just the apple of my eye. She has been my 
girl, you see, ever since father and mother died, and I won't 
deny it will be a bit dull for me; though, as her husband has 



the best right to her, I am not going to complain as long as 
he makes her happy.' 

* Do you think she wishes to come with us ? * 

* That is a difficult question, ma'am. She is sickening for 
a sight of the child, and she is proud of being invited so 
kindly by her husband; but, in her heart, I expect Allie is 
mortally afraid. It is going among strangers, you s6e; and 
then she has never been used to grandeur; it will be kind of 

rer to her, having a livery servant to stand behind her 
ir.' 

* Oh, she will soon get used to that.' 

* If you would only be her friend, and teach- her what to 
do! ' he went on, looking at me so wistfully that I was quite 
touched. ' You s'^e, Allie has never had a woman friend, and 
Becky, though she is invaluable, has been a bit rou^h with 
her. Now, a lady like yourself will be different, ana if you 
can only get an influence over my poor girl 1 ' 

'I will try my best — I will indeed, Mr. Barton; and my 
sister will be good to her, too.' 

* Thank you kindly. Then I will not fash myself over- 
much. You will not be expecting too much of the lass? 
Allie is no talker; even with ir ^ she is mostly silent; but she 
knows how to make a house comfortable.' 

'I am glad to know that.' 

' Why, she has the cleverest fingers in the world!'— warm- 
ing into uaimation. ' You should just see the set of shirts 
she has made for me I Yon would not wish to see better 
work. And she is industrious, too— never a moment idle, 
except when she is in one of her bad states, and then she will 
sit and do nothing for the hour together. Why, the cakes 
and pies she makes would astonish you! And she keeps the 
placa as tidy as a new pin. Miss her I' — rather grumpily— 
^ay, and Becky will miss her, too, for all the trouble she gives 
both of us when she is in her tantrums.' 

We were interrupted at this moment, for Basil came back, 
and a few minutes afterward Aline followed him. She was 
dressed for walking, and looked very nice. There was no 
fault to be found in the gray gown, and hat bound with a 
darker shade of gray velvet. I thought from her appearance 
that she had been crying. 

' You have hot been long getting ready, Allie,' 
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'No/ sbe-BaiS quietly, as she buttoned her glovea; 'I had 
kiot much t6 do. Babu would hardly let me take anything. 
He says my clothes are not grand enough for Brookfield Hall, 
and that he must buy everything fresh, so I have only got my 
blue cashmere besides this. 

' Never mind, my dear/ I interposed cheerfully; 'yon and. 
I win come up to town and order ail you require.^ 

'Shall I be able to come and see George too?' she asked 
anxiously. 

'Now, you are not going to trouble your head about me,' 
returned her brother affectionately. 'Becky and I will do 
first-rate togetner; shan't we, Bedky ?'— as she stood in the 
doorway, looking on rather grimly. 'There I you are ready 
now, so give us a kiss, and don't keep Fleming waiting.' 

'I don't half like leaving you, George,' she said, putting up 
her fuce to be kissed. ' No one is half go good to me as yon 
are. ' I doubt but I shall repent it.' 

'Gome, yon inight have paid me a prettier compliment,' 
fobserved Basil good-humoredly. fGood-by, George! I will 
bring Aline back to see you.' 

He took hold of her arm, and hurried her away, as though 
he dreaded a longer leave-taking. 

Mr. Barton followed us to the door of the shop, and watched 
Us disconsolately as we seated ourselves in the cab Becky had 
procured. As we drove off. Aline le&ned f oiward and waved 
jber hand to him. 

'Good-by, dear old Georgel' fihe said unsteadily; and a- 
great tear rolled down her cheek. 'Are you sure yon wilt 
Itake me to see him, Basil ? ' 
I'Quitesure, my dear!' > 

. 'Yes; but he will not be welcome at Brookfield Hall^ 
IGeorge will never come and see me there/ she added sorrow- 
Knlly; oud to this Basil made no answer. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

JEM GIVES HIS OPINION. 

'Thou art in a parlous state, shepherd/ 

^8 You Like It. 

*1 know the gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy estimation, 
And not without desert so well reputed.' 

* Two Oentlemen of^ Verona. 

I wish Aunt Catherine had not repeated Hubert's speech; 
fiomehow it gave me an uncomfortable feeling for dr'^s! 

It was so unlike Hubert to notice if one were a little quieter, 
or if one talked less; so it must have been Kitty who put it 
into his head. He had a way of repeating her speeches at 
times, but I had never minded it before. "Was there any truth 
in the accusation?' For the first time in my life I shrank 
from questioning myself too closely. Perhaps my holiday 
had spoilt me and unfitted me for the monotonous routine of 
home-life, but certainly Fircroft had never se-^med so dull to 
me hofore, and, worst of all, Jem was disappointing me^v* 

It was impossible to deny that Jem was in a most captious, 
fault-finding humor; indeed, there was no pleasing him; he 
grumbled if I mentioned St. Croix, and seemed to take no 
interest in anything I told him; and yet if I were silent, he 
would ask me quite crossly what I was thinking about, as 
though my silence irritated him; indeed, I never knew the 
dear fellow so utterly perverse. I am sure Harry felt for me, 
though his loyalty to Jem would not allow him to say so ; 
but he gave me a sympathizing glance now and then, as 
though to beg me not to min*'; but somehow I did mind very 
much indeed, and more than once I had a quiet cry when 1 
went to my room at night, for if Jem were not pleased with 
me, my wnole world seemed out of gear. 

He. damped mv enjoyment completely the evening Aunt 
Catherine and Mr. Basil dined at Fircroft. He seemed to 
listen to every word Mr. Basil said to me, and if I laughed or 
repeated any of our old St. Croix jokes, he frowned and 
seemed quite annoyed. I left off talking at last, and gaye all 
my attention to Harry, who took it quite gratefully. 

Mr. Bdsil was certainly not at his ease; he was di^^iifiod. 
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and rather stiff and formal. I ne^er fonnd^nt before how 
handsome he was, and for the first time I saw a likeness to 
his mother — the only time he smiled naturally was when I 
told him this; he quite blushed with pleasure — at leasts he 
grew red. 

* I am so glad you can see it/ he said in a low voice. ' I 
think my mother perfectly lovely;' *and then I saw Jem 
scowling at me, and I left Mr. Basil and went to the piano. 

Jem was not more amiable the next day. He grumbled a 
good deal on his way to the church, and he chose to be ex- 
ceedingly put out because Aunt Catherine wished me to go 
back with them to supper after evening service. 

' She might have had the civility to ask me tool' he said, 
as we turned into the road; ^but I suppose the Don objects 
to me.* 

^em was really too bad. Of course It was all his jealousy 
of Mr. Basil. I would not take the trouble to ask whom he 
meant by that contemptuous sobriquet, so 1 talked tollarry 
all the way home, and never addressed a single observation to 
Jem — even a worm will turn; and I was growing tired of 
Jem'sill-Iiumorl 

Jem refused to go to church with me in the evening. He 
dragged off Harry for a long walk, so I went with Mab and 
Jessie. The Hall pew was nearly opposite the Viqarage pew. 
I could not help noticing how grave and abstracted Mr. fiasil 
looked; I had no intention of watching him, only his fixed, 
stem expression riveted me for the moment, as I glanced at 
him; he suddenly looked up, and bnr eyes met. I felt some- 
what confused, and all the rest of the service I could not help 
thinking what that singular flashing look meant. We three 
walked back together in the sweet dewy evening. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst was waiting for us in the drawing-room. 
iShe wore her velvet dress, and a pretty little lace cap, and I 
understood then why Mr. ^Basil thought her lovely, phe had 
always been handsomer than Aunt Catherine, and with that 
soft color on her face, and that gentle, tremulous smile, she 
certainly looked very sweet. 

After supper I sang to them — I think I never enjoyed sing- 
ing more than I did that evening; there was very llitle light 
in .the room, and the windows were open. Mr. Basil sat near 
his mother; I saw her take his hand once, and kiss it; per- 
haps the semi-darkness gave her courage, for they were still 
very shy with each other. Aunt Catherine told me that Mr& 
Lyndhurst feared to give him the least caress. 

'He is very reserved with her I' she said to me^'and cannot 
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bring bimself to use any filial freedom, aiid this restrains her; 
but when the first strangeness wears off, she will soon see how 
affectionate Basil can be/ 

Jem cam,e to fetch me as nsnal, bnt he sent in a message 
that he was smokin? and had RoUo with him, and would wait 
outside. I fancied Mr. Basil looked disappointed. 

'There was no need for your brother to take the trouble; 
I could have escorted you/ he said rather formally, but though 
he attended me to the door, he did not speak to Jem, who 
was strolling up and down und^r the trees. 

He threw away the end of his cigar as I joined him, and 
took hold of my arm; my first' words were hardly gracious, 
howeyer. 

* You need not have taken the trouble to fetch me, Jem. 
You must have been tired with your long walk.' 

' I suppose you meant the Don to wSk home with you ? * 
with a return of gruffness; but I was not in a specially meek 
mood. 

* I wish you would not call people names, Jem. It is not 
good form.' 

' I think it a capital name, and just fits the person for whom 
it is intended. Lyndhurst is such a stiff sort of chap. He 
looks ever so much taller than any one else.' 

'What makes you dislike him so?' I replied in a vexed 
tone. ' You do nothing but find fault with him. It is hardly 
kind to Aunt Catherine uid Mrs. Lyndhurst, to pick holes in 
their belongings.' 

' I can't help it,* curtly. ' I can get on with most fellows, 
but' Lyndhurst and I don't hit it off somehow.' 

'But, Jem, he was so friendly to you at first I' 

' Was he ? I can't say I rememoer that circumstance. I 
have a notion that we eyed each other like a^ couple of tom- 
cats, as though to test our fighting qualities. Look here, 
Olga, I know you have thought me disagreeable the last day 
! or two, but I can't get over the fact that Lyndhurst and 
Fleming are the same person and I hate your having any- 
thing to do with him there.' 

Jem spoke in the same surly manner; but somehow I did 
not mind it half so much as I had Ininded his sneering in- 
nuendoes; it was better to have our fight out once for all. 
Jem evidently thought the same, for, instead of turning into 
the paddock that led to our kitchen-garden, he continued 
Walking down the road. 

' r am beginning to detest the sight of the feUowl ' he went 
on^ but this was too much for my patiencp. 
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' Wliat right have you to speak so of any one after a throe 
days' accjaaintance ? ' I said angrily; ' you do not know Mr. 
Basil; with all his faults, I have the greatest ^respeot for him. 
He is not what you think him; he is a clever man and a 
gentleman^ and his life, has been very unhappy. Are you ^o 
good and immaculate yourself that you cannot make allow- 
ances for a mistake made in youth ?' 

* You Are meaning his marriage/ he returned quickly ; but 
I was not thinking of that. * Look here, Olga, I have heard 
a lot of this fellow Fleming— Lyndhurst, I mea'n. When I 
was at Oxford, the men toM me plenty about him; he did 
not bear the best of characters with the authorities. Ho got 
into a freethinking set, and called himself an Agnostic. 
There was a row or two in which he was mixed up^ and he 
very nearly got rusticated.' 

'I don't believe a word of it/ rather rudely. 

* Oh, you don't — don't you I I suppose you have got an 
excellent, reason for your incredulity r sneered Jem — 'a girl 
has so much experience of the world and men. Then, too, 
his marriage was disgraceful.' 

' It was nothing of the kind/ I retorted. * Aunt Catherine 
told me all about it; she was a beautiful girl, and her friends 
were most respectable.' 

* Her brother has a shop in HoUoway, hasn't he ? and Flem- 
ing — confound the two names I Lyndhurst, I mean —married 
her on the sly; but of course that was not wrong ? You have 
changed your ideas of morality, I find.' 

*ITo, Jem; but you used a wrong word; there was nothing 
disgraceful about Mr. Lyndhurst's marriage.' 

* Use what word you like, only let me finish. I cannot 
think what makes you so contradictory to-night. I tell you 
I don't approve of Lyndhurst, only you need not repeat all 
this to Aunt Catherine; she is bound to think the best of her 
nophew. The part about him I dislike most is his scraping 
up an acquaintance with you in that outlandish place, and: 
letting you believe he was a widower.' 

I was so angry at this that I was nearly overwhelming Jem 
with my wrath; he should know for the first time in his life 
that I had a temper. I would give him a taste of it that 
should be caustic and stringent enough to last him for a 
month ; but as I turned to him with this amiable intention, 
I saw him regarding me with such manifest anxiety, with 
such a troubled expression, that I softened at once. 

' I have hardly patience to answer you at all/ I be^an; / but 
I feel I must defend Mr. Basil. You are ^verjr unjust, Jem, 
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and very prejudiced; it was my own stupidity that made me 
take him for a widower. I thought, from something Reggie 
said, that his mother was dead; but he meant his nurse, so' 
-—stammering a little — * I told Aunt Catherine, and she be- 
lieved it, too; but it was all a mistake on our parts, and Mr. 
Basil very soon undeceived us/ 

' All the same, he had no right to be so much with you, and 
I must say I wonder at Aunt Catherine : she ought to have 
known that an acquaintance with a suspicious-looking fellow 
should have been stopped at once/ 

*Ah, Jem, how ridiculous you are I' I exclaimed, quite 
weary of his persistence. ' Wnat could bo the harm oi ex- 
changing a few civil words with a neighbor ? Mr. BasiLjiever 
fipoke to me unless he was obliged; indeed, on several occa- 
sions, I noticed that he avoided me. But when Reggie was 
iU ' 

' Ah, of course, I know how things would be then I * in an 
exasperated tone. ' Aunt Catherine is too soft-heart(?d, and, 
for the matter of that, you know you tre a goose yourself, 
Olga. Well, I don't war<t to make things worse by putting 
ideas into your head, but Aunt Catherine was old enough to 
know that it was not a safe line to take when she had a young 
lady under her care. 1 am not saying any harm has come of 
it, Liind you, but, all the same, it has put me all wrong with 
Lyndhurst.' 

Jem was purposely vague in his concluding remarks, which 
were made m a decidedly apologetic voice. Not for worlds 
would I have had him suspect that I understood his hints, 
that they were making -roe tingle with shame all over. He 
feared harm might haVe come of it, how could I avoid un- 
derstandinff him?^t-was a dangerous position for a ^ir\ 
Poor, dear Jem! it was only his love and anxiety for me tin t 
had made him so ^S. ana disagreeable, and filled him with 
such animosity to the young Squire; mj heart relented to this 
foolish, blundering Jem. I must set his mind at rest. . 

'Jem/ I said as gently as I could, 'you must put all these 
foolish ideas out of your head; they wrong me as well as Mr. 
Basil — he and I are very good friends. I — I hope he respects 
me as much as I do him, and from his manner I think it is 
80 ; no one has ever shown me more respect. I would trust 
him more than most men. I have never heard a word from 
his lips that I would have wished unsaid; he is a gentleman, 
and noblesse oblige — and I wish ' — ^and here a spark of temper 
would show itself--' I wish you were more like him/ 

Jem seemed quite taken aback by this little outburst. It 
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touched liim in spite of himself, ahd he had thelrare magna^ 
nimitj tooverlooK mj parting thrust 

'Well, perhaps he is not such a bad fellow, after a11; and if 
there is no harm done * 

He was floundering headforemost into it again, but I caught 
him up smartly. 

* Harm — what harm should there be ? ' But I ielt, with a 
little sinking of heart, that Jem had very nearly hit the truth. 
/ 1 haye another friend at the Hall, that is all; and when Mrs. 
Basil Lyndhurst comes, I hope I shall like her, too.' 

I was carrying matters with a high hand. Jem began to 
look as though he had had enough of it; but he took up my 
last words; 

' I don't suppose yon will care much for a vulgar, under- 
bred young woman.* 

* But she is not vulgar — Aunt Catherine told me so. Mr. 
Basil would never have fallen in love with the sort of person 
you describe; he is too refined in his tastes. Anyhow, I mean 
to try and like her, just to help Aunt Catherine, and because 
— because she is Reggie's mother;' and then all of a sudden 
my throat seemed to swell, and I felt as though I wanted to 
cry. 

Jem gave me a rough little shake. 

' Now don't be a goose, Olga; I have only meant it for your 
good, ypu ought to be glad that I look after you. Many 
fellows would not take half so much trouble for a sister.' 

' I don't want you to take that sort of trouble for me. It 
is very disagreeable, Jem.' 

* Very well, then, I won't another time, and you may look 
after yourself.' Then, relenting at my sad face: 'Now, be 
a good girl, and forgive me. I&ven't 1 a right to take care 
of the best little sister in the world ? I vow I don't know 
the fellow who is good' enough for her;' and, charmed with 
this compliment, I no longer refused to kisa and make friends, 
as we called it in our childish days, only I do not believe Jem 
and I had ever quarrelled so seriously oetore. * I had no idea 

Jou could be such a spit-fire,' he observed as we strolled on 
appily, arm-in-arm. ' Violet Campbell can say a sharp thing 
or two, but she can't hold the candle to you.* 

To this day I have no idea whether it was Jem's artful in- 
tention to change the subject, or whether he made this speech 
quite innocently, and without malice prepense; but it cer* 
tainly had the singular effect of driving the Hall folk out of 
my head in a moment. For, after all, Jem was Jem, and I 
should like to see the girl who— But never mind that* 
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'And who may Violet Campbell be?' I asked in a tone 
calculated to strike avre into any bachelor brother's heart. 

' Oh, she is only a girl I met down at Marlow/ mumbled 
Jem. ' Didn't I tell you about the water-party ? She steered 
in our boat. She was a nice little thing— not as handsome 
as Bella Parker and her cousin Nora, but still ' 

* You have a very bad habit, Jem, of calling young ladies 
by their Christian names. It is bad form, and not at all re- 
spectful.' 

' Oh, shut up I ' was the amiable rejoinder to this sisterly 
rebuke. 

' Did you only see Miss Campbell once ? * I continued, bent 
on seyere cross-examination. 

' She was at the picnic next day in the Quanr Woods, and 
I met her coming out of church the followinff Sunday. She 
was staying with her uncle — he seemed a lol^r old boy — but 
she told me her people live in Kensington. 

'Indeed.' 

' They are a large family — there or four boys, and as many 
g! Is. Vi — I mean Miss Campbell— is the eldest daughter.' 

' She seems to have told you a good deal about herself and 
her belongings.' 

Well, one must talk about something if one is with a per- 
son for three or four hours,' replied Jem testily. ' I dare say 
you contrived to say a good aeal to the Don when he was 
mooning about in that summer-house of his.' But here Jem 
found himself unable to proceed, as I eflectually closed his 
lips. ' Pax, you ridiculous child ! you have haft suffocated 
me.' 

' Jem,^ disregarding this remonstrance, 'I wish you would 
tell me a little more about Miss Campbell. She is very 
pretty, you say ? ' 

' I said nothing of the kind.' 

* Well, you implied it. Yop said she was a nice little thing.' 
*So she is, and so are you, when you behave yourself.' 

* Do you mean she is like me ? ' brightening up. 

* No I don't. .You are not half so pretty. I mean she is 
a different style. She is your height, perhaps a little taller ; 
but there, I never could describe girls. She is awfully easy 
to get on with, and there is no nonsense about her, and ^!ie 
does not try to flirt with a fellow. One of her brothers — Kit 
she called him— was in our boat, too. He is coining to 
Balliol next term.' 

'Did she — did he, I mean, ask you to call ?* 
^ ' Oh^ there is plenty of time for that/ replied Jem cheer- 
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fully. * I said something about looking them ap when I went 
to town; but I think I shall wait until I know young Camp- 
bell a little better. Vi — I mean Miss CampbeU-r-is coming 
down to Commemoration next June/ 

I was silent. A little further reflection made me swallow 
this piece of information very quietly. I was quite used to 
these confidences on Jem's part; there was always some 'aw- 
fully nice girl ' on the tapis. Not that Jem had oyer been 
really in love, but he was of a genial, social temperament, and 
all girls liked 'him. He was so full of fun, and he admired 
them so frankly, the most prudish of them could not take 
umbrage at his attentions. 

Last summer it had been that pretty little Miss Black, and 
in the winter he had transferred his allegiance to Sybil Grey, 
and so now if it were Violet Campbell I need jiot disquiet 
myself; so I tried not to think that there was a shade more 
earnestness in Jem's manner^ and a greater unwillingness to 
enter into close particulars. 

Nothing could be more foolish than for Jem to lose his 
heart at his age. Why, he had not left Oxford, and it would 
be years before he could hope to hold a brief; and with only 
^ hundred and fifty pounds a year of his own, he was certainly 
not in a position to marry. 

One question I did put to Jem as we stood at the Hall 
door: 

*Are the Campbells rich ?' 

'Kich ? I am sure I don't know/ returned Jem, staring at 
me. * Mr. Campbell is a solicitor; they live in Addison Boad. 
No; I am certain they are not. I remember Vi — Miss 
Campbell saying that some of the boys must go into the city, 
as her father could only afford to send Kit to Oxford. Why 
do you want to know ? ' 

' Oh, only for information. Jem, there is the prayer-bell,' 
and we must go in.' 

Kitty had retired early. As I passed her door I w^nl in 
to bid her good-night. She was lying awake, and fully ex- 
pecting me. She looked hot and feverish, and I could tell 
by her voice that she had been crying. I asked her, with 
much concern, if she felt less well. 

* No,' she returned dejectedly; * I am only fretting about 
Hubert. I have been speaking to him about Miss Sefton's 
proposition; it seems to worry him excessively.' 

* Do you mean he begrudges the expense ? ' 

' No, ot course not — neither the expense nor trouble. Has 
Hubert ever begrudged me anything ? He will take me up 
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on Tbnrsday; but, all the same, he thinks that I am fanoifnl, 
and wanting in patience. Ho has told me as much to-night ; he 
gave me quite a sermon after chu^'ch, about the duty oi bear- 
ing weakness more cheerfully/ 

How can Hubert be so ridiculous? I begin to lose all 
patience with him; even Harry said this morning how far 
less well jrou seemed, and that he feared you yrere losing 
groutid daily/ 

*You must not be hard on Hubert, dear. I sometimes 
think he is shutting his eyes purposely, and that he does not 
want'to see it. His manner gives me this impression. Why, 
he was almost irritable with me this evening; and the end of 
it was he packed me off to bed, though I told him I never 
slept nov tintil one or two. It is so dreary lying here just 
thinking of it all.' 

* Never mind. I will stay with you, and then you will not 
be duU; when people are weak, they get so low-spirited. I 
think that is the worst of illness.' 

* I cannot tell you how glad I am to have you again,' she 
returned, looking at me affectionately. *I have missed you 
so much, and Hubert has had no one to keep him compatiy ; and 
when I am with him, I am too tired and stupid to talk to him 
or amuse him. Sometimes I have fancied that he thought 
me cross, and all the time it was only this miserable sinking.* 

'Men are so stupid,' I began wrathfuUy; but at that mo- 
ment there was a heavy step in the dressing-room, and Hubert, 
hearing voices, came in to know who was keeping Kitty awake. 

* It is only Olga/ said Kitty apologetically; /she came in to 
wish me good-night.' 

'And has been chattenng and disturbing you-"f or the last 
half-hour/ he remarked severely. * What will be the use of 
my taking you to a physician, Kitty, if you refuse to take the 
slightest care of yourself ? Dr. Langham begged you in my 
hearing to be in bed by ten o'clock, and it is now nearly 
eleven; and you are not attempting to go to sleep/ 

*I thought I told you, Hubert, that it was impossible^ foU 
me to sleep/ she returned reproachfully. 

' Of course it is impossible if you do not try/ he replied de^ 
cidedly; and seeing him in this authoritative mood, Kitty 
merely sighed wearily, and gave up the contest by closing her 
eyes;= but that flushed feverish fece did not loot like sleeps 
'There's a good little woman,' returned Hubert, restored to 
good humor by this readv obedience; and then he followed 
me out of the room^ 

' You meant it kindly, Olga/ he said, as he lighted my 
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candle; ' but Kitty's nerves are in such a state that she can- 
not be kept too quiet. Rest and sleep and plenty of nourish- 
ment— that was what Dr. Lan^ham ordered, and a very ex- 
cellent prescription, too; and wnat Kitty wants with another 
physician passes my comprehension. I wish Miss Sefton 
had minded her own business ' — rather crossly. 

* I am Y&rj glad you have made up your mmd to take her/ 
was my bold reply. ' I don't want to worry you, Hubert, you 
have trouble enough; but I think Kitty is worse than you 
think. It is not only her nerves : there must be some cause 
for this weakness; she is very uneasy about herself.' 

* Of course she is uneasy if you all talk to her about her 
health,' he returned doggedly. 'Miss Sefton has put this 
London (Joctor in her head, and I shall have no peace until I 
take her. He will just laugh at us for our pains, and seive 
us all right, too; it is a clear case of nerves. She has over- 
tired herself with the children; and she has never been strong 
since little Flo was born. I shall have to be more strict with 
her for the future; ' and so saying he marched off. 

Poor Hubert ! as though he could disguise his aiixiety from 
me! All the time he was arguing about Kitty's nerves, I 
could see how he was watching me to know if I agreed with 
him. Kitty was right; he was blinding himself purposely. I 
went to bed that night with a heavy heart, for what would 

Hubert do if Kitty But even to myself I could not 

finish the sentence 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 
'i don't look like a squire's lady/ 

* Could ye bless him, father — mother. 

Bless the dimple in his cheek? 
Dare ye look at one another, 

And the benediction speak? 
Would ye not break out in weeping 

And confess yourselves too weak ? ' 

Mr>8. BBOWNINa. 

Aunt Catherine had begged me to spend the following after- 
noon with Mrs. Lyndhurst, as she and Mr. Basil would be 
awajr the whole day. When the time came, I left Kitty very 
unwillingly. There had been a return of faintness during 
the morning. Nurse told me her mistress had not closed her 
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dyes all night; but slie bad insisted on getting up at her usual 
hour to prevent Mr. Leigh from beina; anxious. \ left her 
lying on the drawing-room couch looking miserably ill and 
depressed, and Hubert sitting by her with a pile of new maga- 
zines he was cutting for her amusement. I. could hear him 
laughing as he explained some amusing picture to hcr^ and' 
KiUy's feeble Toice trving to echo him; but there was not a 
mirthful note in it. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst was sitcmg in the garden7and Reggie was 
with her; and we spent a very happy afternoon, f was so 
delighted to have i]^ darling to myself % again. We played 
our old games with Uollo^ even enacting ' Mrs. Howl m the 
ivy-bush.' He^gie laughed so excessively that I caught him 
again and again without difficulty. His only complaint was 
that thero was no swing to rest m — ^by swing he meant the 
h&mmook; so his grandmother promised to buy him one, and 
we settled where to hang it. 

We had our tea in the oia English garden, and Begde 
fetched Peter; and with Rollo, the pug, and' the two peacocks^ 
we were a goodly company. Reggie looked like a lovely little 
picture as he fed the gorgeous creatures; and the background 
of sunflowers was like a golden hedge behind hi^l. Reggie 
always went to bed early; and as soon as Marsden had earned 
him off> we went indoors, as Mrs. Lyxidhurst was tired. When 
Regffie bade her good-night, I noticed how often and how/ 
passionately she kissed him. Reggie noticed it, too. 

^ Why do you kiss me so hard and so many times^ Gran?' 
he asked« fixing his eyes very seriously on her/ 

'The kisses are not all for you, my darling,' she answered^* 
tenderly. * I meant them for another little boy, whose mother 
never gave him any;' and then she sighed heavily, and bade 
him go with Marsden; and we both knew what she meant; 
and how even her love for this sweet, engaging little creaturo; 
was mixed up with unextinguishable. remorse that her own* 
child should have missed so much., 

I chided her gejitly for this sadness, but she only shook heif 
head with a melancholy smile. 

*It must be so, Olgal I try not to be morbid; but the 
knowledge of all he has lost seemsa barrier between us even 
now. Basil is very^nerous; he wants me to forget— he trie^ 
to forget himself-Ji)ut sometimes, when the child' is on my 
lap, I Ibiow what Basil thinks, and then I can ^hardly keep; 
myself from asking his forgiveness over again.' 

'* You must never do that ; it would only embarrass Him.' 

' No, I must be patient : he is very dear and good. I haye 
21 
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only myseK to thank that he cannot bo all a son should be to 
his mother; he thinks too much before he speaks; ho is too 
much afraid of hurting nte; he pronounces my name almost 
timidly; and the least caress on my part seems to trouble 
him. If he could only s^eak to me as he does to Catherine I 
Why, he was quite impatient with her this morning because 
she kept him waitings and he feared they would lose the 
train.' 

'And you want him to be impatient with you ? ' 

She could not help smiling at such a question. 

* It almost sounds like it, does it not ? I think I should 
not mind, if he were only at his ease with me; in other re- 
spects his behavior is perfect/ 

' But surely you are nappy now ! ' I remonstrated; for I had 
a youthful impatience of this morbid iteration. '^ 

' I am hapijy when Basil is with me/ she returned. ' It is 
only in the night, when I lie awake, that I think of the life- 
time I have lost— all those years — those miserable years; and 
he wints me to forget — as though a mother could ever bury 
the past. Do you think' — ^looking at me with a sort of 
strained eagerness — 'that he will ever love me as he does 
Catherine ? ' 

' Some day he will love you more.' 

*0h, my dear, how you comfort me I If I could only be-' 
lieve that, I should be happy indeed 1 How many days has 
he been with me ? — only five; and yet I worship the ground 
he walks on. But I must not tell him so — oh no, it would 

not be well ' 

* ' Mrs. Lyndhurst,' I said, checking her, for I found it diffi- 
cult to sustain the conversation, ' do you think they will be 
back soon? I meant to have left you an hour ago. Hark I 
is not that* the carriage turning in at the gate ? ' and I rose 
in a flurried manner. 

Aunt Catherine had not asked me to stay until their return,' 
and they had come back earlier than I expected. 

' Kever mind; you must stay to sufpper now. Wh&t does it 
matter, child? you are one of us/ replied Mrs. Lyndhurst, 
pressing my arm kindly, as we stood together at the window, 
looking down the avenue. 

Yes, there were the bays, and there was Aunt Catherine 
waving her hand to us. But who was that lady in the gray 
hat beside her ? The next moment Mrs, Lyndhui-st caught 
hold of me. 

' That is Basil's wife I ' she said, in a quicls:, agitated man- 
ner. 'Olga, I must go to the door to receive my son's wife. 
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Como, my dear; como and help me fo welcome her;' and, 
half unwillingly, I followed her into tho hall. 

' Basil, there is your mother/ I heard Aunt Catherine say; 
and from her voice I knew she was exceedingly nervous. And 
then Mr. Basil turned round ouickly and saw us. He looked 
rather pale as he came into tne hall, with a 4all, handsome- 
looking woman heside him. 

* Mother,' he said, in a very low voice, ' we have brought 
Aline back with us; Aunt Catherine thought it would be 
better.' 

' You have done quite right, Basil. My dear, you are Tory 
welcome. I hope you will soon feel at home with us; and 
she kiBsed her on tne cheek. 

1 think young Mrs. L3mdhurst was hardly prepAred for this 
demonstration, for she flushed up, and looked at her husband. 

No one noticed me in this littlo scene, and I regained the 
drawing-room unperceived ; but they followed me almost di- 
rectly. Mrs. Lyndhurst was holding her daughter-in-law's 
hand. She placed her on the couch beside her, and asked her 
to remove her hat. As she did so, the elastic got entangled 
with her hair, and I went to her assistance. She l-^oked at 
me in an odd, penetrating way, as she thanked me. There 
was no want of civility in her tone, but I thought her manner 
cold. She was certainly very handsome, only it was a sort of 
heavy, statuesoue beauty that did not attract mo; and there 
was no animation in her face or voice. 

'This is our young friend, Olga Leigh,' observed Mrs. 
Lyndhurst; 'we are all very fond of her.' 

And then Mrs. Basil looked at me again in the same grave, 
penetrating way; but she did not smile or hold out her hand. 

Involuntarily I drew back, a little chilled at this reception. 
I wondered how Mrs. Lyndhurst could talk on in that gentle, 
kindly manner, questioning her about her journey, and re- 
ceiving in return only those monosyllabic replies. But per- 
haps the poor thing was frightened to death at finding herself 
among all these strangers. 

' I am sure Aline is tired, Basil,' observed Aunt Catherine, 
breaking into tli^^ melancholy little duet. 

* You are wrong; I am never tired,' replied Mrs. Basil. She 
did not speak abruptly, but in a slow, meditative way; and 
then she added: ' There is nothing in such a little journey to 
tire me.' 

' I am glad that you are so strong,' returned Mrs. Lyndhurst 
kindly; 'good health is a great blessing.' 
' Oh yes, I am strong; nothing ails me/ 
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And then again there was an awkward silence, only I no- 
ticed Mrs. Basil was looking about her in an odd way, as 
though she missed something. Of course, it was no business 
of mine to interfere, but I felt so sorry for them all. Mr, 
Basil was watching his wife so anxiously, and Aunt Catherine 
looked flushed and tired. If I could only help them ! With- 
cul thinking, I acted qn the impulse of the moment — ^in a 
thoroughly Olga-like way. 

'You are looking for Reggie,* I said, in a low voice;- *he 
went to bed an hour ago. He was quite tired out with play. 
Would you like to see him asleep ? I will take yoii to him ' 
-^the last words prompted by the intense eagerness in her 
eyes. There was no lack of animation now; she looked su- 
perbly handsome. 

' Yes, let us go to him,* she returned, rising. And then 
she looked et het husband. * I may go with this young lady 
to see Reggie, may I not ? ' 

But before he could answer Mrs. Lyndhurst interposed: 
' My dear, this is your home ; there is no need to ask permission 
lor anything. Go with Olga, by all means; it is a good thought 
of hers;' and we left the room at once. 

As Mr. Basil opened th3 door for us, I asked him, in a 
whisper, if I had done wrong, would he go instead of me ? 
but he only shook his hes,d and drew back. I felt a little un- 
comfortable, and persisted. 

'No, no; I would much rather have things as they are. I 
am only too grateful to you for proposing it; ' and he went 
back into the room, and I rejoined Krs. Basils who was wait- 
ing for me at the foot of the stairs. 

*.What were you saying to him ?* she asked, looking at me 
inquisitively. 

I was rather surprised at the question, but replied that I 
had only asked if he would take my place. 

' You need not have said that to him — it is better as it is,' 
was her strange answer. 'I am ever so much obliged to you 
for getting me out of that room* I thought I should be suffo- 
cated with jJl those questions. George never asks me ques- 
tions. But there, come along. I ehgiLl feel anyhow until I 
have had a look at Reggie.* 

I kept my astonishment to myself, and took her to the 
roQmwliereK6ggie was sleeping. Marsden was just leaving 
him. Mrs. Basal took no notice of her respectful salutation; 
she almost pushed past her in her eagerness to see her child. 

It must liave been a lovely sight to any mother's eyes. 
Reggie looked ^most angelic in his sleep: he had thrown ofL 
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tlio coverings; liis dear little face was pillowed on one arm, 
the other niing over Peter, who was curled up beside him; 
his loug lashes drooped over his flushed cheeks. . 

I heard a caught Breath, almost like, a sob. To my surprise 
the tears were coursing down Mrs. Basil's face. 

* The little darling; I How beautiful he looks I But what 
have they done withyour hair, Reggie ? Some one has cut off 
my baby's hair and never told his mother! ' 

* They were obliged to do it,' I whispered. ' Please do not 
wake him, he is sleeping so soundly. He was ill — very ill; 
and the doctor said it must be donp, and Aunt Catherine was 
obliged to do it.'* 

' X es, I know — ^he was ill — he might have died, and no one 
would have told me. His mother would bave been the last 
to hear it; and it is this sort of thing I mast bear, and sav 
nothing.* And then, sinking on her knees beside the bedf, 
she covered him with soft, noiseless kisses. 'My pretty boy! 
My darling Reg! ' I heard her say over and over again. 

I did not like to disturb her, so I left the room as quietly 
as. possible, and waited outside in the corridor. Every now 
and then I could hear her murmuring fond words over him. 
With all her faults, Mrs. Basil certainly loved her child. 

As I stood there looking down into the cool, fragrant old 
garden. Aunt Catherine came upstairs and joined me. 

' Where is Aline ? ' she whispered. 

' I have left her with Reggie. Please do not disturb her; 
she is very much upset, and of course she wants to be alone 
with her child.' 

' We cannot leave her much longer, I uji afraid,' she replied 
uneasily. ' Basil will be up directly, and he will want her to 
be ready before the gong sounds. Has she taken to you at 
all, Olga ? Do you tnink she will let you help her ? ' 

'I do not know,' I returned dubiously; 'but I will try what 
I can do; ' and I. went back into the room. 

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, still watching Reg- 
gie, but she was not crying now. There was a profound mel- 
ancholy in her whole aspect— something in tAat drooping, 
grand-looking figure and finely-moulded head reminded me 
of a Mater Uolorosa I had once seen. She did not speak or 
move as I approached her. 

'It is very late,' I said quietly; 'and in a few minutes the 
gong will sound for supper. Will you let me fihow you to 
your room, and then per naps I can help you ?' 

'Whose room is tliis?' she asked, starting and looking 
round her* 
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. * I believe it is Mr. BasiFs dressing-room. There is no time 
to show you your sitting-room now. This is your bedroom/ 
beckoning to her; and she rose reluctantly and followed me; 
I thought she looked roun J the spacious^ handsomely-famished 
room with an air of distaste. 

* What a big place I I shall have room to breathe/ she re** 
marked, but I could not tell whether with simplicity or saaf- 
casm. 'And what grand windows I '. She walked to one of 
them and looked out rather absently; but on my reminding 
her again of the time, she regarded me with a puzzled stare. 

' I am sure I do not know what I am to do/ she said^ rather 
defiantly. 'You seem to be expecting me to make a £be 
toilet, but I have no better gown than the one IVe got on; 

and if that does not please you * she walked up to a pief- 

glass as she spoke, and looked at herself from h^ to foot. 
^ I am afraid I don't look like a squire's lady/ she went on, 
'in this dowdj gown/ with a hard little laugh; 'it was 
George's favorite— he had a fancy for gray; but it ia not 
Basil's taste; he told me so as we came along.' 

'Never mind about to-night/ I replied cheerfully; 'I have 
not changed my dress either.' 

' Oh, white always looks smart I To my mind you are ai^ite 
fit for a party. Do you live here, Miss r- — ? There, I nave 
forgot your name/ 

'Do I live at the Hall— is that what you mean ?' 

She nodded. 

' Oh no; I live at Fircroft, a little lower dowr the village. 
Mv brother is the clergyman, and I live with him. xou 
asKed me my name just now; it is Olga Leigh, but I should 
like you to call me Olga.' 

' I am sure I don't mind, though it is a strange, outlandish 
sort of name; for I feel more at home with vou, somehow, 
than I did with the old ladies downstairs.' The idea of her 
calling my dear Aunt Catherine an old lady I 'And you did 
me a good turn, bringing me up to see Be^gie. Would you 
believe it ? — Basil would have kept me talking there another 
hour before he would have remembered I was dying to seQ 
the boy.' 

I found this confidence embarr^ussing, jso I changed the 
subject by offering her some yellow chrysanthemums, set with 
dark leaves, and suggesting they would look well on her gray 
dress.. She took them with an air of indifference, and ad- 

i'usted them carelessly. I noticed she had no rings on her 
arge shapely hands with the exception of her wedding-ring. 
Her hair wa-s very nicely arranged in smooth coUa that just 
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suited her pecaliar style. She did not seem to notice my in- 
spection; she only spoke twice again: once to remark on the 
fineness of the towel she was using, and which seemed to sur- 
prise her; and the other was & comment on the numher of 
lookinff-glasses. 

' Rich people seem fond of looking at themselves/ she said, 
a little disdainfully. 

1 hurried her downstairs at last; they were waiting for us. 
Mr. Basil at once gave his arm to his -mother, and Aunt Cath- 
erine took his wife. I do not believe Mrs. Bnsil would have 
opened her lips to join in the conversation if it had not been 
for Aunt Catherine, for Mrs. Lyndhurst looked too much ex- 
hausted to resume her soft Questioning; but Aunt Catherine 
talked on manfully. 1 saw Mr. Basil make a sign to her once 
when Bennet was going to fill his wife's glass with champagne, 
and with ready tact she leant forward and addressed her. 

* You are a water-drinker, are you not, my dear ?' she said 
in the quietest manner. 'Bennet, Mrs. Basil never takes 
anything but water. I dare say she would like some of our 
nioe home-made lemonade; it is such a cool, refreshing drink.' 

I did not hear Mrs. Basil's answer, but I saw the crimson 
blood rise to her forehead, and she seemed as though she 
could not eat another morsel. I felt almost as asham^ my- 
self, and yet no one could have noticed anything in Aunt 
Oatherine s manner. I did not stay long after supper. Jem 
liad not come for me, so I asked Aunt Catherine in a low 
voice if one of the servants might walk ;^ith me. I was 
rather sorry that Mr. Basil overheard this remark, for he at 
once insisted on being my escort, and rather than make a 
fuss, I was obliged to submit. Mrs. Basil was sitting bolt 
upright on the couch beside her mother-in-law. She opened 
her eyes — such lovely eyes they were- -very widely as I wished 
her good-night. 

* Why, how early you are going! Has Basil asked to walk 
mth you ? * 

* Yes; there was no need. One of the servants would have 
gone with me, but I generally have my brother. I hope you 
do not mind my taking him ?' 

* No one ever thought of asking me such a question before, 
she replied in a voice that made Mrs. Lyndhurst look at us 
both in mild surprise. ' Basil always pleases himself. I sup< 
pose you will be nere to-morrow ? * 

* I do not know; I am not sure,' quite confused at this, for 
Mr. Basil could hear every word. 

/You will come if Aline wants you, will you not Olgaf ^ 
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interposed Aunt Catherine briskly. 'Bun across to-morrow, 
aftemoo m soon as the children have finished luncheon, and 
then you can stay to tea/ 

And as I could not think of any plausible excuse to prevent 
my complyinff with this, I was obliged to acquiesce. 

I confess Mr. Basil's first words as we walked down the 
avenue took me by surprise. 

* Aline has taken a fancy to you. Miss Leigh.' 

* To me I What should put such an idea into your head ? * 

* Why, it was pretty evident, was it not ?' Aid though it 
was quite dark under the trees, I could tell he was smuiiig. 
'She scarcely opened her lips to any one else: and then she 
wanted you to come to-morrow.* 

* Do you think so ? * 

'I am sure of it. Aline is not a woman of many words. 
What she says she means. You won her heart by taking her 
up to see Beggie. I was a fool not to think of it myself.* 

* She is certainly venr fond of him.* 

' She has not seen the little chap for so long, and he has 
been ill; but she is not always ready to take notice of him.* 
He stopped, as though he had said too much, and then con- 
tinued in a different tone: 'I am afraid my mother and Aline 
have not quite hit it off this evening. Does it not strike you 
that my mother seems depressed ? * 

'Not more than usual. I mean her spirits are always varia- 
ble. I think, if you will pardon me for saying so, that you 
are judging too hastily; it is all so strange and new for your 
wife.; Somehow I feel very sorry for her to-night.* 

' You think she is to,be^pitied ?* and I am sure there was a 
little pique in his tone. 

' Oh, not in that way, at least,* feeling that I was beginning 
rather awkwardly ; ' I am afraid you are misunderstandmg me.^ 

' I would not do that for worlds,* he replied gently. ' Will 
you tell me what you really do mean ? * 

' Well, then, I feel sorry for Mrs. Basil because all her sur- 
roundings are so strange to her. She has never seen even 
your mother and Aunt Catherine; and though they are so 
kind to her, she finds it difficult to open her heart to them. 
Their conversation oppresses her; they have nothing in com- 
mon; she has not been brought up in their way, and every 
moment she is afraid of offending^ their prejudices. She did 
not tell me this, but I can read it in her looks and silence.* 

'Aline is generally sOent; but you are right. When, in- 
deed, have I ever found you wrong ? ' Did che— did Aline 
interest you ? * 
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'Very much;' but I wondered a little at the question. 

'I ask that because I fear to trespass on vour goodness; but 
if it "would not trouble you too much, would you — should you 
very much mind giving her as much of your company as 
possible ? ' 

' You wish me to be friends with your wife ? ' 

' That is my meaning, certainly, if it would not tax your 
kindness too severely. I know how good it would be for Aline 
to have such a friend; it would be good for her — do you not 
think so ? ' turning to me abruptly. 

I thought his manner str?,nge. He did not seem quite like 
himself to-night; there was a sort of constraint about him, 
as though he were not at his ease; it w^s the first time he 
had ever spoken to me of his wife, and he seemed afraid of 
saying much. I told him in answer that I would gladly do 
ail I could to make Mrs. Basil feel at home with us all, and 
that as I was nearer her age, she would most likely talk to me 
with more openness than she would to Aunt Catherine. In 
return ho thanked me very gratefully, but still in the same 
guarded manner. It struck me then that he was feeling his 
position intensely, and that it required all his man's strength 
to keep his uneasiness to himself. I could not help thinking 
how sad it must be for any man — and especially one so proud 
and sensitive as Mr. Basil — to be tied for life to a woman 
whom he could not respect, and who repelled him by her 
strange suUenness. 

In spite of my sympathy, I thought it better to change the 
subject; so I began talking about Kitiy^ and in a moment his 
old friendliness returned. 

'I am not surprised at your anxiety,' he said frankly. 
' Indeed, I can only wonder at your brother's cheerfuln233. 
He must surely see that his wife is seriously ill.' 

* Oh, not seriously! Please do not use that word.' 

'Very much out of health, theii; but, of course, a clever 
doctor will soon put her to rights. Do you know. Miss Leigh, 
this is the first time I have had an opportunity of telling you 
**ow much I like your brother Jem. Do you remember now 
you. used to talk about him at St. Croix ?' 

* You like Jem ? ' in a tone of intense surprise. 

*You seem astonished. V/hy should I not like a bright, 
clever fellow like Leigh ? ' 

' You do not seem to take to each other,' I stammered, as 
Jem's ridiculous sobriquet of the Don came to my recollec- 
tion. 

* Oh, he is a iittlo on his dignity with cas; I grant you that. 
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Some of the best fellows in the world are not easy to know at 
first. Most likely he has not taken to me/. 

'I don't know why you should Bay that/ growing very hot 
over this little fib; but Mr. JBasil onhr laughed. 

' Oh, we shall hit it off piPesently, f-dare say; and now, just 
as we ai-e talking about him, there he comes. I thought I 
heard RoUo's bark a minute ago.' 

It was a great relief to my mind to hear the friendly way 
in which the two young men accosted each other. My lecture 
had done Jem good. I could detect neither stiffness nor 
hauteur in his manner. He spoke cordially, thanked Mr. 
Basil for his escort, and apologized to me in the nicest way 
for being so late. Tgave his arm a little squeeze as a mark 
of commendation, and I was still more pleased when Mr. Basil 
turned of his own accord and walked with us to the door. I 
kept Jem in the porch a long time while I told him about 
Mrs. 3asil. 

He seemed much interested, and did not disturb me by any 
tiresome interruptions. 

'And she is very handsome ? ' 

' Undeniably so. There cannot be two opinions about it. 
She is a grand-looking woman, and her eyes are beau -if uL* 

* He had some excuse, then.' • 

' Yes, of course; every one says so. But, Jem, she does not 
make him happy; there is no happiness in her face.' 

' Well, that is not your business, nor mine either,' was Jem's 
nnsympathizing retort; 'so don't you ^o poking your inquisi- 
tive little nose, such a ridiculous nose as it is, too, into other 
folks' matrimonial concerns, or you will get scorched for your 
pains. I don't want you to come to me with "Oh, Jem, it 
hurts!" eh, Olga?' 

But, as usual, when he teased me with this babyish reminis- 
cence, I ran after him and boxed his ears. 

Unfortunately, Kollo barked a shrill, joyous bark, and then 
Hubert came out of the study and asked what we meant by 
waking up Kitty and the children. Dear me ! how old and 
grave Hubert was growing! and if Rollo did bark, there was 
no need to speak so severely. I told Jem so; but he silenced 
my grumbling in a minute. 

' Poor beggar ! ' he said in a pitying tone/ ' he is a bit low 
to-night about his little woman. Kitty was rather hysterical 
before she went to bed because cook gave warning; so there 
was a precious row. Hubert scolded the cook, and brought 
her to reason; and then he told Kitty she was a baby to take 
such a thing to heart, and he ended by carrying her up to bed. 
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jfeff the poor little thing was all of a tremlle, as nurse says; 
and he has been as glum as possible ever since.* 

* Oh, Jem, I am so sorry that Kollo made all that noise! I 
will go in and tell him. so/ 

' You will do nothing of the kind/ replied Jem, taking liold 
oi me in his rough way. * I won't have the poor old man 
bothered. Just go to bed, and don't let us see vou again until 
morning.' « , . 

And with this polite injunction, Jem took off RoUo to his 
sleeping-quarters. * 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE LADY GWEKDOLIKE's EOOM. 

*I have much need of good advice.* 

Sm Walteb Scott. « 

* I love that beauty should go beautifully.' 

Teknyson. 

I entertained Kitty the next morning by giving her d 
graphic account of young Mrs. Lyndhurst's reception. She 
was greatly interested, and so was Hubert; for ^e made me 
repeat it all over again for his benefit. 

^ The ladies have been so kind to you, Olga, that I think 
you ought to help them as much as possible,' sha said in her 
sensible way; and as Hubert indorsed this * opinion, I wenji 
off to spend the afternoon at the Hall, and with the com- 
fortable consciousness that I was doing my duty. 

I found Aunt Catherine writing business letters in the 
library. She looked up with quite a relieved air as I entered. 

' I am *o glad you have come, dear,' she said warmly; ' Aline 
has been asking for you half a dozen times. She is i^ther 
tired, and has gone up to the Lady's Room to rest; ' for the 
quaint, bay-windowed room that had been set apart for Mrs. 
Basil's use was always called the Lady's Room, in memory of 
the unfortunate Lady Gwendoline. 

* How have you got on i;his morning ? ' I asked a little curi- 
ously. 

' I hardly know,' with a thoughtful air. * Aline talks very 
little, and it is difficult to break through her reserve. We 
were obliged to leave her to Basil at last. He has been be- 
having like a model husband all the mornin<j. He has taken 
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her over the ho se and shown her everything, and they were 
out in the garden a long time with Ke^gie. Basil is there 
now with the child; hut the worst of it is that I cannot find 
out whether she is pleased or not. She looks at everything, 
but nothing seems to interest her much. Virginia ashed her 
at luncheon what she thought of the Hall, and she only said 
*' it was a big place, and very old, and that she thought it 
must be dull in winter.'' She has taken a dislike to the rooks; 
she owned to Basil that she hated their harsh caws.' 

This did not sound very promising; Aunt Catherine's grave 
manner said more than her words. Mrs. Basil had evidently 
repelled their efforts at intimacy. What a strange young 
woman she must be! I ^ed if Reggie had been with her 
all the morning. 

* Yes, I believe so; he is always with Basil, you know; but 
I cannot see that she takes much notice of him. !N'o, indeed ' 
— as I looked astonished at this. * She never once kissed him 
or spoke to him while I was in the room, and the child never 
went to her of his own accord. I confess I am a little dis- 
heartened, and Virginia is even more so, for we do want to 
make her happy with us.' 

' Dear Aunt Catherine, it is so trying for you.' 

* I think she looks upon us as old people. She was quite 
surprised to hear how far I could walk, and that I took so 
much exercise; but I must not go on chattering. Basil has 
been hindering me, and I have half a dozen letters to write 
before post-time. You had better run up to the Lady's Room 
now, and see if you can induce Aline to be a little more 
sociable.' 

* I obeyed reluctantly. Alasl my long easy afternoons with 
Aunt Catherine already belonged to the past. The Hall 
would be a different place to me now. I knocked at the door, 
but as no one bade me enter, I turned the handle and went 
in. Mrs. Basil was sitting in the bay-window— it hafd a cir- 
cular cushioned seat — her hands were listlessly folded in her 
lip. Reggie was evidently playing in the garaen beneath, for 
I heard his laugh as I closeu the door. I think she had been 
watching him, but she rose directly she saw me. 

* So you've come,' she said abruptly. ' I have been looking 
for you this last hour; I was beginning to think you were 
not going to keep your word; I told Basil so. Aren't you 
going to take off yo'ir hat and stop a bit ?' 

'Oh yes, if you wish it;' and I proceeded to unbutton my 
gloves. 

* Do you always wear white ? ' was her next remark. 
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I thought it a e^ngnlar one. She had not shaken hands^ 
but in her own way she seemed disposed to friendliness. 

'Not always/ I replied; 'washing is expensive, even in the 
country; but Aunt Catherine likes me best in white, so I try 
toj^ase her.* 

^hy do you call her that ? ' she went on still more abruptly, 
' She is not a relation of yours, is she ? ' 

' No,' I replied, coioring; ' but I have been r sed to call her 
Aunt Catherine ever since I was a child. I think I love her 
better than any one else except my brothers— brother, I was 
going to say.' 

' I suppose you are one of those who attach themselves 
easily ? ' she replied, giving me at the same time a searching 
glrnce that made me extremely uncomfortable. 'I wish I 
were like you in that respect, but one can only act up to one's 
own nature. I was never very soft, except to BasU, but he 
had a way with him; and though I acted like the biggest fool 
that ever lived, I could not help myself.' 

' I suppose not. What a pretty room this is, Mrs. Lynd« 
hurst! and this window is so delightful I ' 

'Why* don't you say Aline? lam not used to the other 
name, and it sounds stiff from a girl like you. You are ever 
80 much younger than me, aren't you ? I am sure you look 

BO.' 

'I am twenty.' 

'And I am eight-and-twenty — agoing on for nine-and- 
twenty, that is. George says I look hall a dozen years older 
than iBasil; but that is because I have gown so stout. I wls 
quite slim when he first took up with me.* 

' You are not really stout,' for the word did not suit her find 
massive proportion in the least. I saw my remark pleased her. 

' Don't go away with the idea that I am vain,' she said, actu- 
ally smiling; 'but I want to ask you a question. Do you 
think, does any one think, that I am handsome ? ' 

I wondered what Aunt Catherine would have said if she 
lad heard her! 

' Certainly; every one thinks so. How could they help it ? * 
for I was answering her question as simply as she put it. 

She brightened up still more. 

' I never could get George to tell me. He always said " I 
was well enough;" but that did not satisfy me. Now Basil 
has been worrying me half the morning to go up to town 
with his aunt, and order some new gowns; for, as he says, the 
• under-housemaid is dressed better than me> and he wants me 
to look my best. Now just tell me the truth : Do you think 



884 TBE SEARCH FOR BASIL LTNDHURST. 

all the iine dresses in the world would make me look like a 
real lady, like my mother-in-law or Miss Sefton ? ' 

•It would be impossible to describe my feelings as, she put ' 
this singular question. I hardly dared to look at her as I 
answered her^ I began to think Mr. Basil's shrewdness was 
iiot at tault, and that this strange, impulsive woman nlusjb 
have taken a fancy to me, or she would never have spoken 
to me with such frankness. 

'I think you would look very nice!/ I stammered; *that 
you have no idea how nice you would look;' and then I con- 
tinued more boldly : ' I know it is strange that dress should 
make such a difference, but it is true, nevertheless; every onp 
says so;' and as I uttered this oracular remark, I could not 
help thinking how one of Mrs. Basil's velvet gowns would set 
off ner large massive beauty^ and what a sensation she would 
make in the country. 

* Do you really mean what you say ? ' she returned eagerly^ 
* then I will Have a try — I mean, I will try to look my best. 
I am afraid '—flushing slightly — * that living with George has 
not improved me; he is not careful tibout his words, and ono 
gets into bad ways. When Basil was with me, I managed 
better;-' and as she made this naive apology, I noticed that 
though her voice was deep, it was very full and sweet,, and 
that she spoke without any unpleasant accent. No, there was 
nothing vulgar about her, only a slight want of culture that, 
perhaps, time might mend. 

' Well, then, I may as well go up to town to-morrow and 
see about my clothes,' she went on; 'and supposing you come 
with me ? There is.no need to trouble Basil s aunt.' 

* But I am not so experienced,' I remonstrated,, 'and Aunt 
Catherine has such good taste; she would help you far better.' 

' Oh, there will be no need of help,' she replied rather de- 
cidedly; *if we go to a good place we^ shall do very Well. \ 
know exactly what suits me; and if lam in doubt, I ain 
pretty sure to know what Basil would like. He is wonder- 
fully particular about ladies' dress; so yoii had better make 
up your mind for a day's outing.' 

* Very well,' I answered rat Her reluctantly; for though I 
loved shopping with Aunt Catherine, I felt this would be 
quite different; still, I was sure, in my own mind, thai the 
ladies would wish me to accept any overture on Mrs. Basil's 
part. 

She' did not seem to notice my unwillingness; and we 
talked a little more. Dress is an exhaustive subject, and w« 
both found plenty to say about it. She was a little absent ia 
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her manner Bome1,rmes; and once, to attract her attention, I 
called her Aline; and she tamed round at once with guch a 
sweet smile. 

'That is nice of you,' she said heartily; 'nothing pleases 
me better than to take me at my word, for I always mean 
what I say. It is odd, our getting on so well together, isn't 
it ? For, as I told you just now, I am seldom soft with people ; 
but I shall not forget in a hurry that you were the only one 
who understood me yesterday. You got me out of that room 
so cleverly when I was pent up to that degree I could hardly 
breathe, with all those eyes on me, and BaSil watching me, as 
though he were afraid 1 should do something dreadful. It 
never entered his head that I was pining for a sight of my 
boy.' 

' He had forgotten for the moment, and he knew Keggie 
was aslesp. Aline, you have never told me how you like your 
new Irome ? ' for tliere was a oloud on her brow that I was 
anxious to dispel. 

'They asked me that at dinnc-r — I mean luncheon; but I 
could not answer them. It is a grand plac>, of course; only 
I feel loct in it, somehow. I think it hurts me to see Basil 
looking so much at home and as though everything belonged 
to him, and he had never been used to anything else; while 
I am not fit to take my proper place beside him.' 

' Oh, you will soon take it; you will soon get used to things, 
too.' 

But she shook he* head. 

' I have not been brought up among gentlefolks, as Basil 
has. Oh, I have seen his friendi>— fine Oxford men, and that 
Mr. Fleming who educated him; b-^t I co ild not get on with 
one of them. Basil was never so nice to me when hi3 friends 
were with us; he was always more fault-finding and im- 
patient.' 

' But surely you are pleased with this lovely room ! ' I ex- 
claimed, looking round with girlish admiration. 

I think I had never seen a room that pleased me better. The 
carved cabinets; the small Indian tables inlaid with curious 
woods ; the quaint portraits of Sef ton ladies in oval frames ; 
the old-fahsioned couch and easy-chairs — all harmonized so 
well with the oak-pan ellirg. In this room the hapless Gwen- 
doline must have sat like Mariana at the moated Grange^ with, 
the same words on her lips : 

* Old faces glimmered thi-ough the doors. 
Old footsteps trod the upper floors, 
Old Voices called her from without ; 
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Shft only saicl, " My life is dreary ; 

He Cometh not/' she said; 
She said, *' I'm aweary, aweary ; 

I would that I were dead I " * • 

As I spoke. Aline raised herself^ and looked p.t it all ratHer 
indifferently. 

' Oh yes. I liked this room best in the honse. Basil said 
he chose it for me because it was so qniet. There is one 
thing about it that does not feuit me — 1 hear those horrid 
rooks so plainly,' 

* I am sorry yoti dislike them; they are Aunt Catherine's 
favorite pensioners.' 

' Oh, Imust put up with what I don't like, Basil seemed 
disappointed because I told him that I would rather be back 
in the little cottage at Highgate; but thc:;s«-> cottage or Hall^ 
it is all the same, if one must take one's self everywhere. If 
we could only get rid of ourselves! * rather gloomily. 

At.,that moment Marsden came to say that tea was waiting 
in the drawing-room. 

' Couldn't we have it up here, Olga ? ' interposed Aline, with 
a shrug. ' It will be so dull in that big room downstairs.' 

* I think we had better go,' I returned quickly. * I have 
not spoken to Mrs. Lyndhurst; and she and Aunt Catherine 
will be expecting us.' 

* Oh, do as you like,' she replied, rather sulkily; and I half 
repented my decision. 

' It was too late to retract, however; but I felt intensely ag- 
gravated to see how Aline resumed her cold, indifferent air 
the moment she entered the drawing-room. She greeted her 
husband without a smile when he came to meet us with a 
pleasant inq^uiry as to the manner in which we hf d spent the 
afternoon; indeed, she left me to answer him, and sat down 
beside Mrs. Lyndhurst. I did my best to thaw her, but with- 
out success. Aunt Cs;therine lookii at me in a pitying 
way. 

*How have you got through these two hours, you poor 
child ?' she whispered, as she passed me a cup of tea; and I 
could hardly refrain from laugning. 

Partly to mystify them, and partly to compel Aline to 
speak, I said very quietly: 

' Aline and I have been planning a day's outing. She wants 
me to go up to town with her to-morrow, and h.lp her with, 
her shopping. What do you say. Aunt Catherine r ' 

Mr. iSasil darted a quick, amused look at me, which said 
as plainly as possible^ ^ Did I not tell you so?' But Aunt 
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Oathorinc^ who wag filling up the teapot, let the boiling water 
overflow in her surprise. I think we were all astonished 
when Aline jumped up and took the silver kettle out of her 
hand. 

' You have overfilled it/ she said brtsquely ; 'and the water 
is tricklinff all .over the tray. Why don't you fetch a cloth, 
Basil ? lour 'Aunt will scald herself/ 

' I had better ring for Bennet/ he replied, walking across 
the .room very lazily; and Aline sat down as though she had 
been detected in some fault. 'Oh, I forgot the servants!* 
she mufctered. 

'Thank you, my dear; you have been very kind and help- 
ful/ replied Aunt Catherine, quite pleased at this little at- 
tention from her stately niece. 'I have made a terrible 
mess; but Bennett will soon put it right for me. So you 
have arranged to go to town with Olga ? ^ Well, I am sure vou 
could not Eave selected a better companion/ 

' Well, Olga is youne, and one won't be afraid of tinng 
her/ observed Aline rather ungraciously; 'and we have a long 
day's work before us* If you will tell us where to go — who 
are the best people, I mean — and how much I am to spend, 
we shall manage all the rest/ 

' I suppose you don't want my help. Aline ? * asked her 
husband pleasantly. 

' Oh, there is no need to trouble any of you/ was the off- 
hand answer. ' Olga and I ' — she was ^oing to say ' me/ but 
stopped herself in time—' Olga and I will do very well, and I 
know all your likes and dislikes; so your taste won't be 
affronted.' 

'Then in that case I will make myself useful by looking 
out your trains. I suppose I may be allowed to meet you at 
the station ? or do you intend to dismiss me for the day ? ' 

Mr. Basil was half joking I could see, but it was evident 
that Aline did not understand humor, for she answered him 
quite seriously: 'I am thinking you will please yourself, as 
usual, so it is no use asking me. Perhaps, as Miss Leigh is 
such pleasant company, you may choose to make yourself 
agreeable.' 

' You may consider my offer retracted/ he replied, jumping 
up from the table; and I saw at once that he was displeased. . 
' Do you think the little chap has finished his tea. Aunt Cath- 
erine?' 

' Now, what have I said to make him go off in that way ? ' 
asked Aline in an injured tone. ' Did you ever see any one 
60 quick-tempered, Olga ? But he is always like that.' 
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' My dear, please do not Bay such things of mv son/ ob- 
served Mrs. Lyndhurst in feeble alarm at tnis. 
Aline stared at her. 




senses would find fault with such a trifle r Come in the gar- 
den, Aline; I have just half an hour before I must go/ 

To my relief, she followed me at once. 

' You were right to take me up/ she said confidentially. ' I 
need not have been so touchy with Basil's mother; but it is 
as well to let them know that I have not the best of tempers, 
and then they won't rive me more than I can bear. ^ There 
is Basil I expect he has got over his crossness by this time. 
I mean to ask nim to go with tis to the station.* 

' If I were you, I would just leave it alone.' 

But Aline was not a woman who possessed much tact. She 
called to her husbfmd rather peremptorily. 

' You need not have been so short with me, Basil; I meant 
no harm. I should be glad enough if you would go to the 
Btation with us.* 

' I am very sorry, but it is impossible,' he returned gravely. 
'I am going over to Brighton for the day witli Be^gie.' 

' You have made your plans pretty ouic^y, that is all I can 
say,' she replied, rather aggrieved at this. * You might have 
asked first if I wanted Reggie to go with us.' 

*It is not likely I should do anything of the kind,' he re- 
plied curtly. * A day's shopping would be fer too fatiguing 
for any child. I am going to let nim have a run on the beach 
and see the boats; the sea air will be good for him.' 

'Reggie — it is always Reggie! ' she replied anmly. 

But I would not let her proceed. I touched her arm, and 
whispered to her that I wanted to show her the Lad^s Walk, 
and 1 gave Mr. Basil a look as I did so. Aline was decidedly 
ruffled. She turned a deaf ear to my soothing speeches, an^ 
as soon as we were under the dark fir-trees she burst out 
passionately: 

* Reggie, indeed! I wonder I don't hate the child, though 
he is my own, for Basil thinks of nothing else. I wish I had 
not asked him to come; it has only made him think more of 
himself. He will be as high and mighty all the evening as 
possible, when you are gone. I will just shut myself up in my 
room, and take no notice of any one. WeD, are you going 
to teU me the ghost story?' 

* Wait a moment,' for 1 could hear footsteps crunching tha 
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dead leaves behind me, and Mr. Basil came np in his qnibk 
way, 

* I am sorry I disappointed yon just now, Aline. I will dve 
np Brighton for to-morrow, and go with you as far as V io- 
toria. I have business I oUght to finish, and we might take 
the same train back. Will that satisfy you ? ' looking at her 
anxiously. 

'Thank you, Basil,' was all she said; and he went away 
without another word. Aline stood quite still for a few min- 
utes. * I wonder what made him change his mind ? I never 
knew him do such a thing before, ti he always snoke as 
kindly as he did just now!° she sighed heavily, and by tacit 
consent we changed the subject. 

When I bade ner good-by, I kissed her, but she made no 
sort of response. 

*I8 she realljr cold and undemonstrative by nature?' I 
thought; 'or is it shyness and an uncomfortable .sense of in- 
feriority that makes her keep people at a distance ? * But I 
found myself unable to answer this question. 
! And another thing puzzled me : would Mr. Basil have re- 
considered his hasty speech if I had not given him that re- 
proachful look ? 

I found Kitty far more cheery. She rallied me in her old 
way on my new friendship, as she termed it. 

' What a pity we did not leave our expedition until Thurs- 
day I' I observed; 'and then we could all have gone up to 
town together.' 

Kitty's face fell a little at this. 

' Oh, I forgot to tell you,' she said hurriedly : ' Hubel*t has 
found out that there is a meeting of cler^ here that day, and 
as he has several important euj^agements during the.remainder 
of the week we have put of^ going until the following Thurs-i 
day.' 

' My dear Kitty, what a mistake I' 

'Not at all. I am much better to-day — Hubert says 



and I feel it myself; so please do not say anything more about 
it.' 

She finished with the Kitty-like dignity that always silenced 
one. 

Wh«i I reached the station the next morning, I found 
Aline and her husband walking up and down the platform. 
They .both looked in excellent spirits. Aline was perhaps 
quieter than she had been the previous day; but she seemed 
contented, and I noticed Mr. Basil was on his best behaviorj 
and paid her a good deal of attention. 
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When we reached Victoria, he put us into a hansom^ and 
ve drove to a dressmaker Aunt Catherine had recommended 
— a certain Madame Hortense. As we drove through the 
crowded streets. Aline told me that she had had a grand con- 
fabulation with Aunt Catherine and Marsden the previous 
night. 

' Marsden — ^isn't that her name ?— is to get me all I want 
in the way of under-dothiiig, but I am to do the rest myself. 
I am to order a mantle, and one cf those fashionable jackets 
they are wearing now; and I must have a bonnet for church, 
and a hat. So yon see we ahaU have plenty to do before five 
o'clock.' 

I wondered what Madame Hortense thought of Aline. She 
certainly treated her with the respect she would have shown 
to a duchess. AHne was not at ^flurried; she went through 
her business in the most matter-of-fact way. She seemed to 
know by intuition the color and material that would suit her 
best 

As WG sat at luncheon in the Httle shop in Xew Street, I 
could not help expressing my surprise at the justness and deli- 
cacy of her taste. 

^1 think that sort of thing is bom with one/ she returned 
carelessly. * I was always considered the best-dressed girl in 
Hollowajr — at least, George said so. Poor George I I wonder 
how he IS getting on ? I could not have worn the tawdry 
ribbons and flimsy laces other girls did, to save my life. When 
we were first married Basil often praised me for my n'eatness. 
Olga/ interrupting herself as the covered dish of cutlets was 
placed before us, ^ I know yon are as tired as tired can be; 
and, for the matter of that, so am I. Don't yon think a eriasa 
of wine would freshen ns up ? ' 

' Oh, no; we could not order anything of the kind here,' I 
returned, growing hot in a moment. ' A cup of coffee would 
be far better. L&dies never order wine,' 

I do not know what Aline thought of my speech, for in my 
consternation I bad quite overlooked the fact that a gray- 
haired lady at the next table was calmly sipping a glass of 
sherry at that very moment. But Aline good-naturedly ig- 
nored this fact, and ordered the coffee. This was the only 
contretemps, and we spent the rest o1 the afternoon pleasantly 
enough. 

I could not help noticing that wherever we went Aline ex- 
cited a great deal of attention. She seemed quite unconscious 
of the £ct. Once, as we were walking down Begent Street, 
she asked me if anything was wrong with her, and on my aa^ 
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toring her tliai she looked ad tidy as possible, she said simpl j, 
'Oh, I thought ray hat was crooked— that man stared so.* 
And aho really seen. ad to tnean what she said^ 

Mr, Basil was waiting for us when we drove an to the 
station. He' hnnied as off to take oar places^ for tne train 
was Just starting. 

r * Why, yon. look as Iresh as possible, Aline! ' he said, as we 
moved on. 'I thoa^ht you and Kiss Leigh would be quite 
done up/ 

' Olga is tired, I believe,* she returned. ' But I have had a 
pleasant day, and enjoyed it. I like the shopisi and the crowds 
of people; and every one was so civiL* 

'And how many smart gowns have yoi( ordered ?* be askou 
goodrhumoredly. 

* Oh, I am not going to tell yon,* she answered rather shyly. 
' Olga, don't you answer any of his questions. I am going to 
surprise you.* 

And then, of course, he besan teasing us both b;^ a series of 
Gross questioiing; but I could see ho was doing it to amus^ 
her. 

I went back to dinnjer with them, but I suppose, after all. 
Aline was tired, for she seemed put out because she had noth- 
ing but her gray gown to wear. And Mr. Basil was in evening 
drees. 

^ He might have kept me in countenance for once/ she 
complainea. 'And there is his mother in her black velvet, 
and I look like a milkmaid among them. Basil only laughed 
when I told him s6, and said I was growing vain;* and for 
the remainder of the evening she relapsed into her old silence. 

But she thawed a little when Jem came in to fetch me. 
Jem always knew how to make himself agreeable to ladies, and 
i saw at once bv his manner that he was immensely struck 
with her, though he would not own it. 

* Well, what do you think of Mrs. Basil Lyndhurst ? ' I 
asked, as we hurried down the avenue, fo^ the night was wet. 

'I think she just matches the Don, and thai T should not 
like to be in his place;* and that was all I could get out of 
}em. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

LADYBIRD PLATS P3AXES. 

'Lois the Healer prayed. 

With soul uplift, 
•* O Love, the Deautiful, 

Give me this gift. 
Comfort and help to be 

Where'er I go ; 
Cool in the summer time* 
Warmth in the snow." ' 

Anon, 

Dnring the next few days I saw a ^eat deal of Aline; in- 
deed, I besan to feel that I never baa a moment to myself, 
and that Xwas neglecting Kitty and the children shamefully. 
All my little home duties were unfulfilled; I neither helped 
the twins with their lessons, nor assisted nurse with the 
needlework. Jem complained that I was never at home, and 
I saw the same unspoken reproach in Harry's eyes. It was 
in vain that I protested and excused myself. Every morning 
one of Aunt Catherine's notes summoned me to the Hall on 
some plea or other. ' I am very sorry, but Aline has set her 
heart on a day at Brighton, and she refuses to go unless you 
are of the party; ' or, 'Aline has to return Lady Medhurst's 
call, and she wants you to drive over with her, as Basil is en- 
gaged,' and so on.. 

I turned restive at last, and told Aunt Catherine plainly 
that Aline expected too much of me. I was very willing to 
do what I could for her, but she must understand that my 
home people had a claim on me. She listened to me very 
quietly, and Without making any ohservation, and I thpught, 
of co.urse, that she agreed with me in thinking Aline ra^er 
importunate in her demands on my time. 

1 was greatly surprised, therefore, when Hubert spoke to 
me the next day. He was a little mysterious in his manner, 
and hemmed and hawed a good deal. He began by saying 
that he had a great respect for Miss Sef ton, and that ne owed 
her a return for her kindness to me. ' Sho has been talking 
to me about you,' he went on. * She seems iji a little difficulty 
about Mrs. Basil Lyndhurst. She is rather peculiar, and does 
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Hoi seem to take to them much. And she say^ no "one but 
you seems to please her; and she has been asking me^ as » 
special favor, to spare you to them as niuch afl possible. Wo 
had quite a long talk about it, Kitty and I, and we have made 
up our minds that we mugt do all we can to ease the poor 
ladies, for really, as Kitty says, young Mrs. Lyndhuret is such 
a handful, and she does not wonder Miss Sefton is worried 
about her; so we think you ouffht to be up at the Hall as 
much as possible 5 and as for tlie children's lessons, Kitty 
Bays she will manage all those herself.' 

If Aunt Catherine had appealed to Hubert, it was no use 
mv saying a word. Hubert would be so flattered by ter con- 
fidence that he would not listen to me, and 1 found it was no 
good grumbling to Kitty; and as Jem was going to Oxford 
in a day. or two, he would not bo able to fight ray battles, 

I made one Vain attempt to coax Kitty. 

*ypu know,' I said persuasively, 'that I would much rather 
be here with you, or overlooking Jessie and Mab's lessons in> 
the school-room, than wasting so many hours with AUnot I 
might as well be her paid companion at once, if I am to drive 
about with her, and pay visits, and help her with her fancy 
work. She is getting to depend on me far too much.' 

* But, Olga,' she said, looking up from her work in evident 
surprise at my dissatisfied tone, ' aren't you just a little con- 
tradictory about this ? Once yon never passed a day happily 
if you did not go up to the Hall, and now, when Miss Sefton 
wants you so badly, you are always making excuses about 
being needed at home.' 

I felt myself flush over Kitty's downright speech, but it 
was no use trying to make her understand; indeed, I hardly 
understood myself why the Hall seemed so ditferent to mo 
now, but I only felt that I "hould be much happier at home. 

There were no cozy talks with Aunt Catherine, no long, 
lingering chats in the twilights. If I stopped a moment with 
her or Mrs. Lyndhurst, Marsden would come down with a 
peremptory message to summon me to Aline's room, or sho 
would come in search of me herself. And she was by no 
means a restful companion, either. She had strange, difiicult 
moods, when nothing seemed to please her, and she com- 
plained bitterly of the dulnesa of her surroundings — ^when 
she would take offence at 9 word, and make every one in the 
house uncomfortable. 

Her chief complaint seemed to be that she saw so little of 
her husband; that he was always shut up in the library with 
Aunt Catherine, or riding about on that fine new horse of 
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his. In vain I tried to explain to her that he was only doing 
his duty. 

*All these years,' I said, ' Aunt Catherine has been obliged 
to manage the estate as well as she could with the help of a 
bailiff, and now Mr. Basil has come home, of course it is only 
right that he should help her. He has so much to loarn, you 
see, aiid only Aunt Catherine can show him things.' 

' Oh, that is all very well, as far as it goes,' she returned, 
not abating her injured, tone. * Of course he is the Souire, 
and must manage the property— *I am not such a child tnat I 
do not know that; but, all the same, he need not spend all 
the rest of the day playing with Beggie or riding across the 
country.' 

'It is such a new pleasure to him, and. he is so proud of his 
handsome mare,' I pleaded, for this had been his mother's 
Urst gift to him, and I shall never forget his boyish look of 
pleasure when he first mounted the beautiful creature and 
rode her down the avenue. 'And he is not wasting his time, 
either, for he goes too see his tenants. Why don't you learn 
to ride, and then you can go with him ?' 

' He has not offered to teach me,' she replied with a curl of 
her lip, for she was in a perverse mood that day. * There is 
to be a pony for Bc^gie. His grandmother was talking about 
it at luncheon — ^a little Shetland pony with a long tail. It is 
not that I begrudge Eeg his pony,' with a touch of motherli- 
ness in her tone, 'but Basil will never think of mo as long as 
he has got the boy beside him.' 

' Why do you not speak to him about it ? I dare sav the 
idea of your riding with him has never entered his head.' 

' I would not ask him for worlds,' she returned with an un- 
easy flush. ' I know how he would hate to see my awkward- 
ness, and no one can ride well at first. I am getting too 
stout, too,' for Aline was always morbid on this point. 

' You do not walk eriough,' I replied, turning this speech 
to account. ' We should all of us get stout if we sat in the 
house as much as you do.' 

' I know I am lazy,' she returned more good-humoredly; 'I 
was never one for much running about, and driving is far 
pleasanter than picking one's way along muddy lanes,' for 
October had set in rather wet and gloomy, and certainly the 
roads round Brookfield were muddy. 

'You might play tennis, though,' I continued; for, to 
Harry's great delight, the Squire Was having an asphalt court 
made on a little slip of unoccupied ground near the stables, 
and he and Aunt Cfatherine were very busy over it— indeed^ I 
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am sure Mr Basil never ha^ an unoccupied moment, and he 
was looking better and brighter in consequence. 

I made many efforts to rouse Aline from her indolence. I 
wanted to teach her to dance, to play the piano, to learn 
French — in fact, I rated her pretty severely for her laziness. 
She took everything I said in good part, for she never turned 
sulky with me; but I could not rouse her to interest in any- 
thinff except fancy work — she was very clever over that — or 
reading exciting novels, which she would devour greedily. 

I used to wonder why she never played with Keggie. Now 
and then we took him to drive with ub, or she would send for 
him on the plea that Miss Olga wanted the child; but she 
rarely did so of her own accord. And yet she was by no 
means indifferent to him. I would often find her at her 
window watching him when he was playing with his father; 
and if she heard him suddenly running down the passage, 
she would rise hurriedly as though to go to him, and then in 
a moment resume her place. One day we had an uncomfort- 
able proof of the strong undercurrent of feeling that was hid- 
den under her apparent indifference. 

I was playing one afternoon in the hall with Keggie at 
battledoor and shuttlecock, when Mr. Basil suddenly rode Lp 
to the door, and Reggie ran out on the steps in a state of 
great exictement. 

* Give Keggie » ride, father,' he said coaxingly, for he had 
had this treat once before. And as Mr. Basil laughed and 
nodded — for when had he refused his idolized boy anything ? 
— ^I lifted him up, and saw him safely deposited before his 
father. 

I thought I had never seen a prettier sight than when Lady- 
bird pranced and curvetted in her coquettish way, and finally 
broke into a gentle canter up and down the avenue. Keggie 
was in his prune-<56l(5red velvet suit, with a deep lace collar; 
and as he sat there, with his erect little figure, with his father's 
arm thrown round him, he looked like some childish prince. 
In spite of his smallness and delicacy, he was such a noble- 
lookmg child. 

Just at that moment I heard a long-drawn breath beside 
me, almost like a^siffh, and, to my surprise. Aline was stand- 
ing behind me, watching them; but there was such an intense 
melancholy in her gaze that I feared to speak to her. 

Just then they returned. Keggie waa laughing and ges- 
ticulating when, unhappily, one of the tame pheasants about 
the place suddenly rose into the air close to them, with the 
utrange whirring sound that they dways make, startling Lady- 
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bird almost out of lier senses. She reared and snorted,, and 
for one terrible instant I thought they would both be thrown. 
Aline thought so too^ for she uitered a suppressed scream; 
but the next moment Ladybird brought her fore-feet down 
s|i;ain, and, turning sharply round, broke into a mad £;allop 
down the avenue. Aline tore oast me; she was as white as 
death. Mr. Basil had not lost nis presence of mind; he held 
his boy firmly, and spoke soothingly to his frightened mare, 
keeping his own seat in a masterly way, and in a minute or 
two he succeeded in checking her. She was still. «hying and 
snorting neryously» when Alme, at no small risk to herself, 
almost snatched Reggie from his father. Her eyes were 
blazing with anger; her breast heaved with emotion, 

'How dare you I' she cried, pressing the child to her. 
'How dare yon, Basil! Is he not my child as well as yours ? 
I will not bear it, I tell you! ' 

Mr. Basil dismounted quietly, and, patting the mare's neck, 
gave her in charge to a groom who came running from the 
stables; then he loUowed us into the house. Aline had sunk 
into a chair, but she was still clutching iReggie, who looked 
bewildefed and a little frightened at her vehemence. I 
wanted to take him from her, but she I'esisted an^ily. 

'He is not yours — he is mine I Go away, OlgaT' she cried, 
with a stamp of her foot; and I drew back at once. 

' I am sorry to have given you such a fright. Aline,' ob- 
served her husband. He looked almost as pale and disturbed 
as she did, but he spoke quietly. ' Ladybird has never played 
me such a trick before, but, then, she was startled.' 

'You might have killed him!' she said passionately; 'and 
I must stand by and see it. You treat me orueUy, Basil. 
Didn't I beg you never to do it again ? Wasn't it only yes- 
terday that I said I could noc bear your risking it ? But 
there, you mind me no more than if I were the wind.' 

' My dear girl,' he said, putting his arm round her, but she 
shook him off, ' pray don t excite yourself like this. Lady- 
.mb "" "^ 



bird is like a lamb generally. Do you think I would not be 
as careful of the litUe chap as you would be yourself ? Wfcy, 
what nonsense, child! and it was pure accident. Miss Leigh 
will bear me witness, I am sure.' 

He need not have brought in my name; it only angered 
her the more. 

'Miss Leiprh> indeed! What doeef she know of a mother's 
feelings ? What is Reggie to her ? isn't he my boy ? But 
there, you care about nothing but pleasing yourself. No, you 
fihall not have him' — still holding Reggie tightly; and I could 
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see- she Tiras trembling all over with passion — ^'yon will go 
along with me, wont you, Reg ? ' 

Bi^ Beggie was spoiled, and £e chQse to be of a different 
opinion. 

'No,' he said, rather crossly; '111 stay with father and my 
dear Put me down, mother/ 

At the boy's petulant speech her arms unloosened their 
hold, and at once dropped wearily to her side; a strange sort 
of look came oyer her race. 

I forgot,' she said, rising with a short hard laugh; 'he is 
more yours, after all; ' and she gave him a rough push. * Go 
to them, Reggie. I wouldn't keep vou for worlds;' and Mr. 
Basil, with a grieved look, took up his boy. 
. * You ought not to say such tnings to me. Aline,' he re- 
plied; *I haven't deserved them. I try to study you. It is 
you who are not treating me well.' 

'Oh, I will not hear youl ' she returned, putting her hands 
to her ears, and walking like a tragedy-queen across the hall. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst, who was standing at the drawing-room 
door, and had been a spectator of this little scene, stepped up 
to Mr. Basil and touched his arm. 

* Go to her,' she whispered. ' It is her nerves; she has had 
a fright. Give me Reggie, and so to her; ' but he shook his 
tiead. 

' It would be no use, mother; I know Aline by this time, 
tehe chooses to feel aggrieved, and she would not speak to me. 
You must give her time to recover herself; she will be best 
alone. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst did not look quite convinced; she gave me 
^ appealing glance. 

* May I go to Aline ?' I asked timidly. 

'You! No; certainly not!' more abruptly than I had ever 
heard him speak to me before . And as I drew back, very 
much abashea at this, he said, more gently: ' Do you think I 
would expose you to such annoyance? You take trouble 
enough with Aline; but when she is in one of these moods 
she might not treat you well.* 

* You are wrong,' 1 returned eagerly; 'Aline is never cross 
with me.' 

' Is she hot ? * with a dimmer of a smile, but he still looked 
very pale. ' I am glad to hear it ; but all the same, I do not 
wish you to go to her now; ' and though I knew he was wrong, 
and that he was determined to punish Aline for her fit of 
passion, I was obliged to obey him; so I went into the draw- 
jng-room, and after a moment Mrs. Lyndluirst followed me. 
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*I mnst go now/ 1 observed; 'it is no use my waiting an^ 
longer for Aant Catherine. Most likely she wiU not be back 
for another hour;' for Aunt Catherine had gone for a round 
of visits, which she had vainly tried to induce Aline id pay 
with her; but young Mrs. Lyndhurst only performed her con- 
ventional duties by fits and starts. 

'Well, my dear, do as you like, for, as Basil says, you take 
trouble enough for us. But, all the same, I wish he would 
have let you have your way. No one has such an influence 
over Aline as you have; but he seems too much hurt to oare 
about putting things ri|^ht.^ 

'Yes; and she will just make herself ill brooding over it 
all. I never knew anv one so morbid. I don't beueve she 
means half she says. She just flings off these excited speeches 
as a sort of vent-~-a safety-valve to her feelings. Peopfe never 
mean what they say in passion. Mr. Basil ought to remember 
that, even though he is vexed at her want of self-controL* 

'You are ri^t. I only wish Basil heard you. But men 
like to have their own way, and he is too much offended to 
hear reason. They are an ill-assorted couple 'r— and Mrs- 
Lyndhur<»t sighed. 'Aline will never make him happy.* 

I echoed this sigh as I went down the avenue. I felt 
troubled and unnerved by what had passed. Aline's thoughts 
had been for her boy. She had not seemed to understand 
that her husband had also been in danger. If Ladybird had 
fallen back — and it was almost a miracle that the startled 
creature had recovered her balance — Mr. Basil would ^ave 
been flung among the gnarled tree-trunks, and the mare 
would have rolled on him. I turned sick at the mere thought 9 
and, instead of thankfulness that her two treasures were safe. 
Aline had hurled angry words at her husband; and yet, from 
his white, shaken loots, ho had been quite aware of their 
danger. 

I spent a miserable evening, thinking of it all; and when 
I set out for the Hall the next afternoon, I was full of fore* 
bodings as to the manner of my reception. To my surprise, 
I found Aline sitting tranquilly over her embroidery-frame. 
She pushed it away when she saw me. 

^ There, I was just getting sick of work, so I am glad you 
have come/ she observed, in her usual manner. ' Tliere are 
some visitors downstairs. My mother-in-law sent up for mo 
just now, but I told Marsden to say I had a headache. Oh, 
you need not disbelieve me/ with one of her shrewd guesses 
at my thoughts. ' 1 am not inventing; all that fuss yester- 
day has upset me. I wanted Basil to ^at ni^ have some sal 
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tolatile just now — ^it wonld hav^ done me good— but lie say a 
he does not hold with drugs; so I told him I did not hold 
with talking to visitors with a headache, and that he might 
go. to them himself. I believe he has taken me at my word.' 

* I am sorry you do not feel well/ in a sjrmpathetio tone. 
Certainly her eyes did look a little heavy. 

* Oh, it is all very fine to say that now; but why did you go 
off without bidding mo good -by jresterday ? I had a regular 
fit of hysterics when I got upstairs. For Once that husband 
of mine got properly frightened.' 

'Do you mean to say ' 

And then \ stopped. It was no affair of mine if Mr. Basil 
went to her or not. 

'Marsden fetched him. I would have died before I'd have 
sent for him. But he wasn't so bad, after all: he just scolded 
jme a bit. George does that. Thev say it is no use being soft 
with people in hysterics. But when I came round he was 
quite coaxing, ana stayed with me for ever so long; and then 
he fetched his mother. I told him that I did not want her, 
and that she would only fidget me; and I asked for him to 
feiend for you instead; but he was a little cross at that. 
"Nonsense*" he said, fuming a bit, just because I contra- 
dicted him. " Miss Leigh has gone home, and I cannot have 
her disturbed by every whim. There is my mother always 
ready to do anything." And when I saw he was bent on it, I 
told him he might send her up.' 

' That was good of you.' 

' Well, I did not want to affront Basil ag^in so soon ; and 
he is so touchy about his mother. But I declare to you, Olga, 
that she made me so nervous, that I felt all over pins and 
needles. I cannot make out why she fidgets me so, but th^t 
Bof fc, low voice of hers almost drives me crazy.* 

*Aunt Catherine suits you better ? ' 
/Oh yes, I like her better tha^ I do my mother-in-law; but 
I do not seem to get on with either of them. That is why I 
stop up here by myself, because I am not at my ease with 
them. They seem to speak a different language, and all their 
friends are the same. I never know what to say to them. 
Sometimes I don't know how I am to go on living- like this 
from day to day. I believe — ^though I don't daro tell Basil 
so — ^that I am pining to see George.' 

'Ask him to take you to HoUoway t^hen he goes up to town 
next week.' 

'I did ask him — I asked him more than once — ^but he 
(dways had some excuse ready. Hq seem? hurt th^^t I wax 
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wanting George go soon. " I will take you some day " — he 
always pats me off with that. I know as well as possible that 
he never means to ask George here/ 

I was silenti I thought it likely that her jsupposition was 
correct. Mr. Basil would hardly care to introduce his brother- 
in-law. I wondered Aline had not the tact to see this for 
herself. 

* Of course, I know George is not a gentleman, and that he 
would not be comfortable here. But when Basil was down 
on his luck he took us in and begrudged us nothing; and I 
say we ought to be grateful, and do something for George in 
return. What is the use of my writing to him, and Basil 
sending him game and fruit, ana cases of wine ? — as though 
Becky Knew how to cook game! George would rather see me 
than have the finest present in the world. I told him that 
outright, but he doesn't seem to see it.' 

^ You must speak to him again.' 

* Oh no; I am not one of the nagging sort, and I am not 
going to coax Basil against his will. I know how he would 
look all the time George was in the house : just as though we 
were martyring him; and if ho were to put his knife to his 
mouth, when Bennet was in the room — and poor George 
would be as likely to do it as not^-Basil would be in an 
agony. It is best to keep* them apart. But how ever I am 
to go on living without ever seeing George I don't know. 
And there is Basil with all his friends round him, and thai 
Mr. Fleming coming here next month — it is as much as ever 
I shall bring myself to be civil to him.' 

I thought it better to let Aline talk on unchecked. I be- 
lieve the secret of my influence with ber lav in this : that I 
was too young and inexperienced to control her properly, and 
BO she confided in me without reserve. I am sure now that, 
but for this outlet, things would have been much worse; for 
her undisciplined nature rebelled sadly against ^this ordered 
and conventional existence. She never interfered in any way 
with the ladies, never set herself up as mistress, or contra- 
dicted their orders; but she took no visible interest in the 
arrangements of her home, and never gave her opinion on any 
subject. 

After due reflection, I took Aunt Catherine into confidence, 
and repeated this part of our conversation. Aunt Catherine 
listened to me rather sadly. 

'Aline really wants her brother,' I finished. 

'Yes; I know. I have already spoken to Basil, but the 
subject worries him terribly. He will not hear of Mr. Bartou 
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coming here— lie days he conld not endure it—- bat he bftfll 

promised to take Aline to HoUoway/ 
*Ask him to do so quickly, and without delay/ 
She looked up rather surprised at my serious manner. 

* There can he no real hurnr, surely! Aline has onhr been 
with us a month — or it is five weets ?— and, as Basil sayfi, 
there is no need for her to go often/ 

' I suppose she could not go alone ? ' . 

* Oh no; Basil would not trust her/ very quickly; 'he never 
lets her go even for a walk alone. If you wish it, I will speak 
to him again, and see what is to be done; but I know Basil 
has a great many engagements, and there is tlie dinner-party 
next week;' for a grand dinner-party was to be given at the 
Hall in honor of the younff Squire, to be follow^ by a still 
larger one to the tenants. ^I am afraid he will not take her 
until after that/ 

'■ No good comes of procrastination/ I returned oracularlyj 
but I was not thinking of Mr. Basil as I spoke, but of' Hubert. 

Kitty had not yet consulted a London physician, a^d it 
would be long before she would be fit to do so now. She had 
caught a severe chill on the very day she ought to have gdh0 
up to towr. Hubert had started off to attend the cleric^ 
meeting, after leaving her a strict iniunction to take a turn 
with the twins. She stopped out too long, and a shower came 
on, and, as they had only one umbrella Jbetween them, Kitty 
got wet through, and in her weakened and delicate condition; 
she was unable to throw off her severe cold< 

Hubert fretted and blamed himself and her; and then Dr. 
Langham came and scolded them both,.and ordered Kitty to 
ibed, where he told her she was likely to remain for the next 
week or two. 

I thought he looked graver than usual when he came down- 
stairs, though he pooh-poohed the question when I asked him 
if she were really ill; and, as Dr. Langham was rather touchy 
on professional matters, and seemed to consider his business 
was more with nurse than me, I could not press the point euij^ 
more that day^ 

* No good ever comes of procrastination/ I had eaid> thifik^' 
ing sorrowfully of Kitty; but Aunt Catherine, who^'ha^. no* 
clue to my thoughts, seemed a little alarmed at my earnest- 
ness. 
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CHAPTEB XXXVn. 

THE DUSTKEB-PABTY AX THE HALXt. 

* Beautiful faces are those that wear, 
It matters littlQ if dark or fair, 
Whole-souPd honesty printed there. 
Beautiful lives are those that bless. 
Silent rivers of happiness. 
Whose hidden fouatains but few possess.' 

non. 

*1 am not mad— I would to heavgn I were ; 
For then ^tis likel should forget myself.' 

SHASESFEASE. 

I hsd not been indnded among the invited ^ests^ as Annt 
Caiberine thought a girl of mv age would f^el strangely out 
of place among the older people; out to our mutual vexation 
Alme chose to be offended because my name was not in the 
list. 

* We cannot ask three from one house/ objected Aunt Cath- 
erine mildly; 'and you see Mr. and Mrs. Leigh are both com- 
ing;' for at that time we hoped Kitty would throw off her 
cold in a few days; but> as it happened, I should have been 
obliged to accompany Hubert. 

* It does not matter to me if Mrs. Leigh comes or not/ re- 
turned Aline obstinately. * I have not spoken half a dozen 
words to her ; but if I am mistress of this house, as Basil is 
always saying, it seems hard I should not invite my own 
friends; and if Olga is not to come to the dinner-party, I shall 
not put myself out about any one else; ' and of course, after 
this, Aunt Catherine was obUged to send me an invitation. 

She pencilled a few lines on the card, urging my acceptance. 

* Aline will be very much pr,t out if you do not come. Tell 
Mrs. Leigh that she must bring you.* 

I was somewhat in dismay at this now whim of Aline's, for 
I felt it would involve me in unnecessary expense. The 
dinner-party would be a most brilliant affair, and all the best 
people in the county were coming. I had no dress fit fpr such 
an occasion, and I had already spent the greater part of my 
allowance. To my delight, I foiind Aunt Catherine had in- 
tuitively guessed at the real state of affairs, and was ready to 
enact tne part of fairy godmother. 



THE DIimSB-PARTY AT THE HALL. 353 

* Don't trouble your little head about such a trifle/ shef said 
in her kind way. * Mrs. Lieigh is not fit to be worried just 
now; so I have settled it all with Marsdcn. If you will give 
her one of your dresses for a pattern, she will speak to Madame 
Hortense when she goes up to town next Wednesday. I made 
up m^ mind from the first that I would give you your dress. 
Why, what nonsense I ' as I thanked her rather effusively. ' It 
is not the first time I have given you a present. We will 
keep it a secret from Aline, though; she was very curious this 
morning, and asked me what you were going to wear.' 

I thought Madame Hortense's taste perfect when I opened 
the coffin-shaped box that contained my finery. The dress 
was soft white silk, and was trimmed with dainty finishes of 
lace; gloves and shoes of the most faultless description com- 
pleted the toilette. Even Kitty raised her weary nead from 
the pillow to wonder and admire. 

' lou will look like a bride, Olgal Surely you will have 
some deep-colored flowers?' cho ^served; but I negatived 
this notion. 

* Aunt Catherine likes me in white, and I shall wear the 
necklace she gave me; ' and though she tried to combat this 
resolution, and suggested chrysanthemums and brown leaves, 
I adhered to my determmation not to wear a single bud. 

I had promised to {;d up to the Hall early to giye my opin- 
ion on Alinc's dress, and Hubert would follow me later. He 
was rather oat of spirits, poor fellow! at the idea of leaving 
Kitty behind. He told me mournfully that it was the first 
time that he had ever gone out to dinner without her; and 
then he said that I looked very nice, and, after eyeing me 
through his spectacles with a great deal of attention, he con- 
tinued with a sigh: 

* Kitty wore a gown like yours that day we were married. 
Do you remember how pretty sho looked, Olga, and what a 
color she had when I took her into tho^vestry r ' and then he 
wrapt me up carefully and put me into the old donkey-chair 
that we bad borrowed for the occasion, and I saw him still - 
standing there looking after us absently until we were out of 
sight. Poor Hubert I I wished — I wished that he could have 
been a little less fond of Kitty I 

I saw Bennet smile at my numble equipage as he assisted 
me to alight. Mrs. Basil was still in her room, he told me, 
EO I ran up there at once. 

• On my way I encountered Aunt Catherine. She was quietly^ 
dressed as usual, but the black lace gown suited her. She 
gave me a quick approving glance. ' xou will do very well, 
23 
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Olga/ she said, with a smile. ' Madamo Hortense has inst 
caught your style — ^it is simple and in good taste; ' and tnen 
she passed on. 

I knocked at Aline^s door, and Marsden opened it. Aline 
was standing before the long pier-glass contemplating herself. 
She did not move or change her attitude in the leawu as J 
entered, but only looked at me rather seriously. 

* Do you think I shall do, Olga ?' she asked quickly. ' The 
dress is well enough; but what I want to know is whether I 
shall pass among Si the fine folk downstairs.' 

I did not answer for a moment. I was thinking I never 
saw a more beautiful creature^ as she stood in that queenly 
attitude, with her white arms folded before her. 

She had chosen the dress herself; it was green velvet, and 
it was trimmed at the neck with soft yellowish lace. A gold 
Tiecklaoe, with an emerald pendant — one of the Sefton trea- 
sures — ^was clasped round her white, massive throat, but her 
arms were quite bare. She shook her head when Marsden 
offered her some bracelets. 

* I don't want them. I don*t feel like myself with a lot of 
jewelry. My mother-in-law may wear them herself — you 
can tell her so, Marsden. Well, 01g», why don't you speak ? 
Do you think Basil will be satisfied with my appearance ?' 

But she must have read mv answer in my eyes, for she gave 
a little laugh. 

* He ought to be satisfied. Aline. I think you will be the 
^andest-looking woman in the room. Lady Harcourt is 
handsome — at least, all the county says so — ^but she will not 
hold a candle to you to-night.' 

'What stuff!' she returned good-hnmoredly; but she was 
pleased with the filattery. 

She looked at herself again to make sure that I was speak- 
ing the truth. I felt eTerj one would indorse my opinion : 
the finely-shaped head with its coils of plaits; the tall, strik- 
ing figure; the deep, brilliant eyes; the slow, gnweful move- 
ments, would attract attention at once. 

'You are right,' she observed tranquilly; ' I am not so bad, 
after all. I wonder if George would know me? Do you 
know, Olga, I feel juct as though I wiere acting a part— ^as they 
do in plays->to^night. I am not Allie— I am the Squire's 
lady. I wish you could write out the dialogue for ine; it 
would be ever so much easier. I shall have to talk to Sir 
Henry Harcourt. Basil says he is to take me in to dinner* 
What do you suppose is likely to interest a baronet— eh, 
Olgar. 
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She was talking in a random way, as though she were ex- 
cited. I wished Marsden were not there to hear her; but she 
was a discreet, trusty creature, and I knew she never repeated 
things. 

* You must let him talk to you; that will be. best/ I replied 
sagely; and then, to change the subiect, for I was afraid of 
what she might say next, I continued : * But you have never 
admired my dress. It is Aunt Catherine's gift, you know!' 

' It is very pretty/ she returned carelessly. ' what a child- 
ish little thing you look in it, Olgal But somehow I like it. 
Mind you keep near me when we go downstairs, and for 
mercy's sake don't leave me to my mother-in-law. Let us go 
down now, for I am lust longing to see how Basil looks. 
Take care yo\x don't fall over my train I ' 

It was still early when we entered the dniwinff-room, and 
Mr. Basil was alone. He was standing before the fire with 
one arm on the mantelpiece, and seemed lost in thought. He 
started perceptibly as his eyes fell on his wife. She walked 
up to him half proudly, half shyly, trailing her long draperies 
behind her. 

'Shall I do, Basil?' 

He moved slightly, and held her out at arm's length; a 
puzzled expression came into his eyes. 

' I hardly knew you —I thought it was Lady Harcourt. She 
is your height. You look first-rate. Aline— doesn't she. Miss 
Leigh ? ' but he hardly looked at me as he spoke. 

idine blushed with pleasure. Those few words had fully 
repaid her for all her trouble. 

You must tell Olga she looks nice, too/ she said magnan- 
imously; *you must, not give me all the praise, Basil/ 

He gave me a quick, keen glance that troubled me. 

' Miss Leigh does not want me to tell her that/ he said. 
* She will have pknty of admirers this evening/ 

And then Mrs. Lyndhurst came in, and Aunt Catherine 
followed her, and they both said kind things to Aline. I 
drew back into a comer. 

I wished Mr. Basil had not made that foolish, flippant little 
speech. He must surely understand that I did not wish for 
compliments from him. Admirers I when no one in the whole 
world cared for me except poor Harry! I felt a little hurt, 
and my beautiful dress did not console me in the least, for 
when one has friends one likes them to be simple and fran|g, 
and not to say silly things. 
' To my surprise, I saw Mr. Basil leave the fireside group, 
jmd the next minute he came to my comer. 
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'Areybu typifying a snowdrop this evening. Miss Leigh/ 
he askea, with his old friendly smile, ' thiit you are hiding 
yourself away so humbly ? Do^you .know, I have just heard 
Bome news that has pleased me greatly; and I want to share 
it with you. I havenad a long Tetter from Mr. Fleming/ 

'Yes.'^ 

* The old vicar is dead, and they have offered him the living 
of St. Mark's. It is the very place for him. It is not a bad 
living and the new Vicarage has just been finished. So the 
dear old man will be in clover.' 

*lam glad ! ' — with emphasis. * Have you told Aunt Cath- 
erine?' 

No — ^not yet; there was no opportunity. Do you think 
Bhe will be pleased ? ' 

' Certainly she wilL Mr. Fleming has always been poor, 
and ' 

'But he will be rich now,' interrupting me; 'but, as he is 
not a married man, that does not matter.' 

* He may marnr still,' I returned; * ho is not really old, only- 
fifty; ' for I had leant to this conclusion at once. "My remark 
seemed to surprise Mr. Basil. 

* He is not one of the marrying Gort. I do not believe ho 
has ever thought of it. What has put such an idea into your 
Jiead?' 

' It is a very likely idea,' I replied, rather provoked at this, 
for men are so dense in such matters; they never guess things 
as women do. ' Mr. Basil, don't you think Aline looks beau- 
tiful to-night?' 

'Yes, I suppose so,' but he si)oke coldly. 

* She has taken such pains with herself, just to please you. 
I never saw any one so anxious, and yet she is not a bit vain.' 

* No, she is not vain.' 

'In my opinion, she will be the most beautiful woman in 
the room ! ' 

'Possibly. Oh, there is Mr. Leigh! I must go and speak 
to him. Come with me;' but I refused to be tempted out of 
my comer. But the next moment Aline pounced on me. 

' Do you call this keeping near me ? ' she said, rather in- 
dignantly. 'My mother-in-law was making me yawn as 
usual; I suppose that is why ladies use their fans so much. 
What has Basil been talking to you about ? I could see you 
both smiling. He hadn't much to say to me, in spite of all 
my finery.' 

'He is perfectly satisfied with you/ was my diplomatio 
reply. 
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'Why, were you talking of me?* opening her eyes very 
wide. 'I never thought of that; but I believe you are quis- 
zmg me, and that vou and Basil had secrets together.' 

* JJo; nonsense!* — arising rather hastily. 'There &re the 
Harcourts, Aline, and your place is by your husband. He is 
looking for you; do go to him.' 

* You must come, too,* she returned decidedly. 

Was she really nervous ? I wondered. There was a touch 
of haughtiness in her manner as she acknowledged her guests* 
greeting, and for all her handsome looks she had very little 
to say to any one. Sir Henry, who was a voluble talker, did 
not aeem to notice her silence. 

During dinner I could hear his ffood-humored voice and 
laugh, and see Alino's statue-like stillness, as she merely bent 
her head or made some monosyllabic reply. Poor Aline! 
after all, I fear her position was hardly a pleasant one. 
Toward the close of the evening, I noticed she grew paler and 
still more silent. 

I was taken in to dinner by a lively Guardsman, a cousin of 
the Harcourts; he talked a great deal about the Black Eprest, 
and seemed a pleasant and amusing person. I think he hardly 
knew at first now he was to interest a little countiy girl; but 
he struck out in the direction of the Black Forest, and, find- 
ing it answered, he stuck to it gallantly. I ^ave him a good 
deal of information in return about St. Croix, so we got on 
very' well. 

On our entering the drawing-room. Aline asked me his 
name. 

* For you were just chatterinff like a couple of magpies,* she 
cpn tinned; *and 1 wondered if he were an old friend cf yours. 
I wish I could have tackled Sir Henry in that style* he must 
have thought Basil had a stupid sort of wife.* 

It struck me that Aline was a little sulky; she kept aloof 
from the ladies, who were all crowding round the fire, and 
fanned herself in a discontented way. When the gentlemen 
came in, I saw her look eagerly at her husband, as though she 
wanted him to come and speak to her; but Mr. Basil was 
talking to Sir Henry, and passed her without a word. 

Unfortunately, Captain Harcourt seemed determined to 
monopolize me again. He told me, in confidence, that he and 
I were the only young people in the room, and that we ought 
to have a fellow-feeling fur each other. 

' I was afraid they would send me in with some old dowager 
or some sprightly maiden lady of uncertain age,* he went on; 
'but when Mr. Lyndhurst pointed you out^ 1 felt a sudden 
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exliilaration of spirits that has lasted me all the evening. K 
was not the champagne/ as I looked at him reprovingly^ 'for, 
if you remember^ 1 never tasted it.^ 

But^ after all^ this was not a fair specimen of his conversa- 
tion, for he was really a most agreeable companion. 

Hubert came up to me presently; he wanted me to slip 
away without attracting notice — it was still early^ and it 
would not do to break up the party : he would give Miss 
Sefton a hint, and she would understand that he was anxious 
to get back to Kitty. I obeyed him at once, and begged Cap- 
tain Harcourt to take no notice;; there was a door near us. I 
thought Aline was still in the room, and hoped that she did 
' not perceive my exit. Captain Harcourt would insist on com- 
ing mto the hall to shake hands, but I sent him back per-^ 
enmtorily. 

Imight have to wait some minutes for Hul^ert, as he would 
have to watch for an opportunity to speak to Aunt Catherine. 
Someone with a fine tenor voice was singing ' The River of 
Tears.' I could hear the refrain as I crossed the hall to fetch 
my fur-lined cloak. I hummed the last line softly to myself, 
'And we must be ready to meeirthe tide.' Ah, that was the 
difficulty— to be ready when the time camel 

I was passing the half-closed door of the dining-room, when 
I heard a slight movemecci within, and thinking it was Ben- 
net, I went in to ask him for a glass of water; to my surprise 
it was Aline. She was standing by the sideboard, with her 
back to the door. What could she be doing? The next 
moment I saw her raise a wine-glass to her lips, and drain the 
contents. The sight turned me sick, imd for a few seconds I 
stood rooted to the spot. She had the decanter in her hand, 
and was refilling her glass, when I spransr forward, and caught 
her arm. 

'Aline I' I exclaimed, in a. shocked voice; 'what cai? yoa 
be thinking about? For heaven's sake put that decanttflpi 
down I ' 

She tried to laugh it ofE. 

'Goodness me, now you startled m^ you tiresome girl! I 
thought it was Bennefc; the servants are always poking about 
when one least expects them. What on earth makes you look 
80 scared ? I suppose a person may help herself to a glass of 
sherry in l^pr own house.^ 

She w:is trying to brave it out, but she had the grace to 
look ashamed of herself. 

'But not you,' I panted. ' Oh, Aline I how can you be so 
wicuced, wlien you promised ? You know you promised your 
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husband that you would nfever touch anything but water 
again I Oh, I know; Aunt Catherine told me sp/ 

' People cannot always remember a promise/ she returned 
crossly. * I wish you would not make such a fuss about a 
trifle; it is not your business, \oti know. I was so nervous 
that I could not touch a morsel at dinner; and I was nearly 
9ick with that horrid, sinking feeling. I feel quite different 
now. A little pick-me-up^ as George says, was all I wanted. 
And I will go back to the drawing-room now, if yon like.* 

* Yes, come — come directly,* for I. moticed that she gave a 
lingering glance at the glass she had half filled. 

'Itis no use to leave that,* she muttered; and before I 
could prevent her, it was emptied. 

'Kow, then,* she said coolly > but as she replaced the glieuss 
Mr. Basil came into the room. 

I shall never forget the look of disgust and horror that came 
over hiff face when he saw the glass m Aline*s hand. She saw 
it too. Her tiE^mper rose immediately. 

'Why are you prying on me like this?' she said angrily. 
' One would think you and Olga were my keepers. Ton are 
looking as though you would like to strike me, just because I 
helped myself to a glass of wine. Yon would sooner see me 
faint than let me have a drop, I know!* 

'1 would sooner see you dead I* he returned with sup- 
pressed passion. ' Aline, how dare you break jovjc promise 
to me ? You will have to answer to me for this.* 

* I generaUjr have to answer to you, don*t I ? No woman 
had a more bitterly hard taskmaster. But I am not goin^ 
to talk to you to-night, or to Olga, either. You may both 

fo back to your fine friends and tell them I am taken ill. 
*erhaps you would like to lock me np in my own room 
first ? He did that once, Olga, only George came and let me 
out.' . 

I never saw anything more terribly tragic than her face and 
voice as she stood there in her velvet dress, with her white 

fleaming neck and arms, and that defiant look in her eyes. 
t was as though the devil had entered into her. I could not 
bear the sight, or to hear her speaking to him in that fierce 
mocking tone. I coitld not be silent. I put my arms round 
her, and prayed her to desist 

'Do not speak so. Aline; to-morrow you will be sorry that 

you have made him so nnhappy. Come away with me, dear; 

1 will take care of you; no one shall talk to you to-night^ 

Let me go with her, Mr. Basil; I will help her, poor thing P 

The tears were running down my face £s I spoke, for it 
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was too mncli to see bim standing there looking so white and 
hopeless. He did not speak^ only drew back to let us pass. 
As Aline yielded to my entreaties, I took her to her room, 
and after a little while sHe consented 'to undress and go to 
bed. Her passion seemed to die away the moment she lost 
sight of her husband's reproachful face; she even thanked me 
in a subdued voice for my services. 

I stayed with her until I thought she would sleep, and then 
I went downstairs. All the guests were gone, and only Au: & 
Catherine and Mr. Basil were in the drawing-room. 

* Has Hubert gone too ? ' I asked, looking round. 

' Yes, dear. Ho was anxious about his wife, so Basil said 
he would take you home later. It is a £ne night, and if you 
wrap up well you will come to no harm.' 

'Oh no; but I am sorry to take Mr. Basil out.' 

' There is np need to be sorry about such a trifle,' he returned 



And then Aunt Catherine helped me on witli my wraps, 
and whispered to me that I had been veiy kind, and that I 
must come to-morrow, early, and then I joined Mr. Basil in 
the dark avenue. 

I thought he was never going to speak to me, and I feared 
to address him. Butr as we turned into the road he said, in a 
constrained voice : 

* 1 hope you do not think me uncivil to-night. Miss Leigh ; 
but I feel as though I cannot talk.' And then he added hur- 
i:iedly : * I have had a blow.' 

* Yes, I know. Please do not treat me as a stranger; I 
would rather be silent too;' and then we walked on, and 
nothing was said until we reached Fircroft. 

I had shaken hands with him, and was about to leave him^ 
but he called me back. 

•*I haven't thanked you,' he said hoarsely, and rather indis- 
tinctly. ' You know 1 haven't thanked you for what you have 
done to-nigbt.^ 

^ Because I have done nothing,' I replied, trying to speak 
cheerfully, ' and no thanks are due, Mr. Basil,' for he was 
looking at me very strangely. '' I want to ask you one thing 
— ^will you. try to forgive Almc this once ?' 

He remained silent. It was not possible for himj^p tell a 
lie- In his heart he knew he had not forgiven her. 

'Please — ^please be kind to her; she knows she has. done 
wrong. To-morrow she will be sorry for having grieved you? 

' How long will her sorrow last, do you think ? ' 

' I cannot tell. But, Mr. Basil, think it is until sevenbr 
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times seven. Will you not get her to make another promise, 
and help her to keep it ?/ 

'I wUl try/ he returned briefly, but he could not trust 
himself to say more;, the iron of his degradation had entered 
into his soul. 

I could read his hopelessness in his tone. There was a set, 
stem look on his face as he turned away. But he h^d said he 
would try, and I knew he would keep his word. 

I was so wretched that night that I cried myself to sleep. 
Oh, the terrible mystery of these fettered sotls whom Satan 
has bound, who are expiating, perhaps, the sins of former 

fenerations, in whose blood there is some hereditary taint ! 
shuddered as I recalled that scene — Aline standing there in 
the pride of her beauty, and the unholy light of a fierce long- 
ing m her eyes! It seemed to me as though the pit "were 
opening before me — as though unhallowed presences were 
thronging round their victim, triumphing over the weak un- 
disciplined will. Oh God! what need for us to pray daily, 
'Lead us not into temptation!' Us — not me; us — our frail 
and tempted brothers; our sisters trembling on the brink of 
ruin — our sorrow-stricken sinful ones! I wept bitterly as I 
whispered the clause over and over again, God help them! 
God help them both ! 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

*IF I WERE OKLY LIKE TOu!' 

'There is nothing* in this world can make me joy. 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale^ 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man/ 

* King Johru* 

'You have been as God's good angel in our house ; 
God bless you for it— God reward yovi for it ! * 

* Enoch Arden,'* 

I turned my steps very reluctantly in the direction of the 
Hall the next morning. On my way I encountered Mr. Basil. 
He was riding Ladybird, and his new retriever, Rolf, was* run- 
ning beside him. He just lifted his hat as he passed, but 
took no further notice; and the next minute he had galloped 
out of sight. 

Marsden was coming down the avenue on an errand to the 
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villago. Sho stopped to tell me that Mrs. Basil was not very 
well. She was lyin^ down in the Lady's Boom, and had given 
strict injunctions that no one but Miss Olga was to go to her; 
she had slept badly, and complained of neuralgic pains in her 
head. 

I found her lying on a conch, drawn up to the fire, in her 
ruby plush tea-gown. It was a dull^ gloomy day, but the 
Lady^s Room looked warm and cozy. I could see at once 
that she had been crying; her eyes were much swollen,, and 
she looked altogether ill and subdued. As her head ached, 
she had unfastened her heavy plaits, and I noticed they 
reached to her knee. I could not help commenting on their 
length. 

* Oh, my hair has always given me plenty of trouble,' she 
said languidly; 'but now I have a maid to help me, I do not 
mind so much. When I was with George, I used to roll it 
up anyhow. George grumbled sometimes. He pretended to 
be proud of my hair — but, there ! don't let us talk of George. 
Take off your hat, and draw up that easy-ciiair where I can 
see you.' 

* I am so sorry your head aches so badly.' 

*What does it sijjnify — headache or heartache? I have 
got them both. I did not sleep a wink last ni^ht. I know 
what that means. I told Basil so. But he is downright 
cruel ! He won't let me have a drop of chloral I I told him 
George let me have it sometimes, ;[ust to quiet me, and he 
said more shame to him for giving m to my whims. Olga, I 
don't want to grumble about Basil— poor old fellow ! — for he 
has been as nice as possible this morning; only it is like 
moving a rock, trying to change his mind when ne has once 
made it up.' 

* Has he been sitting with you ? ' 

* Yes, for a long time. He found me crying because I was 
low and wretched about last night; so, instead of scolding 
me as he generally does, he sat down and talked to me. He 
made me tell him how much 1 had taken — but it was only 
three glasses, not a drop more — and then he said how he had 
felt ready to sink into the ground with shame and vexation 
at seeing me so weak, and that he felt worse about it because 

. you were there to see it all. Olga, he thinks a deal about you 
— I can see that — ^but I am not going to be jealous. You 
were like a little white angel to me List night; and when yoa 
came and put your arms round me, and siiid you would take 
care of me, I felt as though the devil was leaving me I ' 
'Aline/ I said, kneeling down beside her, 'you will never 
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fieve your husband bo again ? You are going to be good ? 
6u will be good, will you not ? ' 

A distressed look came into her beautiful eyes; it was 
almost a look of fear. , 

' *I don't know/ she whispered. 'I told Basil I would try. 
I would have told him anything to give him comfort, poor 
boy I But I cannot trust myself.' 

^Why not, dear? ' 

' Oh, what a question ! ' throwing herself back on her pil- 
lows. 'What a child you are, Otga, to ask such a thing! 
But, there ! I cannot expect either you or Basil to understand 
me — only George does.' 

y 'Will you try to make me understand ? I do so want to 
nelp you.' 

'So does Basil — te told me so; and there were tears in his 
eyes; and yet he is not a soft sort either. He said there was 
nothing he would not do for me, if I only kept straight; and 
he would be fond of me, and stay with me, if only I would 
not shame him before his people. It made me cry to hear 
him; and then I promised over again.' 

' Oh, I am so glad ' 

But she stopped me impatiently. 

' There is nothing to be glad about. I have made promises 
before, and broken them as I did last night. Oh, Olga ! don't 
you see what I mean ? When I am sane — when the devil is 
not tempting me — I think I can keep my promise easily. I 
won't notice the craving. I hate the very eight of the poison- 
ing stuff. I wonder how I can ever bear the smell of it. And 
then, in a minute, it i« all up with me, and I must have it, 
though I die for it! It is madness! I have often told George 
so; and I know he believes me. But Basil won't let me say 
the word. With all his kindness, he is hard. He says many 
a man has fought a fiercer battle and conquered, and that it 
is my will that is weak.' 

I found it impossible to answer her. I had no experience. 
I only knew she was in deadly danger, and that we must save 
her in spite of herself. Madness or sin, she must be saved ! 
I asked ner, almosi humbly, how we could best help her. 

' By being kind to me,' she returned, without a moment's 
hesitation. 'I am wretched enough without people giving 
me more to bear. I asked Basil this morning if he would let 
me go to George for a little, but he won't hear of it. He says 
George spoils me, and that I had better stop with him.' 

'Would you not rather be with your husband, Aline ?' 

But she flushed almost painfully at the question. 
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* I like being with Basils of course. What a question I As 
though a woman doesn't care to be with her husband I But 
if I make him unhappy, I would rather go away. ' Oh ! * — as 
a ffrecit >3ar rolled down lior cheek — * if 1 were only like you, 
0^ I If ho could look up to me and respect me as he does 
you, there would be some chance of happiness for us. But I 
nave worn out his love, and I cannot bear the thought that ho 
only pities and tolerates me. It (drives me crazy sometimes, 
and tnen I quarrel with him.' 

* But, all tne same, you must not leave him.' 

* Who said I meant to leave him ? ' looking ai me oddly. 
*You need not get notions in your head. If you were my 
friend, you woula ask him to let me stay with Geor^a for a 
bit; he would listen to you, and he only gets angry with me if 
I propose it.' 

* Indeed, I could not speak to him on such a subject. What 
v*ould he think of such interference on my part ? ' 

* Oh, very well, then ; I won't say any more,' rather wearily. 
* Tought not to expect people to take so much trouble about 
me, only I was afraid Basil was making a mistake, and that 
we should both suffer in the end for it; but it can't be 
helped.' 

This epsech did not tend to make me more comfortable, 
but I thought it wiser to take no notice; so I spoke of other 
things. I contrived to interest her at last, and the rest of 
the morning passed more pleasantly. By Aunt Catherine's 
wish I had remained to luncheon, and I did not leave Aline 
until six. She was feeling much better by that time, and 
promised to go down to dinner as usual. We had Reggie in, 
and played with him; and she was in a far more comfortable 
frame of mind when I left her. 

I found Aunt Catherine alone in the drawing-room, and I 
took the opportunity of stating Aline's wish to go to her 
brother. 

She told me at once that Mr. Basil was much against it. 

* We were talking about it last night when Basil came back 
from Fircroft,' she said, *and he told me Aline had been 
speaking about it. Ho gave me his reasons. lie declares Mr. 
Barton spoils her; that he \z so fond of her that he oft'^n 
gives way to her whims and fancies; and that — that is why 
she liked to be v/ith him.' 

' It is natural that she should like to be with her brother, 
especially when he has been so good to her.' 

*Yes; but, Olga, you do not quite grasp the situation. 
Basil say 3 that Mr. Barton ia too busy to watch or contrcl her 
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properly. More than once she Has eluded him and Becky. 
You see, Mr. Barton is in the shop, and Becky downstairs; 
and Basil says she is safer here.' 

* Of course he may be right.' 

* I think we are bound to leave the matter to him. If Basil 
has ever failed in his duty, he is certainly making up for it 
now. Even Aline tells me how kind he is to her. We^ought 
not to find fault with him because he is unwilling to trust 
her out of his sight/ 

*I hope you do not think me interfering?' I stammered; 
but she only laughed at this. 

'I never think anything to your discredit; but, Olga, you 
must not be too anxious. I am afraid, when I look at you, 
that we are burthening you too much with our worries. Vou 
are losing your .blooming looks. I sometimes think you are 
not quite so cheerful as my little companion of La Maison- 
nette.' 

I- disclaimed this notion rather hotly, and with a fine flow 
of words; but finally I did own that my divided duties were 
troubling me — that I felt I was neglecting Kitty: 'Even 
nurse complains that I am no good to her — and I was always 
nurse's right handf ; and now Kitty is ill, Mab and Jessie are 
running wild.' 

' Yes, I see. We have been very selfish, I am afraid; but 
the dear little girls shall not be sacrificed. You shall stay at 
home, Olga, and do your duty, and I will talk to Aline. Per- 
haps you could spare an hour late in the afternoon just to 
keep my troublesome niece in a good temper. Do you think 
that could be managed ? ' looking at me inquiringly. 

'Oh yes,' I returned cheerfully; 'I could easily sjare the 
hour after the schoolroom tea. Hubert ffenerally sits with 
Kitty then.' And so it was arranged, and I went home with 
a lighter heart, feeling that Aunt Catherine would do her 
best for me. 

I was very thankful that We had come to this understand- 
ing, for the next day Kitty was so much worse that I could 
not have left her, and my hands were so full, with her and 
the children that I had not a spare minute. And when the 
afternoon closed in, I had to take mj place in Kitty's room 
instead of running up to the Hall for the hour's cnat with 
Aline. I sent her a little note, and begged her to come and 
see me instead, for I feared that I should be kept in the fol- 
lowing day; but she took no notice of this, and we did not 
meet for three whole days. 
t When at last I found my way to her room, she received me 
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80 coldly that I was quite hurt. I thought she looked dull 
and out of humor. She was lying on her couch with a novel 
in her hand, but she did not seem to be reading. She turned 
her cheek to me — she had never kissed me yet— but did not 
ask me to take off my hat. I sat down on the rug^and ask^d 
what she had been doing. 

1 Doing ? there is not much to do in this place/ she said 
fretfully. * Basil has been wanting me to take walks with 
him; but I am not fond of muddy lanes, and roads with 
nothing in them, and I am getting sick of driving. I do 
think the country in November is perfectly deadly; and there 
is Basil shooting, and riding, and playing tennis, and can't 
:find his day long enough ! No wonder he feels sleepy just 
when I am most wide awake, and want hini to play cards or do 
something amusing ! ' 

' Country people are not fond of sitting up late; and I know 
of old that Mr. Basil is an early riser.' 

' Yes ; and he wants to persuade me to be an earlier riser 
too. " No, thank you,'' I said to him; "the day is twice too 
long already, and there is no need to lengthen it." Why, hie 
is out and about with Eeggie long before 1 can bring myself 
to think of getting up. Actually my motIler-in4aw was lec- 
turing me yesterday, and telling me I ought to be more with 
Basil. " He has enough of me already," was my answer; for 
I wasn't in the best of humors. I had been asking Basil to 
take me to Brighton for a week or two, just to see a bit of 
life, and what do you think was his objection ? He did not 
like to leave his mother so soon. Did you ever hear anything 
so ridiculous ? ' 

'I can understand Mr. Basil would be reluctant to leave 
her. You can see for yourself how happy she is.' 

'Oh yes; she is happy enough, and so are they all. It is 
only poor me who is always in the way. You are getting 
tired of me, too, Olga. I always tired every one but George/ 

George, always George! how she harped on that one string! 
Was it affection, or mere contrariness, that made her dwell 
on this one thought ? She made more than one reproachful 
speech about my leaving her for three days, and I could not 
get her to sympathize with my home troubles; in fact, she 
was very unsatisfactory altogether. 

I kept my promise to Aunt Catherine, and, when it was 
possible, spent at least an hour daily with Aline. 

I never saw Mr. Basil, except at church; I got it into my 
head that he avoided mo. He was often in tlie nouse when 1 
paid my visit, but he never came near His wife's room. Once 
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I hmd him playing m the nursery with Regpe, and another 
time he was crodsiug the hall to the library; but I could not 
find out whether he had seen me or not. 

Aunt Catherine used to come to Fircroft when she wanted' 
me. She said there was no other place where she could talk 
to me miietlj. 

Mr. Fleming had paid his promised visit, but had only re- 
mained three days. Aunt Catherine said very little ahout 
him, except that Aline had been unusually sulky, and had re- 
mained in her own room, and not all her husband's entreaties 
could induce her to be friendly with Mr. 'Fleming. When 
she dined with them she scarcely opened her lips. 

I was not satisfied about Aline. Her moodiness continued; 
she pever seemed glad to see me now, or pressed me to remain; 
and when business prevented me from paying my daily visit, 
she never came to Fircroft, or questioned me as to the reason 
of my absence. ' I could not find out what she did with her- 
self all day; and Aunt Catherine's account was most unsatis- 
factory. She said Mr. Basil was worried to death, and. that 
Aline was trying him dreadfully. She found fault with 
everything he did; she would not be civil to his friends, and 
several of the best people were offended because she refused 
to see them. She grumbled if her husband went out shooting 
or ridings and complained that she was always alone; and yet 
if he g9ve up his amusements to stay with her, she could not 
be induced xp do anything. She had taken it into her head 
lately that she was out of health, and wanted sea-air and 
tonics; but Dr. Lanffham had told them privately that it was 
nothing but ennui. He wanted her to ride, and play tennis — 
do anything, in fact, but sit over novels and fancy-work in 
a hot room. She had been very angry, and had quarrelled 
with him, declaring that she would die before she sent for 
him again; and that day she had frightened them all dread- 
fully £)r she had actually gone off to Brighton by hercelf for 
a few hours. 

' If she had not encountered Eeynolds in the station and 
told him where she was going, we should have been seriously 
alarmed,' went on Aunt Catherine; 'as it was, Basil had a 
shooting party, and did not come in until five. Aline only 
returned an hour later. We had sent the carriage to meet all 
the trains. Basil was very angry; but he could not make the 
least impression on her. She was most provoking, told him 
Dr. Langham had ordered her air and exercise, and that she 
had had a fine blow on the Parade, and had amused herself 
looking at the shops, and she would not promise him not to 
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do it again. Basil made himself ouite wretched about it; he 
said she had just done it to vex nim^ and how could he be 
sure that she had not begun her old habits again ? Her rush- 
ing off in this way looked like it, and he thought from her 
manner that she was very much excited/ 

I saw Aline the next day, and she gave me her own version 
of the matter. 

'I was in a temjJer, I know/ she said frankly; 'that Dr. 
Langham had put me out, making Basil believe it was just 
my &ncy and nothing else; but I should like them both to 
feel as 1 do for a few hours — ^they would be ready to wish 
themselves dead, 1 believe. I had not thought of Brighton 
till I was close to the station, for I was so mad with them all 
that I had walked out of the house ; and then, all at once, I 
thought I would have a bit of a spree, as George calls* it, so 
I tooK my ticket— 'but I had the grace to tell Beynolds where 
I was going. It was a beautiful afternoon, and I quite en- 
joyed myself. The shops were getting ready for Christmas, 
so I bought some things for Reggie, and walked down the 
Esplanade, looking at all the fine carriages. I would not 
walk on King's Eoad at last because folks stared so; and I 
got a cup of coffee and a sandwich, and felt ever so much 
better. There was a fine fuss with Basil when I got back. I 
asked him at last if men generally kept their wives in leading- 
strings. He was not over-polite in his reply; but I had 
had my fun, and didn't care. What are you looking grave 
about, Olga? Of course you side with Basil — ^you always 
dol' 

I let this pass, and only told her quietly that it was unkind 
on her part to give them such a fright; if she had not met 
Keynolds, no one would have known what to think. 

' What should they think, but that I was amusing myself ? ' 
she returned, staring at me. ' I am not a child to be run 
over, and I don't want a nurse with me. I tell you what it 
is, Olga: Basil does not trust me out of his sight; he wants 
to keep me a sort of prisoner here. I may drive about with 
my mother-in-law or Aunt Catherine, or I may walk with 
him or Marsden; but I must not go a yard beyond the gafce 
by myself. Now, do you suppose I am going to stand that ? 
I am so nervous now that I could get into'a passion at a min- 
ute's notice. My life is too dull. I tell Basil so, but he won't 
listen to me; and now you're neglecting me, and I haven't a 
creature to amuse me.' 

' Oh, Aline ! what am I to do ? ' I replied, much distressed - 
at this selfish remarL 'Do you. know, dear Kitty is really 
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very ill^ W Inngs are affected, and Dr. Lainglkin irftnisl^^^ 
to go to Cannes. Hubert is in a dreadful way; he would 
never belieye it was anything but weakness and a bad cold, 
and now he means to have a physician down from London to 
see her.' 

* She has alwayd been delicate, hasn't she ?' bui there was 
Uot much sympathy in Aline's tone. 

* No, only latterly^ but now we are all very aninous. Jem 
Cflme home yesterday, and he says he is quite shocked at the 
alteration in her; but he did not tell Hubert so. It takes all 
nurse's time waiting oxi her, and every thiii^ else devolves on 
me^ Jane helps in the tiursery; but with Jem at home and 
the pupils, there is so much to be don«: it will be a sad 
Christmas for us all.*^ 

^Yes, I suppose so.' She looked at me attentively, and 
then looked away again. 'I think T shall hate Christmas 
more than usual tnis year. My mother-in-law is making such 
a fuss about it already. There is to be a tree for Re^e, and 
a children's party, and a supper to the villagers, ana I don't 
know what besiae; and, after that, Basil is going to Leeds, 
and he wants me to go, top.' 

'That will be very nice,' I observed; but she shook her 
head with a strange smile. 

*I am not going. I told him -so at once. "You need not 
expect to have my company," I said to him; "and, what is 
more, you do not want it— you will be a deal more comfortable 
without me." For, you see, I could not forget he had refused 
to take me to Brighton. He chose to be put out about it, and 
told me that "I was the worst wife a man could have, and 
that I would do nothing to please him." My lord was quite 
in a huff about it — ^what! are you going already ? '—for Iwaa 
too much out of patience to listen to her any longer. 

How could she treat him so ? would not any husband resent 
such inconsiderate behavior ? I was fast losing all hope of 
Aline; an evil spirit still dominated her — ^I could see that 
plainly. 

I was just crossing the hall, when I saw Mr. Basil. He had 
just come in from shooting, and was warmin? himself before 
the big fireplace. He came forward and shook hands with me 
rather gravely; I had not seen him for a week or two, and I 
noticed a worn, harassed look on his face. 

He began by telling me that he had been walking home 
with Jem. 

'I am sorry to hear such a bad account of Mrs. Leigh/ he 
laid kindly. 
U 
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' iXTe are all terribly anxious abont her/ I retamed^i in a 
low Toice. 

'I do not wonder. I mast come and see Mr. Leigh. I 
nave — I have been too busy to call lately.' 

'Please do not trouble about it; Aunt Catherine comes 
nearly every day.' 

'And Aline ?*^ 

* Oh no I Aline never comes. I do not think she likes pay- 
ing calls; I have asked her so often.' 

"You must think it strange after all jour kindness to her. 
I am afraid you have spoilt tier — she misses your visits tern- 
bly--4o you not think so ? ' looking at me so anxiously that I 
knew he meant something else. 'Do you not think her 
ciianged for the worse ? ' would have been nearer his meaning. 

* Yes^ I think so. Aline is certainly not in good spirits.' 
*Are you in good spirits ? Am I, for the matter of that ? 

But vou and I do our best to straggle against depression; 
but Aline will not make an effort. I do not know what will 
become of usjf she will not try to be happier. But, there! I 
will not keep you listening to my grumbling; you are worried 
enough without that, ^ke care of yourself, for all our 
sakes; ' and he shook hands again very warmly. 

The kindness and sympathy in his look and tone made up 
for Aline's indifference, and I went home more cheereo. 
Kitty was a trifle better that evening, and Jem and I had a 
long talk, and altogether things were more comfortable. 

The next day I was busier than ever. Harry and Mr. 
Campbell were leaving in the afternoon, and Mr. Cunning- 
ham was to follow in the morning. There was no possibility 
of seeing Aline. Mr. Basil came in the afternoon and re- 
mained a long time with Hubert, but I only saw him for a 
minute. He was going over to Lewes on business the next 
day, he said, and should not be home until late. If I could 
spare an ho^r to sit with Aline he should be grateful; but I 
was not to inconvenience myself; 

I made up my mind that I would go at all hazards. I am 
thankful now tliat I did, for Aline was much nicer to me. 
She received me kindly; told me I looked pale and must have 
a good rest. I did not think she looked well herself, but she 
did not. complain. She was sleeping badly, that was all, she 
said; but it was no use telling Basil so, for he would not let 
her have a ileeping-drau^t, so she must just suffer. There 
was a weary, heavy look in her eyes that did not belie her 
words. 

fat she was not inclined to talk about herself. Contrary 
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to her nsnal custom, she asked for Reggie to come in, and-she 
seemed so occupied with him that I was not obliged to exert 
myself. 

I cannot remember that she said one sharp thing during 
my visit. Even when Reggie clambered up on my lap and 
refused to leave me for her, she onlv smiled sadly. 

* He has liked you best from the first,' she said gently. 
* Reggie has taken a wonderful fancy to you;' and she leant 
back in her chair and looked at us both in a way that made 
me feel uncomfortable. 

I whispered to Reggie to go and give her a kiss, but he re- 
fused. ' I will "kiss my Dear instead,' he said, in his pretty, 
wilful way. We were spoiling our darling among us. 

'Let him be, Olga,' she said, with a sigh. '1 don't want 
Reg to be ordered to kiss me. He has plenty to love him — 
haven't you Reg ? ' 

Emma cama in presently to fetch him, and then, as it was 
getting late, I rose to go, but Aline made me sit down a^in. 

' Give me a few more minutes,' she said quite beseechingly. 
' I don't seem to like to part with you to-night. I haven't 
been nice to you lately, have I, Olga ? ' 

I laughingly disclaimed this, but she shook her head. 

* You are too good-hearted to teH me so, but I know I have 
been detestable. I haven't been Allie at all. I was just the 
Squire's lady; and somehow the character did not fit me; the 
velvet gown wasn't so magical, after all.' 

She sighed — such a weary sigh it was ! — and went on : 

* If I nad known you before, Olga — ^if we had been sisters 
— it might have been different.' 

*But you have a good husband/ I remonstrated, for it 
struck me that she undervalued her blessings. 

'Yes; but Basil is too high; I can't reach him. "We were 
never intended for each other; I see that now. He wanted a 
different sort of woman to help him along. There! I won't 
talk any more. I am a bit low to-night, and I know you are 
fidgeting to be off; ' and then, as I stooped over her, she put 
up her face and kissed mo for the first time — a long, linger- 
ing kiss. 

6ood-by, dear,' she said very gently. 

'If she were always as nice as she has been to-day I' I 
thought, as I went down the dark avenue. 'And yet how 
nnhappy she seemed I' And then stopped and looked back^ 

The Hall door was open, for Bennet had insisted on watch-w 
ing me down the avenue, because, as he said, the big trees 
made it so lonesome. A flood of warm^ soft radiance streamed 
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oat into the darkness. How conld any one be nnhappj who 
called that home ? I said to myself^ for I loved every stone 
and tree about the place. A chime rang out through t>e 
frosty air — ^the ringers were practising for Christmas. Over 
my held the stars were shining in the dark wintry sky. As 
I passed the lodge I could hear the children singing carols. 
It would not be a happy Christmas at Fircroft with its mis- 
tress ill upstairs. 

I did not see Aline the ne~t day; I was often obliged to 
omit my daily visit now. We had callers all the afternoon, 
and one of them stayed so late that there was only just time 
to dress for dinner. I determined to go earlier the following 
afternoon^ and to take Wilfred with me to play with Reggie. 

I rose with this idea. I was just finishing dressing, and 
Mab and Jessie were reading their morning psalm., verse by 
verse, as they always did, with Kitty, when nurse brought me 
a note'^^ibrom Ai;nt Catherine. It was very short: 

'My dearOloa, 

*Will you come round directly you have f nished breakfast ? 
I want to see you particularly. 

'Vourn, 

'Cathebike Seftok.' 

It was certainly very inconvenient to l)e summoned away 
so unceremoniouslv. My absence would interfere with the 
children's lessons, for I Imd now resumed them regularly. I 
begged Mab and Jessie, in Jem's hearing, to go on with their 
practising and needlework until I returned, but to my sur- 
prise he offered to take my place. 

* I will look after the youngsters,' he said good-naturedly; 
'there is evidently something up; Aunt Catherine seems 
flurried.' 

J asked why he thought so, and he returned promptly: 

^ \7ell, she nas not crossed her /'s or dotted her i's; so it ie 
pretty evident that ahe is in some fix or other/ 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

TOU MUST TAKE CAEE OF ME, GEOBGB.* 

* But I had not so much of inan ia me, 
And all my mother came into my eyen, 
And gave me up to teara.^ 

'Henry V: 

* Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for she was beautiful. 

* Cymheline. 

Jem*8 shrewd remark only added to my uneasiness, and as 
soon as I could leave the breakfast table I ran across to the 
Hall. I thought Bennet looked a little mysterious as he ad- 
mitted me, and I fancied there was something ominous in tho 
way ho told mo that Miss Sefton was alone in the library. 

Aunt Catherine was sitting by the fire reading her business 
letters; she spoke to me in her usual manner, but I saw at 
once that she looked harassed and worried; as she held my 
hand, she said quietly : 

* We are all much troubled, Olga, and you will be grieved 
to hear the reason — Aline has left us ! ' 

' Aunt Catherine, what can you mean ? ' 

'She went away last night; she has gone back to her 
brother's. She left a letter for Basil — he wishes me to show 
it to you; ' and without another word she put it into my hand.' 

I was too much shocked to speak ; somehow, I had never 
expected anything like this. Aline's handwriting was very 
clear and legible; the letter was evidently written with some 
degree of haste. It began abruptly : 

' You must not be angry, Basil, when you hear that I have 
gone away and left you and Reggie. I am doing it for your 
good as well as my own. Things could not go on much longer 
as they have been going on, and so I thought it best to settle 
matters for myself. I have asked you over and over again to 
let me go to George for a bit, but you would never listen to 
me. You were always too masterful with me, and treated me 
like a child, as though I did not know what I wanted; but I 
was serious all along, and now I am going back to George, 
and it was a pity 1 ever left him, for I am not fit to lead your 
life, and the duiness of it is just killing me. 
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•Of course, yotr will be blaming me, and saying I am the 
worst wife any man could have, and I dare say it is the truth; 
but, for all that, you must not think I have not tried. Olgai 
knows that I have. For a little bit I thought I could make 
myself happy — ^all the fine things pleased me, and I liked be- 
ing with you and Heggie; but I Soon found out my mistake. 
You were always too high, and expected too much of me; 
and I could not get on with your people, and no one seemed 
to understand me but Olga, and she was always good as gold 
to me. I am sorry that I am to say ^ood-by to Olga. 

' But, Basil, you need not complain of nie too much, for, 
except that once when I was over-excited; I have kept myself 
straight — I have indeed; and I never tasted Anything but 
coffee the day I went to Brighton. I will tell you the truth 
about that : I told the girl to bring me a glass of sherry, and, 

i*ust as I was taking it out of her hand, I thought of vou, and 
put it down on the table, and said I would rather nave the 
coffee; and I never tasted it, though the longing for it drove 
me out of the shop at last. And when you were so angry 
with me for my spree, I thought I had not done so badly, 
after all. 

' But I could not keep it up, and that is why I am ^oing to 
George, for I canH trust myself any longer, and I might dis- 
grace you. You have had enough to bear, poor fellow! and 
you and Reg, bless his dear little heart! will be better with- 
out me — I have known that all along, only it is not so easy 
ito say good-by. 

' Now, BasQ, you must mind what I say, and not come near 
me, for I am going to stop with George. I am tired of wish-* 
ing you had not married me; but you are not the only one 
who has made a mistake and lived to repent it, and we must, 
just do the best we can for each other. And so God bless you I 

'Alinb. "" 

'P.S. — Give my love fo Olga, and tell her not to fidt J 
.was never worth the trouble she-took with me.^ 

* What do you think of it, Olga ? ' 

*I think* — but I could harder speak for crying — ^^ I think 
that her heart was half broken before she could bripg herself 
to write that letter.' 

'Yes, but Basil is unhappy, too. Thinlc of the painful 
position in which she has placed him. He says this is worse 
to him than anything, that he will not be able to face people 
— you know how proud and sensitive he is. If she had never 
come to the Hall, of course things would not be so difficult to 
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liim. I see that plainly. One thing — ^he is determined ta 
liave her back.' 

* But if she will not come ?' 

* That is where we shall need your help.' Basil spoke of 
you at once. He wants you to go with me, and try and bring 
her to a sense of her duty. He is so angry that he dare not 
trust himself to speak to her; but he says, if she will only 
come back, he will not utter a word of reproach.' 

* Do you mean that we are to go to-day ? ' 

* No; not until Monday or Tuesday. Basil thinks' it will 
be better to leave her quiet for a few days; but he lias writ- 
ten to her. He brougnt his letter to show me : it was Yery^ 
Bhorty and said ybtj little; but she will see how hurt he is.] 
^Ho told her that no hoped she would soon see things in a** 
different light, and remember that he had a right to be con-' 
isidered. It was a very temperate, sensible letter; but he saysl 
(she always misunderstands nim.' • 

' Do you think she had better come back. Aunt Catherine ?*! 

* Don't ask for my opinion; I am perfectly hopeless; We( 
must just do as Basil wishes. He has a right, as he says, tot 
ijontrol his own wife. I have not given you his message. He( 
begs you to do this kindness for him, as no one else has sci 
much influence over Aline. We are to tell: her that ho wiU 
4)verlook her imprudent step; but that she must come back 
to him. She may stop with Mr. Barton, if she likes, for 
two or three weeks, and then he will go and fetch her; but 
•she must not remain so long slwslj that people will wonder at 
it — he does so dread any of his friends getting hold of this.'^ 

' You have not told me yet how she left the Hall.' 
'No; I forgot.' Let me see, you did not come yesterday, 
and Marsden says she was looking for you all the afternoon; 
and she had Reggie with her until he went to bed. Basil was 
out shooting with Colonel Trafford all day, and did* not set 
home till six. When he went upstairs to dress for dinner, ne 
just looked in on Aline; she was lying on the couch in her 
tea-gown^ and told him she had a headache, and should not 
come down to dinner. The room was almost dark, he said, 
for the fire was low, and he did not see her plainly; he wanted 
to ring for coals, but she would not let him. Only, just as 
he was going away, she called him back, and asked nim to 
kiss her. He was a little surprised at that, for she had lately 
been so cold in her manner to him; but, of course, he kissed 
her at once, and told her that he should come up and sit with 
her after dinner.' 
' Well ? ' for Aunt Catherine paused here. 
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' Of course that was all he saw of .her. When he went up 
he only found the room empty, and the letter lying on the 
table. She must have changed her dress and slipped out of 
the garden way while we were at dinner, Reynolds felt a 
draught as he was bringing out the game, and discovered the 
side-door was wide open. We have no doubt that she took 
the eight o'clock train to town, but Basil did not dare to niake 
any inquiries.' 

' Was Mrs. Lyndhurst very much upset ? ' 

' Yes, but only on Basil's account. You know she rather 
dislikes Aline than otherwise. Aline has always repelled her 
from the first, though she tried so hard* to be kind to her. Well, 
it is a miserable business; but we shall do no good talking 
about it. I think Tuesday will bo soon enough to go to 
Holloway. Will you hold yourself in readiness for that day ? * 

* I am glad you did not say Wednesday. The physician is 
coming down that afternoon.' 

' No, we will say Tuesday. Thank you, my dear. Then 
that is settled, ana I "will tell Basil so. Now I must answer 
my letters, so I heed not hinder you any more. If possible, 
we intend to say nothing of Aline's absence for a day or two, 
80 I must ask you to be oautious.' 

' I must not even tell Jem ? ' 

'Better not.' 

I was a little sorry for this restriction, for Jem was such a 
safe person, but happily his sense of honor prevented him 
asking me any trouhlesome questions. If he were disap- 
pointed at my want of confidence, ho certainly did not tdl 
me so, only he was kinder than usual all that day as if he 
knew I was worried. 

I did not see Mr, Basil the next day; he was not at church 
either morning or evening. I heard afterward that he had 
walked over to Folgate for both services. I did not go \\p to 
the Hall on Monday, but in the afternoon Jem and I en- 
countered him in thie village. He did not stop to speak, only 
passed on with a muttered greeting. I hoped Jem did not 
notice how embarrassed he seemed: he quite flushed up, and 
scarcely looked at us. But Jem said nothing, only called of^ 
Rollo, who was sniffing rather ?igglre*ssivelv fit the butcher's 
dog. 

We left Brookfield by a very early train on Tuesday. I 
think Aunt Catherine wanted people to believe that she was 
only going for a long day's shopping. She said Mr. Basil 
seemed very low that morning; but she did not talk much 
about him or any one else. I think in her heart she dreaded 
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our errand as much as I did, for we both knew how stubborn 
Alin * ould be when she chose. 

It, seemed to me a long time before we reached Ilolloway. I 
took a great dislike to the place, and wondered how Aline 
could bear such a sordid life after she had had a glimpse of 
better things. But I tliought it better to keep these reflec- 
tions to myself, and it was not easy to understand a nature 
like hers. I have made up my mind since that she fled to it 
as a sort of refuge; that the fear of disgracing her hu3band 
was the strongest * feeling with her then, and drove her* to 
take this singular step. 

I shrank behind Aunt Catherine as we entered the dark 
little shop. A tall young man behind the counter was serving 
a couple of women : when Aunt Catherine asked where Mr. 
Barton was, he pointed to the parlor, and weAt on weighing 
out the tea. He was a pale, weak-eyed young man, and I 
thought he looked after us rather oddly as we walked through 
the shop. 

The glass door stood half open. As Aunt Catherine pushed 
it gently, a sharp-faced little man, with rough sandy hair, 

i'umped up out of the easy chair and confronted us. From 
lis appearance I knew at once that this was Mr. Barton. He 
looked ill and flurried, and stared at us in the strangest way. 
*I hope we do not intrude, Mr. Barton, but this young lady 
and I have come to see Aline,' began Aunt Catherine, but he 
interrupted her almost brusquely : 
' Do you mean you have not got my telegram ? * 

* Telegram ? No. Why, what is the matter, Mr. Barton ? 
You look dreadful ! ' 

* Not more dreadful than l feel, ma'am. To think I have 
lived to see this day ! ' and here he choked, and seemed hardly, 
able to speak. 'She has done for herself, my poor Aline — 
she will never vex us more I This morning, wnen Becky went 
to call her, she was lying in her bed quite stiff and cold; an^ 
— and had been dead for hourti ' 

**Dead!' For the moment I thought Aunt Catherine vas 

foing to faint, the i^hock was so great. I pushed her a chair, 
ut I felt as though I could hardly support myself. But I 
noticed, all the same, that Mr. Barton wiped his eyes with a 
yellow silk handkerchief, covered with red spots, and felt a 
sickly sort of surprise at his taste, and then the room seemed 
to turn round, and after that, he began speaking again : 

'We have had the doctors here— two of them; and they are 
pretty well agreed as to the c:iuso of death — it is an overdose 
of chloral. _ She was never careful about quantities, poor girl! 
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and they say^ from tne look of the hottle, she has taken enoagh 
to kill her.' 

* Tell me one thing — forgive me if I htirt you, Mr. Barton 
—but do you think Aline---has — has done this on purpose ? * 

Aunt Catherine could hardly get the words out, her agita- 
tion was so great. The poor little man recoiled as though he 
had been struck. 

' Heaven's sake, ma'am, no I What could have put such an 
idea into your head ? Allie, with all her faults, wasn't the girl 
to do a thing like that. Wait a bit till I can pull myself to- 
gether^ and then I will tell you all I know. But you mav 
teke my word foSr it — and I know Allie through and through 
—that she is as innocent of this as a child unborn.' 

* Thank God I ' and the color came back to Aunt Catherine's 
lips; but I could only sob in a helpless, girlish way at the 
thought that Aline would never speak to me again; and 
neither of us could say a word of comfort to the poor heart- 
broken brother. . 

* I was struck all of a heap when I saw Allie come into the 
shop on Saturday night,' he began presently, 'looking like a 
duchess in her velvet and furs. We mostly close late on 
Saturday night, and it was half -past eleven then; and as the 
customers were staring at her, I just whispered her to go into 
the parlor, and I would follow her. And the first words she 
said to me were, " I have left Basil I " And then, taking my 
two hands and squeezing them hard, she went on : " You must 
take care of me, George! for the life there is driving me mad, 
and I could not lanswer for myself any longer." 

'Well, you maybe sure I reasoned with her, and / nearly 
talked myself hoarse about it being her duty to stop with her 
husband and put up with things; out I could not make any 
impression on her, and she looked so white and ill that I was 
forced to send her to bed at last. But she told me next 
morning she had not slept a wink. But, for all that, she 
went to chapel along with me, and sat in her old place, and, 
vexed as I was with her contrariness, I couldn't help being 
t nroud to see how folks stared at her, and how well set up and 
nandsome she looked.' 

And here he broke down, and it was some time before he 
.could recover himself. 

' There is not a woman who can liold a candle to her; and 
she looked like a queen that day. And when we came home, 
and I saw her opposite me again, I was as pleased to get her 
back as I could be. We sat over the fire and had a long talk 
all the afternoon, and she told me about things. Fleming — 
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I meaSTLyndhurst— had been good to her, P. fcould see that, 
and she was as fond of him as ever; but I coUld not get her to 
promise that she would go back to him; she kept saying over 
and over again, till it angered me to hear her, that he and 
Reggie were better without her — ^she seemed to have got a 
craze on that point. 

* I thought she got a little low toward evening, so I gave 
up my chapel that night and stopped with her; and I am 
glad 1 did. Ay, AUie, I am glad of tnat now ! And we talked 
about father and the old days; but if I mentioned her hus- 
band, she just hung her head and sat twisting the diamond 
rings on her fingers, as though she hardly knew how to bear 
herself. The next day I saw little of her, being busy in the 
shop; but at dinner-time I thought she looked pale. She 
was in one of her silent moods at tea -time, and got up before 
.we had half finished, and went up to her room. Later on, 
•Becky saw her coming upstairs with her bonnet on, and asked 
(Where she had been; but Allie never answered her, except to 
say her head ached, and she was ^oing to bed. " I had my 
misgivings,'' Becky said to me this morning, " that she had 
been after no good, and I looked after her pretty sharply, 
until she was safe in bed. But she was too deep for me." 
She must have got an old prescription made up — for she once 
had >to have sleeping-draughts; but she did not go to any 
chemist who knew her. It was carelessness that made her 
take the overdose, most likely, as Dr. Baddeley says she may 
have been impatient to sleep, and taken all there was to have; 
and no one found out anything about it till Becky went in 
and pulled up the blind this morning,' finished Mr. Barton, 
in such an accent of misery that my tears fiowed faster than 
ever. 

' May we see her ? ' asked Aunt Catherine, in a low voice. 
* Olga vou would like to see her; * and a dreary sort of gleam 
came into Mr. Barton's eyes. 

* You shall see Allie, and welcome; and you will say for 
yourself that she looks like a picture.^ And as for this young 
lady, who has been so good to my poor girl, it is little I could 
refuse her. Shall I lead the way, ma'am ? There is no need 
to call Becky, for though she is ready, she is rough, and quiet 
ways have always suited Allie best;' and talking under his 
breath in this innocent, garrulous fashion, he preceded us up 
ithe steep, narrow stairs. 

It was a small room, but very neatly furnished, and the first 
lobject that attracted my attention was a beautifully-framed 
photograph of Mr. Basil and Beggie. The bed stood in the 
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comer, covered with a white sheet. Aunt Catherine folded 
it back gently, and beckoned me to stand beside her. 

* Like a picture 1 ' Never had I seen anything so beautiful 
— no cleening babe ever seemed more calm and peaceful than 
Aline looked as she lay there, with her white hands crossed 
upon her breast. 

There was something touching in the simple arrangements. 
Rough but kindly hands had been at work. Ihey ^d un- 
fastened the coils of hair, and two long plaits framed tho 
beautiful face. The suUenness that had so often clouded 
it in life would mar it no longer. There was no need to ask 
if Aline slept sweetly^— there was even the semblance of a 
smile on the lips. 

* Do not cry so bitterly, Olga,* whispered Aunt Catherine, 
in a broken voice. " Who can doubt tnat with the All-merci- 
ful there is mercy ? If she has failed, she has also repented.' 

* You are right there,' returned Mr. Barton, who had over- 
heard this. * Allie, with all her faults, was good in her own 
way. 1 used to tell Fleming so. Never a night that she did 
not say her prayers; I could hear her sometimes at them, 
speaking quite loudly. *' Tied and bound with the chain of 
my sins " — I heard her say these words once. And it was 
beautiful to hear her singing hymns in chapel. You had a 
deal to bear, Allie; but I always said others were to blame, not 
you. And I believe it from my heart.' 

I could scarcely listen to the end of the sentence. Some- 
one was coming up the stairs with weary, flagging footsteps 
— ^but I recognized them.. The telegram had reached him — 
he had followed us very closely. I shrank behind the bed- 
curtains. How I wished I could escape beiore he entered the 
room I 

* Basil — oh, my poor boyl* in a nitiful voice from Aunt 
Catherine. 

But he did not seem to hear it, or notice any one, as ho 
v/alked straight to the bed. His face was pale, and his eyes 
had the dazed look of a sleep-walker, and held some horror in 
them. No, he did noi see us; he saw nothing but the marble 
whiteneiSs of the still figure that lay before him. ^ 

Poor Mr. Barton could not long keep silence. 

* So you\e come, Fleming — ^you have come to see the last 
of Allie ! She will never vex you more, poor ^rl I ' 

Mr. Basil put his hand almost roughly on his shoulder. 

'Don't speak to me like that, George; I cannot bear it I 
If I could nave guessed that she would do such a thing, I 
\70uld have foUov/ed her at once.' 
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Then I knew that the same terrible thought that had been 
in Aofnt Catherine's mind was in his also. 

'Basil, it was not that; it was an accident. Oh, my dear, 
do not think that for a moment! ' 

But I heard no more. I crept softly out of the room, and 
Went downstairs. Becky was laying the table in the little 
parlor. She was a grim, red-haired woman. As she • carried 
away her tray, I saw her eyes were red with crying; but she 
did hot speak to me. It seemed to me that a long time passed; 
it must have been nearly an hour. I paced up and down the 
little room, or looked through the stand of plants down into 
' the yard below. What a homely, shabby little place it wasl 
and yet there was an air of comfort pervading it. The fire 
burnt cheerily; a lar^e black cat was stretched on the ru^; 
Mr. Barton's pipe and newspaper lay on the shelf beside his 
elbow-chqir; a walnut-wood workbox, evidently Aline's, was 
on the small chiffonnier. Presently Aunt Catherine came 
down to me alond. 

'He is better now, Olga,' she said, with gentle composure.. 
' He and Mr. Barton are still talking; but they are not in that 
room. My poor child, you must be faint with want of food; 
it is nearly three o'clock. We must take something quickly, 
and then Basil wishes us to go home. He will follow later 
in the evening; there is so much to arrange, poor fellow! * 

' You will not stop with him ? I could find mv way, indeed 
I could. Aunt Catherine.' 

* No; he does not want me. He will be better alone; he is 
quite calm now he knows that his worst fear is not verified. 
I think if it had been ' — ^with deep emotion — ' Basil would 
^ever have held up his head again; but we are all spared that.' 

It was a long, dreary journey home. Aunt Catherine 
iscarcely spoke; a sense of unreality took possession of me as 
I looked out into the darkness as the glimmering hedgerows 
seemed to fly past. Yesterday, at this hour. Aline was alive 
in the fulness of nealth and beauty; to-day — oh, the pity of 
it ! the strange, inscrutable mystery that shrouded her I 

I thought of that last message, so touching in its simplicity: 
'Give my love to Olga, and tell her not to fret; I was never 
worth the trouble she took with me! ' and I felt that, in spite 
of the three short months I had known her, I had grown to 
love her dearly. Tes, in spite of her strange, undeveloped 
nature, her curious moods, tne pain she had often given me, 
fihe had somehow wound herself round my heart. 

The carriage was at the station, and I was put down at the 
Jg^ate of Firoroft. As I bade Aunt Catherine a sorrowful 
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good-night, she told me> in a lo.w Toice, for* Beyholds watf 
standing by us, that she would let me know how things wentj 
on with them, 

Jem was at the dooif to meet me.: As I raised my face for' 
him to kiss me, he put his hand under my chin and looked 
at me. 

* Poor little woman P he said Tery kindly, 'jou are just 
worn out with all this. Nurse has lighted a fire m your room,^ 
aud you can h/ave your tea ther^ in peace; and I will look 
after the kids, and keep them quiet.' 

Was it not dear and thoughtful of Jiem ? but in real trouble 
there was no one who could sympathize so nicely as Jem. 

The quiet rest in my own room refreshed me, and later in the 
evening I was able to sit with Kitty; both she and Hubert 
were very much shocked at the news, which had reached them 
quite early. In fact, Hubert had been up at the Hall when 
the telegram arrived, and he had accompaniefd poor Mr, Basil 
to the station. 

' He would not have remembered to take his ticket if I had I 
not taken it for him,' Hubert told me. ' I never saw a man! 
so upset; he seemed quite dazed. The telegram was too' 
vaguely worded; it gave us margin to imagine all sorts of 
horrors. I am more thankful than I can say to hear your 
account, Olga;' and then they very kindly dismissed me to> 
bed. 



CHAPTER XL. 

'troubles seldom come singly.' 

'Does the road wind uphill all the way? 

Yes ; to the very end ! 
Will the day's jouriiey take the whole long day? 
From morn to eve, my friend I * 

Anon^ 
* Be strong to bear, O heart I 

Nothing is vain ; 
Strive not, for life is care. 

And God sends pain ; 
Heaven is above, and there 
Best will i>emuin * 

ADELAms Anne Pboctes^ 

Hubert went to the Hall the next morning; on his retard 
he brought me a note from Aunt Catherine: 
/ Basil is mach calmer to-day/ she wrote, J He is with Yiz-i 
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ginia now; he says it does him good to be with her. Do you 
remember those sweet old words, Olga, ** As. one whom his 
mother comf o. fceth ? '* Perhaps some good may come out of 
all this trouble, and those two may be drawn more closely to- 
gether. 

' Basil has settled everything. ^ Aline is to be brought here.' 
He says Mr. Barton at first seemed rather upset at the notion, 
but now he knows he is to come too, he makes no further 
objection. Basil has written to beg Mr. Fleming to read the 
service. Everything will be as quiet as possible, and she is 
to be buried near the Seftons. Basil thinks her brother will 
be pleased at that. I am glad to see how thoughtful he is 
for Mr. Barton's comfort; he will be with us for somd days, 
for Basil insists that he should remain With us over Christmas. 
What a Christmas it will be, Olga!' 

Aunt Catherine's note was the one spot of comfort in th^ 
day. Alas! before evening came, the trouble at the Hall 
was blotted out of my mind hj a new and crushing blow. 
* Troubles seldom come singly,' is not that what the proverb 
says ? but seldom, indeed, have ' the clouds returned after 
the rain ' quite so quickly! 

The London physician came down in the afternoon. When 
he and Dr. Langham had visited the patient, there was a short 
consultation, and then Hubert was summoned. Later on Dr. 
Langham spoke to Jem. 

It was Jem who told me thd result of their verdict. 

There was no hope for Kittv, they had told Hubert so 
plainly. The chill, m her enfeebled condition, had taken too 
strong a hold on her; rapid decline had set in. Dr! Lang-* 
ham had been aware of this; but Hubert had refused to mider- 
stand his hints, and he had made up his mind that a atranger's 
opinion would be more readily believed. 

I looked at Jem in speechless consternation. I was too 
much stunned to sajr a word. Our poor, pretty Kitty 1 No, 
it was impossible to credit it. 

' Olga, you and I must be strong for Hubert's sake. Poor 
old man ! he will need all the help we can give him. We 
must not think of ourselves.' 

' No, Jem; ' then, almost in a whisper, * Where is he — Hu- 
bert, I mean?* 

' He is with Kitty. Nurse has come down and left them 
together. She says Kitty is wonderfully calm. She asked 
Dr. Rupert herself how long she was likely to live, as though 
she were quite aware of her condition; and now she is only 
thinking of Hubert.' 
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* Oh, if I had only been. kinder to horl If 1 had not made 
60 much of all her little faults!' Alas! why — why is this our 
first speech when those we love are threatened with death? 
And again those tenderly ;*eproachful words of Amiel seemed ' 
to sweep over mv soul: * Life is short, and we have never too 
much time f or Kiaddehing the hearts of those who are travel- 
ling the same dark journey with us.' Oh, be swift to love! 
Make haste to be kmdl'. I hid 'my face in my hands, and 
wept bitterly. 

lem was very patient 'with me, though he needed comfort 
himself. He stroked my hair, and said, ' Poor little thins:! ' 
once or twice. 

' You were upset yesterday with all that terrible business/ 
he said presently. 'And you are not fit for another blow; 
and this comes so near* home, too. I don't feel as though I 
could talk about it much,* in rather a qlioky voice; 'I must 
keep myself for Hubert. Nurse hiis gone out to see her gister, 
who is ill, and the poor children are waiting for their tea^ I 
vote we go and give it them, Olga; that will be better than 
prying your eyes out;' and though Jem's consolation was a 
little too bracing for the tender state of my spirits, a sense of 
duty made me bathe my eyes and go into the school room. 

The children were all huddled round the fire. Hugh had 
little Flo on his knee, and Mab was telling them a. story. 
Wilfred clapped his hands gleefully when he saw us. 

* There is plum-oake for tea, and we are all so drefferiy 
hungry/ he said. 'Nurse said we must wait for you; and we 
thought you were never coming— didn't we, Mab ? Are you 
going to have tea with us too. Uncle Jem ? ' 

' Why, you don't want to. eat up the plum cake all by your- 
self, do you, Willie ? Hugh, old fellow, nand me the matches; 
we must throw a light oh the subject. Now then, the kettle is 
boiling, Olga, so set to work, or these young folk will eat me/ 

Only Jessie and Wilfred laughed at this feeble little joke. 

Mub was looking at me anxiously, and Hugh whispered :. 

* What does the new doctor say about mother, auntie ? * 
Luckily, Jem heard the whisper, and came to my help. 
'Don't tease Aunt Olga with questions, children; she has 

^ot a headache. You have a headache have you not ? ' look- 
ing at me rather doubtfully. How convenient these ailments 
are sometimes! 

I wondered how Jem could talk in that easy fashion, cat- ' 
ting ^eat slices of bread and cake all the time, and helping 
Fio with her bib; but I noticed he could not eat himself, and 
not even the thinnest^ crispest slice of toast could tempt hini . 
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'Give me Eome mo>*e tea;, that is all I want/ he ofi^i^ed* 
as I looked at him. 

It was quite late in the eyenin^ before I saw Kitty. Jem 
and I had made a pretence of dining together. Hubert could 
not' be induced to leave his study^ so Jem made md cut a 
sandwich, and took it in to him. 

* I do believe dogs know everything that is going on/ he 
JSaid, as he sat down again. * Would you believe it, EoUo is 
in there with Hubert. I never remember hini iii- the study 
before. He is lying on the rug quite close to his chair, and I 
could not coax him' a way; he just looked at me, and then 
wagged his tail. Olga, Itollo knows poor old Hubert is in 
trouole.' 

* Do you think I may go to hina ?' — ^rather doubtfully. 

' No, he is much better alone; you could not do him any 
good. If I were in his case, I would not have a creature near 
me, except RoUo. Yes, I think I would have Rollo.' 

I did not ask Jem's leave to go up to Kitty; she would be 
expecting me I knew. Nurse was just leaving the room. 
Kitty was lying quietly on her pillows; she held out her arms 
to me without a word, and for a little while w^held each other 
fast. 

'I have known if all along, Olga/ she whispered at last. 
' Ever since I took that chill I felt how it must end. I did 
not tell my thoughts even to Hubert; he would Icnow soon 
enough— that was what I said to myself — and so I got through 
my bad times alone.' 

Dear Kitty — dear, brave little Kitty I— and we had nq idea 
of this! 

' It was very sad at first. I used to lie awake in the night 
and think of Hubert and the children, and what they would 
do without me. I used to feel so wicked sometimes, as though 
I could not die, and go away from them all. And then I 
longed to wak« Hubert, and ask him to talk to me; but I am 
glad now I let him sleep; he will have time enough to fret!' 

* But he might have helped you. I cannot bear to think of' 
your going through these drea^ times alone.' 

'Dear, we must die alone! Hubert cannot help me then; 
but, after all, I was net left long in the darkness. I feel better 
about things how, and so I was able to comfort Hubert a 
little, though it nearly broke my heart to see him so un- 
happy/ 

' It has come upon him so suddenly.' 

* Yes, he has been blinding himself. He tells me now that 
he fought down his fears, and would not ^e them. That 

25 
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has been a great mistake. OlgOy they do not think I shall 
suffer much; ' that is a blessing, la it not ? for I am so worn 
and weak. I feel as though I could not bear^much more/ 

'Please do not talk so! ' 1 returned piteously. 

' It is such a relief to talk/ -she answered, with a siffh; ' but 
I do not want to distress you. There is so much I want to 
B.iy to you about the children, but I am too tired now. Here 
is nurse coming back^ so perhaps yon. had better, say good- 
night.' 

I crept away to my room. .Nurse had again lighted my fire, 
and as I sat snivering over it, too wretched and oppressed for 
any more tears, a dull, heavy weight seemed settling on my 
heart. Who has not known these hours, these langpors^ these 
terrors, when the hand of otr God lies heavy upon us, and 
when in all the world there seems no Hght for us? The 
shadow of death hovered over Fircroft. The tender-hearted 
wife and mother was fading out of life; and Hubert — poor 
Hubert! — would have no one to help him but an inexperienced 
girl; no wonder my heart fainted within me, as I tnought of 
the future. 

It was long af t6r midnight before Hubert came up to bed. 
Jem was with him. I heard them exchange a whispered 
word as they passed my door. It was no use stupefying my- 
self any longer with these miserable thoughts. I went to bed 
too, and dreamt that I was playing with Beggie in the garden 
of La Maisonnette. 

I resolved« to keep this fresh trouble from Aunt Catherine 
nntil the funeral was over. I said very little in my note. 
Perhaps she had forgotten that we had made that appoint- 
ment with Br. Rupert; she certainly asked no questions. I 
told her Kitty seemed weaker, and that was all. I did not 
go up to the Hall. Mr. Fleming and Mr. Barton were there, 
and I should only have felt myself in the way. I devoted 
myself to Kittv and the children, and tried to do little things 
for Hubert. ^ It is strange how a great trouble seems to trans- 
form people. The change in Hubert was singular. All his 
fussiness and pomposity liad vanished; lie was very gentle 
with us all, and seemed very grateful for aiiy little attention; 
but how gray and old he looked — our poor Hubert I He was 
never willingly away from Kitty; he would allow no one else 
to lift her from the bed to the couch. It was touching to see 
how he watched and waited on her; and Kitty loved to have 
him with her. We used to leave them together as much as 
possible. I often found them talking earnestly; sometimes 
Q6 would be reading to her.. 



^TROUBLMa SELD02f CO^E SINGLY.'' 887 

Hubert could not bring himself to go to the funeral. Jem 
went in his place, but he told me very little about it, except 
that Mr. Fleming had read the service beautifully, and that 
the churchyard was full of people. Reggie spent the day with 
us, and showed me his blaclc suit with an air of dignity. 

* Mother is dead, my Dear,' he said rather pompously; *but 
father did not crj. The angel what tooked her had big white 
win^s, father said so;' and I heard him repeating this to 
Girlie-ga in the nursery. 

I was with the children most of the day, and tried not to 
think of all that was passing at the Hall : by-and-by I would 
visit Aline's grave, and lay some flowers on it.- 

The following evening was Christmas Eve. I had just 
given the children their tea, and Hubert, as usual, was sitting 
with Kitty, when Jane told me Miss Sef ton was in the draw- 
iiig-room, and I went down to her at once. The lamp had 
not been lighted^ but the ruddy glow of the firelight gave us 
light enough. 

* This is kind! ' I exclaimed, as I threw my arms round her; 
'dear Auut Catherine! I never thought of your coming to me 
so soon/ 

' I wanted to see you for several reasons. You are looking 
pale, my child. You must not take our troubles too much to 
heart. Oh, Olga, Mr. Fleming has been such a comfort to us! 
he has done Basil so much good.' 

'Is he still with you?' 

'No; he was obliged to leave us last night. He could not 
possibly be spared an hour longer. But he was with us for 
two days.* 

'And poor Mr. Barton ?' 

' Oh, ne is at the Hall still. He has promised to remain 
until Tuesday, and then he and Basil go up to town together. 
Basil goes on to Leeds; he has consented to spend two or 
three weeks with Mr. Fleming. We all think the change will 
do him good.* 

'Will he take Reggie?' 

' No, he dare not — Leeds is so cold. He will be better with 
us. Basil feels himself that he must get away for a little; all 
this trouble hiA unhinged him terriluy. He looka quite iU. 
poorfeUowl* 

'I do not wonder at it,' in a low voice; 'but I am glad he 
is going to Mr. Fleming.' 

So am I; no one understands him so well. Ana, Olga, I 
must tell yon, Basil has been so good to Mr. Barton; he ha4S 
consulted nim about everything, and has treated him with so 
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much kindness and consideration. Mr. Barton told me so 
himself.' 

' It must have been very trying for him to come to the Hall 
nnder such circumstances.' 

'Yes; but he would not haTC stayed away for worlds. Ho 
wanted to see his Alliens home; as he said. He used to go 
into the'Lady's Room and look at her things; he even fingered 
the dresses she wore; and he took' such pleasure in seeing the 
flowers people sent. He noticed your wreath at once, roor 
Mr. Barton! I think we all like him; he is so simple^ so faith- 
ful I suppose Jem told you how terribly upset he was at the 
funeral?' 

'No; Jem neyer likes talking of such things.' 

' He sobbed dreadfully. It went to one's heart to hear him; 
but when we got to the grave Basil put his hand on his 
shoulder and made him stand by him. '' You have the best 
right, George," I heard him say, for I was behind them both, 
Mr. Barton says he wil never forget that as long as he lives. 
I do believe he is fond of BasiL' I was thankful to hear these 
little details. It was dear and good of Aunt Catherine to tell 
me all this. 

'And, Olga, there is another thing. Basil was speaking to 
me this morning. He wants you to choose something of 
Aline's to wear in memory ot her; he thinks you would like 
it. It mast be something she has used — a ring, or some orna- 
ment; but he wishes you to choose.' 

' He is very kind,' the tears coming to my eyes, 'but I shall 
not need any remembrance of Alitie; you do not know how I 
miss her. Aunt Catherine. In her own way she was so good 
to me.' 

' She was very fond of you. Basil said he saw that from 
the first. Would you rather that I chose for you, Olga? 
There's a pretty nng Wich pink coral and diamonds, that 
Basil bought her that day he first went up to town. She 
always wore it, and it was on her finger to the last.' 

* Oh, not that one,' finshing painfully; * Mr. Basil would 
' not like it Something far less handsome.' 

' Well, well ; Basil shall decide. But it is a nice thought — 
he is so grateful to you for all you have done. Why, whai is 
the matter, Olga?' for I found it impossible to restrain my 
tears. 

' Do uot let us talk about rings any longer,' I said, f ol I 
wanted to change the subject dreadfully; 'we are all so un- 
happy, and I have wanted you so; ' and tnen I poured out my 
troubles. 
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Aunt Catherine did not seem in the least surprised^ hut she 
was very much grieved .for. us all, and 'said everything she 
could to comfort me. She would not let me dwell on the 
future. * At such times one can only live day hy day/ she ob- 
served very sensibly j * lire must not overstrain the mind by 
looking forward too m^ich. Strength for the day — the hour 
— that is all we need 1 ' 

She stayed with me until Jem came to summon me to din- 
tier. We were both surprised at the lateness of the hour. 

* You have done me so much good/ I whispered, as I kissed 
her; and she smiled, well pleased at that. 

It was the saddest Christmas Day I had ever passed; and 
though Jem and I did our best for the poor children, and had 
little gifts ready for each of them, they all complained- how 
dull it was with mother upstairs. I could only attend the 
morning service. Mr. Basil was in his usual place, and Mr. 
Barton was beside him, but after the first glance I dure not 
look in that dii:ection again. 

My thoughts were heavy enough, and it was difficult to 
join in the glorious chants and hymns, all breathing the joy- 
giving message ofpeace and universal gladness. 

I ^anced at Hubert; his grave, abstracted i&CQ told me 
where his thoughts were straying; but he went through the 
service manfully, and preached better than I had ever heiard 
him. 

Later in the day, as I was sitting in Kitty's room; a small 
packet was brought me; and on opening it I saw poor Aline's 
pink coral and diamond j:in.g. A little brooch, prettily set 
with pearl, in the shape of a horse-shoe, accompanied it, with 
a pencilled note from Aunt Catherine: 

'I could not bear to think that my usual Christmas gift 
should be wanting; so I am sending ^ou this brooch. You 
have often seen me pin my lace with it — I think it will just 
suit you. I told Basil last night that you seemed reluctant 
to choose anything, and he said at once I' had better send the 
pink coral nng; but I will give you his words: "Ask her to 
wear it always, in. remembrance of my poor Aline. I will say 
nothing of my gratitude — it will only embarrass her; and she 
loves tp do good to every one. Let it be only in memory of 
Aiine.^'' 

I thought Kitty looked at me rather curiously as she e:;:- 
Amined the ring. 

*It is very beautiful,' she said — ^'almost too handsome for a 
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girl; but yon haTO a pretty hand^ Olga. Were yon so fond of 
that poor thing, after all ? * 
' Yes/ was my sole answer, as I shnt np the case. 
I found my note of thanks very difficult. * Tell Mr. Basil 
that I shall yalne the gift for Aline's sakV was all I managed 
to write; my thanks were far morp profuse for the little pearl 
brooch. 

I did not ^ np to the Hall until Wednesday. On. my way 
I Tisited Alme's grave; it was in my favorite corner, near a 
weeping willow; the mound was covered with wreaths and 
crosses. 

Beggie was delighted to see me; he had been fretting about 
his father's absence all the morning, but Aunt Catherine had 
promised that Wilfred should come and play with him every 
aay,£o he had cheered up. I had tea with her and Mrs. 
Lyndhurst, and we sat over the fire talking. They both, 
spoke cheerfully of Mr. Basil; he had seemed in better spirits 
when he left, and more like himsell 

' He feels Aline's death dreadfully,' added Mrs. Lyndhurst.' 
' I think if he had loved her more, he would have suffered 
less. He is blaming himself for everything he did or left un- 
done. Mr. Barton's grief is much easier to bear.' 
' Poor Mr. Barton I it will be a dreary going home for him.*. 
' Strange to say, he talks as- though she were with him stUl; 
it is Alliens room, and^Allie's chair, just as though she were 
alive. He says her thin^ shaU^ about, as they always were 
— that he shall put nothing away. Basil has promised to ^o 
and see him sometimes, and he is to come here whenever he 
likes. Catherine, did yon notice how he shook his head when 
Basil said that?' 
' No; and I went out of the room almost immediately.' 
* Well, he turned to me and said, " It is very kind of your 
son, ma'am, to make me free, as it were, of Allie's home, and 
I am mightily obliged to him for the thought; but I am 
happier in my own uttle place. Allie seems to belong to me 
more there — if you can follow my meaning. I remember the 
day when she was so small that she could only peep over the 
counter. * Lift me up, George,' she would say, * I want to 
pla^ at shop, too;' and she would sit there weighing out 
conee and sugar in her doll's scales as pretty as possible, and 
all the customers taking notice of her. Wasn't father proud 
ofherthenl"' 
'And he will not Come to the Hall-P' 
'•No; I am sure he will not. He will be far happier talking 
Jk> Becky about his Allie. After all, Olga, this sort of js^ef is 
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almost akin to joy. After a time the remembrance will be 
as dear to him as Aline herself. My pity is more for my own 
poor boy.' 

* Mr. Fleming will do him good/ interposed Aunt Cather- 
ine hastily; and it was evident from her manner that she 
wished no more to be said on this subject^ and then thej both 
talked to mo about Kitty> and Mrs. Lyndhursfc promised to 
come and see her. 

* It will be my first visit for five-and twenty years/ she said, 
with a faint smue. * But Basil says he does not like his mother 
to be such a recluse, so I shall begin with Mrs. Leigh; ' and 
actually she came the next day, much to Kitty^s astonishment. 
But, as Aunt Catherine tola me afterward, Mrs. Lyndhurst 
was an altered woman^— all her unhealthy whims and fnncies, 
her hypochondriac ideas, were vanishing under her son's in- 
fluence. 

'If Basil expresses a wish, it is- enough; Virginia simply 
lives to please nim. I am sure he loves her better every day,' 
she finished, witba sigh of satisfaction. 

Mr. Basil remained away three Weeks, and then he only 
came home^ as he said, because he could not stay away from 
Heggie any longcf . 

1 saw him a few days after his return; he came to Fircrpft 
to ask after Kitty. Jem was with me in the drawing-room, 
lihoughthe looked older, and was very grave and constrained 
in his manner, and he only remained about twentv minutes. 

He said that it had been a great pleasure to nim to stay 
with his old friend; the Vicarage was large and comfortable, 
and Mr. Fleming had furnished it with much taste. As his 
second curate was only in deacon's orders, the vicar had a 
^reat deal to do, and he had felt it incumbent on him to act 
m some measure as a lav helper. ' But we had some good 
long talks in the study of an evening/ he continued; 'and if 
It had not been for the little chap I should have stayed mucli 
longer, for he was so pleased to have me — he^ said it was liko 
the old times.** 

Jem asked a few questions about Leeds, and then he was 
called away to speak to some one on business, as Hubert was 
out. Directly he left the room, Mr. Basil got up from hia 
■chair. 

'Must you go so- soon?' I asked in some surprise, for I 
wanted to- hear more about the Leeds visit. 

* I believe I must/ he returned rather absently; and then 
he told me that they were all going to Hastings for two or 
three weeks: 'You know my mother has never slept out of 
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and thonghtfal that .ho was never in the way. He was alwajt 
on the watch to do kind things for every one, and his bheerj 
presenoe was quite a relief at meal-times. Poor little Hnrj 
had gone back to school. Kitty broke down sadlv when sn^ 
said good-by to him; indeed, her emotion so terrined Hubert 
that he hurried the child away. But it was a long time "before 
he could soothe her. It seemed to us all that she grew rapidly 
worse after this. In a few days her weakness was so ^eat 
that ohe could not even be lifted to th^ couch, and the least 
'attempt to talk brought on the terrible fits of coughing. 

I should have lik^ to have been more in the sick-room, 
but dared not interfere with nurse; she was so experienced 
and capable that Dr. Lan^ham could not say enough in her 
praise. She had lived with them ever since Hugh's birth, 
and was devoted to 'them all. Nurse and Hubert left me 
little to do, BO I gave the children their lessons, wrote letters for 
Hubert, and tried to regulate the household, and only crept 
into Kitty's room at odd moments, happy if nurse would let 
me heln nor. 

I had had several talks with Kitty before she grew worse; 
she used to tell nurse to leave her with Miss Olga for half an 
hour, and then she would talk to me about Hubert and the 
children. I never knew any one so thoughtful. Once she 
made me bring her all her ornaments, and the few simplo 
treasures sho had accumulated in her short life, and told me 
which were for Mab and Jessie. She forgot no one. There 
were presents for the servants, for Jem, and me; even for 
Aunt Catherine, because, she said, she had been so kind to 
me. And there were little sums of money for her poor. 

* Hubert said I might do it,' she explained. ' My poor little 
fortune has dwindled sadly. But Hubert wishes it to be di- 
vided among the children; he will have nothing for himself; 
he says he wants nothing but to lie down beside his Kitty in 
the churchyard; ' and here a tear or two stole down her face. 

Another time we had been talking about the twins, and 
she said : 

'Mab is very clever, and she will be nine next July. I 
should not have been able to teach her long. Mrs. Vereker 
was speaking to me in the autumn about tnat nice-looking 
woman who has come to live at Ivy Cottage with her invalid 
sister. I think her name is Miss Boyle. She has been a 
governess, Mrs. Vereker says, and has lived in very good 
families; but she has been obliged to, come home on account 
of her sister^s bad health. She will be very glad to hear of a 
mcming's engagement.' 
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* Were yon thinking of her for Mab and Jessie ? ' 

''Yes; 1 thought of speaking to Hubert about dt. One gets 
80 interrupted, and they ought to have regular lessons now. 
Mab is getting on so nicely with, her music and French. 
Perhaps by-^nd-by — in a few months, I mean — you will tell 
Hubert what I say. I cannot trouble him about these little 
details; he seems as though he cannot take things in just 
now.' True^ wifely heart, she was sparing him to the last. 

I told her very quietly that I would speak to him — ^that 
she need have no fear that anything she told me would be 
forgotten; and she looked so grateful and relieved. 

* It is so nice to think that they will have you' for a little,' 
she sighed. * It makes me more comfortable to know that.' 

'For a little; what do you mean, Kitty ?' 
She smiled faintly at my denseness. 

* Of course you will marry, Olga, and live your own life, as 
I have lived mine. Do you think I am blind to that fact ? ' 
And then, putting up her hand to silence me as I wasabout 
to contradict this, she went on feebly : * Dear, I would not 
have it otherwise. Do you think I could be so selfish as to 
want you to sacrifice yourself to my children ? Hubert will 
take care of them — only stay with tnem a year or two, until 
they miss me less; will you promise me this ?' 

* I will promise yon far more,* I began eagerly, for my heart 
was full to the bjim just then; but she put her wastea h^d 
on my lips. 

* I will have no other promise. I know how generous you 
are. Dying people ought not to take undue advantage. How 
Can either of us know what circumstances may arise ? No, 
Olga, you must not bind yourself; let it be as I said;* and 
then she closed her eyes wearily and I dared say no more. 

I sat by her for a long time hardly daring to breathe lest I 
should disturb her, and with my heart throbbing with min^ 
gled pity and pain. . Why should I not sacrifice myself ? who 
would ever want me but Harry ? and I was certainly not going 
to leave HuT^ert and the children for him. Would it not be 
a good useful life to care for those motherless little ones? 
would not any girl do it in my place ? and yet — ^such is human 
nature — I was glad, secretly glad that Kitty would not let me 
make that promise. Perhaps in her farsighted, womanly 
wisdom she understood me better than I did myself. 

Kitty often very innocently gave me pain; only the next 
day she made me feel uncomfortable. 

We were on -the same subject, Hubert and the children; 
and all at once she stopped and looked at me very wistfully. 
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* Will you try to put up with Huliarf s little waya— you an3^ 
Jem ? * Bue said gently. ^ I know you have often thought him 
f assy ahout trifles^ and when he is unhappy he is apt to ^et 
irritahle; all men are like that. I should like to feel that 
you and Jem would not mind.' 

* Oh/ I hurst out, for the moment forgetful of her weak- 
tiess, and how little she could hear, * I deserve that you should 
say this to me I I know How horrid I have heen to Hubert ; 

even Jem haia found fault with me, and now ' but here a 

contrite sob stopped my utterance. 

.Kitty looked frightened. She raised, herself, panting a 
little, to kiss me, and tell me«he did not mean that. 

* Don't, dear! * she said tenderly. '1 never like to see ycir 
fret. You are made for brightness, Ok*a. Do you think I 
remember all your little faults, when I have so many of my 
own ? Do you know, I wanted to ask you and Jem to forgive 
me; but I n^ver had courage to do .it. I know how I have 
tried you both; and I meant, if I got well, thai; everything 
shoula be so different. But I shall never have the cliance of 
doing better ' — ^looking at me so sadly that I could only hide 
my face in the pillow, and tell her, in a broken voice, how 
dearly Jem and I loved her, and how we diould miss her; and 
I think this was what she wanted to hear. 

' I should like to see Jem again. I did not bid him good-by 
properly,' she said by-and-by. 'You must send for him — 
when — when I got worse. Uubert will want him:' and she 
said this more than once. 

All this was before her weakness became so ^reat. By- 
and-by sadder days came, when she could only whisper a few 
words to Hubert, when she lay on her pillows racked by that 
terrible cough — exhausted, but patient-— her large dark eyes 
often fixed for minutes together on her husband's face. The 
strain was telling upon Hubert, strong man as he was. He 
was becoming unfit for his work. I wrote and told Jem so; 
and in a few days there was a letter to Hubert from one of 
Jem's friends, a young clergyman only just in priest's orders^ 
He was leavil% his curacy, and offered his services tempora- 
rily. We urged. Hubert to close with this proposition. He 
could lodge in the village; and he would be a nice companion 
to Harry Vivian. His name was Bernard Montague. He 
and Jem were great friends. I forget where Jem had first 
met him. He was a quiet-looking man with a pleasant man- 
ner, and such a musical voice that his friends were looking 
for a minor canonry for him. He worked splendidly in the 
parish, and even offered^ re/.d Latin and Greek with Harry, 
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wHose studies were being carried on somewhat fitfully. Harry 
told me he was engaged to a very nice girl living in Kensing* 
ton — a Miss Gam{H)ell. 

I gave a little start at this information, and asked rather 
anxiously if her name were Violet; but Harry did not kliow. 
The impudent boy must' actually have questioned Mr. Mon- 
tague on the subject j for he told me the next day that Violet 
was the name of the eldest sister, and that she was very nice, too. 

Mr. Montague's fiancee was named Barbara; and she was 
very pretty, only rather like a gypsy, for he had seen her pic- 
ture; and so on. For Harry would try to amuse me with any 
sort of chit-chat. 

Hubert felt Mr. Montague's help was a great relief. His 
bad nights were wearing him out ; and yet he would not allow 
any one else to share the night-nursing with nurse. He had 
a little bed in his dressing-room; and if he heard Kltty^s 
voice, he would wake immediately; and he was the greater 
part of the day with her, too. He was wonderfully handy for 
a man, and his strong arms were always available*. No one 
could put her in so comfortable a position, Kitty said; and it 
was nice to feel fchat he was always near her night and day, 
and r^y to read and pray with her. 

One day at the beginning of February, Kitty had had an 
unusually bad day. Dr. Langham had come three times; and 
after his last visit Hubert came into the schoolroom, where I 
was sitting with the children, and told me he had telegraphed 
for Jem. 

' Dr. Langham says she cannot, last long now;^ he said in a 
low voice, t^t the children might hot hear. ' I doubt whether 
he will be in time;' and he walked slowly out of the room; , 

I ran after him. 

* Oh, Hubert I * I implored, 'do speak to nurse. I must be 
with you all to-night — I must indeed.* 

* Yes,' he said. Poor Hubert! how haggard he looked! 'I 
think ^itty will like to have you with her. One thing I for- 
got: she wants to see the children before they go to bed. 
Nurse shall tell you when she is ready; but she is too much 
exhausted now.' 

It was Girlie-ga's bedtime, and she was growing rather 
sleepy and cross. Jane undressed her; and we told her stories 
to keep her awake — ^at least, Mab did, for I could not utter a 
word. She sat curled up on my laj) looking drowsily at the 
fire, with her tumbled curly locks shining like gold. 

When the message came I was obliged to carry her in my^ 
selfs for she would not let nurse touch her. 



\ 
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' Girlie-ga won*t/ she said crossly, in return to all her over- 
tures. 

Nurse doted on her. Wilfred looked rather solemn as lie 
walked beside me; and the twins wore hand-in-hand as nsnuL 
What a sight for a mother! I saw a spasm cross Kitty's wan 
face. . _ 

'All but dear little Hugh,' she whispered.. ' Give him bis 
mother's blessing, -Hubert; ' then more faintly: /Let me kiss 
my baby, Olga.' 

* Giflie-ga wants to come to bed with mother,* cried the little 
one eagerly, as she patted and stroked her mother's face. 

Hubert signed to me to take her awa^; and he himself led 
the other children to the bed. Willie said nothing; but Jessie 
began to cry when she saw her mother's altered look; and 
Mab's features twitched ominously as' she bade her hush. 

' God bless you> my darlings ! ' gasped Kitty. ' Mab. be good 
to your father, and help Aunt 01^, — Hubert!' 

That sad, appealing tone told him she could bear no more. 
He leant over ner, as though to shut out that little clinging 
group, so unutterably pathetic, from her sight. * He shall 

father the lambs with His arms, and carry them in Hii^ 
osom,' I heard him say, for day and night he comforted her 
sinking soul with some such cordial as this. 

I left the room with the children, partly to recover myself y 
and partly because Jessie was soblsing so that I could not 
leave her; she was a sensitive, tender-hearted child, and of all 
the children she most resembled her mother. Mab put her 
arm round her neck and began to cry too; and then, to my 
astonishment, Jem came out of th^ schoolroom and con- 
fronted us. 

* Jem ! Impossible I Hubert's telegram only went an hour, 
ago.' 

*I did not wait for the telegram,' he returned gravely, 
' Vivian wrote and said they feared it might happen any time, 
80 I got leave at once. Hubert must not be alone. Have the 
children all been in ? ' 

' Yes, she wished it; but it is too much for her. Jessie, 
please, please do not cry so ! * 
^ * What shall you do now ?' 

*I must put the children to bed. Jane is busy. .Then I 
am going in again.' 

'I shall wait for you; don't be longer than you can help.' • 

And Jem sat down by the fire gloomily. I asked if he had 
had any refreshment, but he took no notice of my question; 
^0 I left the children, and went down to Harry, who was 
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walking up and down the drawing-room rather restlessly, as 
though he did not quite know what to do with himself, and 
asked him to look after Jem, and he promised with alacrity 
to do so. Willie and Girlie-ga were soon fast asleep, but 1 
did not find it easy to leaye the twins: they were both sitting 
up in bed, with their arms round each other, crying as though 
their hearts would break. 

'Mother is going to die,' Jessie kept saying; and Mab was 
no better. But presently they consented to lie down, on my 
promising to come to them again. 

' Mother wants Aunt Olga, and we mustn't keep her,' said 
Mab, whose quickness had grasped the situation. 

I was longing indeed to so back, and Jem followed me 
without a word. Hubert did not seem surprised to see him, 
I think he was beyond feeling. 

* Jem is here, love,' he said quietly; and Kitty opened her 
eyes; a faint smile came to her Mps. 

^ Dear old Jem ! ' she whispered, as he kissed her and then 
she held his hand. 'Be good to Hubert. Look after him;^ 
and a sort of sob answered her. 

She did not take any notice of me for a long time; but by- 
and-by, when Hubert gave her a restorative — for that last 
night he would allow no one else to give her anything — I 
heard her say, ' Where is Olga ? ' and then for a minute he 
did yield his place to me. 

* Remember everything,' she said, in a voice so low no one 
else heard her. * xou have been so good to me — a real sister! 
God reward you for it;' and she signed to me to kiss her. 

I think I was going to say something to her, to ask her 
again to forgive me. — for even in the presence of the dying 
we think of ourselves — but Jem drew mo away. 

'That is Hubert's place,' he said in my ear; 'we must not 
be in his way.' 

But I suppose he felt how I trembled, for he kept his arm 
round me, and that comforted me a little. I do not know 
how the time passed. Now and then Hubert said a prayer, 
or a text or two;, but there were few words spoken. Nurse 
moved quietly about the room. Once Hubert Dade her light 
some more candles. Kitty had murmured something about 
darkness. Later on she called him feebly. 

* I am here, love, close beside you.' 

* Yes, I know; but I am going now, darling — dear, dearest 
husband!' 

She turned her face to him, but as he stooped over her, in 
his love and anguish, she gasped : ' Pray I pray ] ' 
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I caw him move his lips in answer, but no sound came from 
them. A broken Toice near me responded : * Yea, though I 
walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear 
no evil: for Thou art with me; Thy rod and Thy staff they 
comfort me.' 

It was Jem I 

I do not know how I got out of the room. I think nurse 
begged mo to go; but I found myself sitting by the gray aslies 
of the schoolroom fire. The lamp had long ago burnt out, 
but some one had left a guttering kitchen candle on the table. 
I never felt anything like the chill of that February morning. 
I could hear my teeth chattering from inward and outward 
cold. 

My own loneliness appalled mo. Jem was with Hubert. 
Nurse and Jane were busy in. that room — another shiver at 
that thought. The children— poor little creatures I — were all 
asleep. And 1 — I had no one but my faithful BoUo, who was 
sitting at my feet, every now and then uttering a low whine 
of sympathy, or trying to lick my face. 

The first gleam of comfort came when cook entered with 
her apron full of wood and paper, and proceeded to light the 
fire. As I crept nearer to the blaze, and stretched my numb 
hands over it, I felt somewhat revived. 

• You do look mortal bad, to be sure> Miss Olgal ' observed 
cook, with the frankness peculiar to her class. * Mr. Vivian 
asked me just now^^o make you a cup of tea, and I will bring 
it ypu in a moment; it is • close upon four o'clock, and Mr. 
Jem has only just got master out of that room,* 

I made no answer; but when she brought me the tea I drank 
it. I had never before felt that peculiar craving for warmth 
that I felt then. It seemed so strange to bo satisfying one's 
physical needs at such a time; but if cook had been an angel 
of light, I could not have blessed her more than I did for 
lighting that fire. I found afterward that Harry had told 
her to do it. By-and-by Jem came in and took the chair be- 
side me. He did not speak to me, nor I to him; but I put 
my head on his shoulder — as I had not done since .wo were 
children together — and so we sat for a long time. 

I asked him, presently, where Hubert was. 

*He is in there,' he replied; and his voice sounded so tired. 
* Nurse has finished now. He will not hear of going to bed 
— he says he must stop there with Kitty. I don't know how 
to manage him,' finisned Jem dejectedly; ' I suppose we must} 
let him do as he likes.' 
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I begged Jem to go to bed ; bat he said it tms not worth' 
"while," it was past five; but he thought he would lie down for 
a little, and made me promise to do the same. I did not 
want to leave the fire, but Jem^s stronger will prevailed as 
usual. As I cr^pt under my eider-down auilt, I told myself 
that it would be impossible to sleep; ana then I knew no 
more until some one touched me, and I siaW nurse's Idnd^ 
motherly foce bending over me. 

. * You have had a fine 'sleep. Miss Olga dear,' she said. ' It 
'is close upon ten o'clock, and I have brought you your break- 
I fast. Mr. Jem and Mr. Vivian had theirs with the children.^ 

'And my poor brother ?' . 
^ 'Oh,, master has just fallen asleep by the study fire, and 
Mr. Jein says no one must wake him. No one could be more 
considerate than Mr. Jem is, for all he is so youn^. He has 
been telling the children — ^px)or Miss Jessie is making herself 
quite sick with crying for her mamma — ^but he has been taUk< 
ing to her so nicely. Now you will get up as soon as you 
have had your breakfast, won't you, mIss Olga ? for yon and 
me have a deal to consult about/ ^d of course I understood 
her meaning. Oh, these miserable formalities and conven- 
itionalities that tread on the heel of affliction I >_ 

I stole into the room to see Kitty before I went to the 
children. . It was only just five weeks since I stood beside 
Aline. How different our dear Kitty looked from Aline's 
grand, marble-like beauty, that had resembled sleep more 
than death I but Kitty's worn, thin liftle face looked very 
sweet — indeed, she looked almost like a child. Flowers had 
come down from the Hall already — ^beautiful hot-house flowers 
lay on the quilt; some lilies of the valley — ^her favorite flowers 
— ^lay in the white fingers. I dare not stay there long. I 
knelt down and said a prayer for Hubert, and then I went 
into th^ schoolroom. Jessie and Mab were in the big tarn* 
chair, and Willie was turning oVer a picture-book with GirUe- 

fa on the irug. The poor little girls clung to me^ and Mab'a 
rst piteous words were for her father. 
' Mayn't we see father, auntie ? ' 

I stayed with them a little while, and then went in search 
of nurse. I was very ignorant and helpless, bnt nurse was 
full of resources. We arranged, at last, that she should buy 
the materials for the children's frocks,* and that she would 
send the dressmaker to take my order. 

*You need not trouble. Miss 01^' she said soothingly. 
'Miss Nicholls and I will manage things; and Jane will give 
us a helping hand.' And then I went down to the drawmg- 
26 
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room and wrote to Aunt Catherine.; and by-and-by Jem came 
to me. 

I did not see Hubert until late in the afternoon; and then 
Jem sent me. 

'You had better get it over/ he said. * You need not sry 
much to him — no one can do him good, poor old fellow ! ' 

Poor Hubert I It nearly broke my heart to see him sitting 
there with his face hidden in his hands, and his great Bible 
beside him. When he raised his head, and I saw how white 
and sad his face looked, I could only put my arms round his 
neck, aiid kiss him again and again. 

* T^ank you,' he said very quietly, far more quietly than I 
expected. * You and Jem are very good! How— how are the 
children ? ' 

* Very unhappy, poor little darlings I Mab wants to see you/ 
He rose from his chair, and walked a few stops rather feebly, 

and then - t down again. 

' Not to-day. Give my loTe to them. Ask them to pray 
for their poor father. I am too weak to see them to-day. I 
must be alone with God and my Kitty.' 

What could I say ? I only kissed him affain,and went back 
to Jem ; but I could hardly tell him what had passed for my 
tears. 

' We must leave him in quiet to-day,' returned Jem. ' It is 
not only grief: his bad nights have worn him out; he is as 
weak as a child. Dr. Langhara says we must feed him up, 
and give him plenty of good, strong beef-tea, or he will not 
be fit for his work for a long time. Montague came up, hop- 
ing to see him, but we were obliged to refuse him. I have 
had to ask him a few necessary questions, that is all.' 

Hubert saw the children the next day. Willie and Girlic- 
ga went to him before ho wtis up, and he sent for the twins 
later. Jem told me that he found them sitting in the study. 
Mab was standing with her arm round her father's neck, and 
Jessie was on the stool at his feet. They did not seem to be 
talking, but they all looked quiet and composed. In the 
evening poor little Hugh arrived, and Hubert rang his bell 
and desired that he should come to him at once. No one saw 
fhat meeting, but they were a long time together, and though 
the poor boy's eyes were red with crying when he came out, 
he only said, * Father had tiilked so beautifully to him.' 

I narrated all those particulars to Aunt Catherine; I knew 
how she would love to hear them. -She wrote the dearest 
letters in return. She and Mr. Basil wanted to come up for 
the funeral, but Jem begged them to do no such thing; ha 
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said Hubert woold not hear of it; that he was sare of their 
sympathy without tliat; that his Kitty needed nothipg more 
from any one. 

Aunt Catherine wrote again the next day. She said that 
for Basirs sake she was much relieved; he was just recovering 
his spirits a little, and that it would be exceedingly painful 
for him to enter that churchyard again so soon, under such 
circumstances; that her sister had caught cold, and was not 
as well as usual; and as Marsden was away for /a fortnight's 
holiday, she was much tied on the invalid and Reggie's ac- 
count. But, all the same, she would have come if I had ex-1 
pressed a wish to see her. 

But her kindness did not stop here; lovely flowers came 
every day from the Hall, until dear Kitty's room looked like 
a bower; and on the morning of the funeral three superb 
wreaths arrived from Hastings, one of them from Mr. Basil. 

We all followed Kitty to her resting-place, with the excep- 
tion of our little Flo. Willie held my hand^and Hugh walked 
beside Hubert. Jem had the little girls. 

I had a vague idea that the church and churchyard were 
crowded — that we walked between rows of sympathizing faces. 
Harry told me afterward that every one, even the poorest, had 
a black ribbon or a little bit of crape. They sang Kitty's 
favorite hymn— the one she loved most to hear — 'For all the 
saints who from their labor rest.' The words seemed to calm 
our grief : 

* The golden evening brightens in the west 
Soon, soon to faithful warrioi-s comes their rest; 
Sweet is the calm of paradise the blest.* 

Poor, weary little warrior I for her the rest had come none 
too soon. No moi e would Kitty's failing strength try to per- 
form the tasks she felt so hard; no more would infirmities 
vex her and jar on lier loving nature. The weary, sorely-tried 
wife and mother had gone home. 'And I must live without 
her,' were Hubert's first words as he entered his desolate 
home. 

'Father, yon have us,* whispered Mab, who heard this; and 
she took his hand and kissed it; 

Hubert caught her in his arms and burst into tears. He 
had not shed a tear before, Jem told mo. We left him with 
all the children round him. Jem drew me away and shut tho 
door. 'Leave them to^jcther, Olga; Kitty's children will bo 
his best comforters.' 

And I believe Jem was right. 
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CHAPTER XLIL 

COOK SPOILS THB FISH. 

'From on old Enelish parsona^ down by the sea' 
There came in the twilight this message to me ; 
Its quaint Saxon legend, deeply enf^raven, 
Hath, as it seems to me, teachmg for heaven, 
And on through the hours the quaint words ring. 
Like a low inspiration, ** Doe the nexte thynge. ' 

Anon:\ 

The Dean of Exeter was a friend of Hubert's, and JenI 
found no difficulty in procuring extension of leave. He re- 
mained with us about ten days, and when he left he cheered 
me, as well as himself, with the thought that the Easter Va- 
cation would bring him back in les' tmin five weeks. We both 
of us thought that Aunt Catherine would come home long he- 
fore that. But we were wrong; the octave of Easter was over 
before the Hall party returned*. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst was the cause of the delay. Her cold had 

E roved serious — it had turned to pleurisy; and Marsden's 
oliday had ended abruptly. 

Happily, they were established in most comfortable lodg- 
ings m Cavendish Square; in fact, they were in possession of 
the whole house; so jiirs. Lyndhurst did not miss her home- 
comforts. There was an excellent doctor; the mistress of the 
house was kind and considerate ; and, except during the first 
few days of the illness, Aunt Catherine did npt seem either 
worriea or anxious. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst threw off the attack fairly well, but she 
continued weak for some time; and until she regained her 
strength it was not possible for them to return to the Hall. 

Aunt Catherine's letters grew more and more cheerfuL 
' His mother's illness has done Basil a world of good,' she 
wrote. * His own trouble was drawing them very aosely to- 
gether; but now his anxiety for her h^ broken down the last^ 
barrier. He is no longer reserved ivith her; he talks to her 
as freely as he does to me; and there is no word to express 
Virginia's happiness. Marsden declares she gets joungex 
every day. She spoils Regde dreadfully. Whenever we re- 
fuse him anything, the little rogue says, ^'I will go and ask 
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Gran.** He has broken himself of his baby way of saying 
Reggie will do this and that. He says he is a big boy now.* 
One thing he never, forgets—" my Dear/* I hope yojL will not 
lose that name, Olga; it is so petty and quaint/ 
' I used to sigh as I put away these letters. How quietly 
happy they all seemed! Presently I heard Mr. Fleming had 
joined them for five days — that was lust before Holy Week. 
Aunt Catherine did not write until he had gone back to Leeds. 
She said very little about his visit, except that Basil and he 
had taken long walks together, and thai he looked very well. 
She talked more about me and my concerns^ and was full of 
inouiries about Hubert and the children. 

When I look back on those weeks that followed dear 'Kitty's 
death, I seem only to remember the dull weight with which 
'I woke, day after day, afi though the sense of responsibility 
never left me even in my sleep. No wonder I grew thin and 
tired! and, oh! how I wanted Jem and Aunt Catherine! 

I tried not to fret at the loss of Kitty, but I missed her 
more every day. I had no idea how much I had loved her 
tint 11 1 lost her daily comppnionshit); and if I felt this, what 
must Hubert's grief have been ? The sight of his sad, patient 
face, day after day, was the worst part of my trouble. 

If I could only have lightened it a little. Bat a great sor- 
row is always environed with loneliness; human sympathy 
is sweet, but it has its limits. None of us could help Hu- 
bert. 

Jem and Mr. Montague had begged him to go away for a 
change, and Mr. Basil had written in Aunt Catherine's name, 
imploring him to be their guest. His mother was ill; but 
there were rooms to spare in the house. He should have a 
sitting-room to himself. The sea-air would do him good; 
and he could bring Wilfred as a play-fellow for Reggie. It 
was a kind^ thought, and Jem and I urged him to go; but 
Hubert would not hear of it. 

*I am well enough,' he eaid, with a dreary smile; 'nothing 
ails me. It is better to stay and do my work. Things are 
bad enough, God knows! but coming home again and not 
finding her hero would be worse; ' and then Jem said reluct- 
antly that we must leave him alone. 

It was dreadful to see him trying to take up his life again, and 
doing everything from a sheer sense of duty. Mr. Montague 
spared him as much as possible; but after the first fortnight 
Hubert resumed his old duties, going about the parish, reading 
with Harry, and preparing his sermons. I used to think he 
had never preached so well. 
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But the strain of the da^s work told on him, and in the 
evening he was fit for nothing but to sit quietly in his study. 

Harry and I often spent the evening together I do not 
think it ever entered mibert's head that such a state of things 
might be awkward ; Harry was so^ikuch one of ourselves, and 
Hubert looked on him as a boy. I aid the best I could under 
the circumstance. I made Harry read to me while I worked, 
and I encouraged him to go out as much as possible by repre- 
sentingthat Mr. Montague must be dull alone in his lodgin£;s. 
When Harry took this hint, I used to carry my work into the 
studv, and sit there until bedtime. 

I have no idea if my presence were a comfort to Hubert; he 
seldom talked to me — ^never about Kitty — his wound was too 
recent and too deep for words. But when I bade him good- 
night, he always thanked me; so I suppose the intention 
pleased him. 

During the day the twins followed him about. Mab usea 
to dust and arrange his papers, and Jessie kept his flower-vases 
filled. Ho could talk better to them. Once, when I wanted 
to ask him a question, I found him fitting in the twilight 
with the little girls one on each side of him. Jessie's cheek 
was pressed against her father's, and Mab's head was on his 
shoulder. 

* Mother was very fond of you, father dear,' I heard Mab say; 
'she wouldn't like to see you cry — would she, Jessie ? ' 

Hubert started a little when he saw me. 

'I am so sorry to interrupt you,' I faltered; 'but Mr. Greg>- 
8on has called with his bill, and he said he must be paid,' and 
80 on, and so on. 

Hubert listened to me very patiently, and cave me the 
money. He was wonderfully gentle, and tried hard not to 
let me see how my inexperience troubled him after Kitty's 
wise management. Sometimes he would tell me wearily to 
ask nurse. 

' I am afraid I don't know about things as I ought,' he said 
once; ' my darling did everything herself. She would never 
let me be troubled — ^that is how she tired herself out — but 
nothing ever went wrong.' 

I am ashamed to say how I cried over this little speech, and 
yet it was so natural for Hubert to say it. I pitied him so for 
having no one but a girl to help him> and yet Kitty had been 
young once ! 

Nurse found me sobbing like a baby, and comforted me as 
she would have comforted Willie or Girlie-ga. She even gave 
me a motherly kiss as I put my head on her shoulder. 
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'You must not fret. Miss Olga, dear; iretting never lielped 
any one. Yon are doing as nicely as possible, and it stands 
tu reason you cannot be as experienced as the mistress — bless 
her!— for she had been learning master's ways nigh upon 
thirteen years. She was only a young thing when her first 
babv was bom — ^the one before Master Hugh — and she had a 
deal .to learn, both she and master. She has often laughed 
about the mistakes they made the first year they were married.' 

Nurse was always a comfortable person. She had plenty 
of common-sense, and knew exactly what to say. Jem and I 
l|scd to laugh at her sometimes because her panacea for every 
ailment, mental or bodily, was a cup of tea. She coaxed me 
Into the nursery on the present occasion, and produced the 
inevitable little black teapot, and really, after a civp of tea 
find a little moro talk, I felt quite cheered. 

There is generally a difficult person in every household, and 
ours was cook. She was simply aggravating at times. Cook 
was really a very capable servant; she was a respectable 
woman, and had known better days. So had nurse; but un- 
happily cook had a temper, and a very curious one in the 
bargain. If an order comcided with her private opinion, it 
would be carried out to the letter; if, on the contrary, it dis« 
agreed with her, as she phrased it, it was dimply neglected,* 
or else done as badly as possibly. 

Kitty knew this peculiaritv, and humored her by pretend- 
ing to consult her on the daily bill of fare, and cook fell inta 
the trap. I never heard of any contretemps except once when' 
cook declared peas were liot in season, and when Kitty prove<) 
her wrong by showing her a basket of early young peas frcn 
the Hall garden. Cook revenged herself by boilmg them 
until they came to the table, more like ^een-pea soup thtiq 
anything else. Hubert was so disappomted, for they wcrq 
his favorite vegetable, that Kitty, who also had 9. temper, ^en^ 
down and gave her warning on the spot; but they made it uj^ 
afterward, and cook remained in triumph. 

* I am not denying. Hiss Olga,' nurse said as she made the 
tea, 'that cook is one of the most aggravating women I knaw^ 
But, bless you! many people have tempers that want hunior* 
ing. If you or^ know how to take ner, she wiU go on a9 
quiet as a lamb.' 

'But she spoiled the fish,' I returned dolefiilly, 'and my 
brother had no luncheon '—for it was Friday in Lent, and 
Hubert never ate meat on that day; 'and it is cruel, wicked 
on cook's part to be in her airs and spoil the one thing he can 
pat; he had nothing but potatoes and bread: but he did not 
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care abont the pndding. It makes me wretched to think 
what Kitty would say to ns if she saw him so neglected. 
And she has cooked all the fish, and there will be nothing but 
Pggs lor his dinner/ 

"We'l, if I were you, Miss Olga, I would just leave things 
rJone for the day. Master shan^t suffer, for I will beat him 
up some eggs and sherry before he goes to bed, and he won't 
ptarre in one day. Cook is in her tantrums because Eliza is 
nut, and scoldini^ would only make her worse.' 

Eliza was the girl who helped Jane^ She assisted in the 
housework and waiting at table. A boy came in to clean the 
lEnives and boots and fill the coal-scuttles. When the three 
pupils were here the servants had a great deal to do. Cook 
cleaned the gentlemen's study, but there was Hubert's study 
and the dining-room, and drawing-room, and the school-room, 
for nurse kept entirely to the nursery. The nursery was very 
little used now; only nurse worked there. Fircroft was a 
laVge house, so no wonder Kitty and I found enough to do in 
fiupplementing the servants' work* 

I took nurse's advice, and I am very |^lad I did so, for even 
cook's temper had not been proof against the account that 
Jane carried down of master's lunching on potatoes and bread. 
I never knew how she managed, but at dinner-time there 
were lobster cutlets — ^probably tinned — and a delicious dish 
of twice laid fish, that Hubert found very appetizing, I 
think he was as much surprised as I was when a savory omelet 
made its apnearance afterward. Mr. Montague was dining 
with us, and he remarked th^t we had an excellent cook. 
Hubert )oked at me and smiled. He had remembered my 
appeal to him to send ^ook awav because I could do nothing 
with her. 

Cook beLived better after this, and I learned presently how 
to manage her. Instead of writing out the menu over nighty 
according to my own ideas, I took ner into counsel, and only 
suggested things. This answered admirably. I found she 
knew Hubert's favorite dishes better than I did^ and the bill 
of fare was generally satisfactory. 

I tried hard to get into methodical ways. I rose early, and 
had the children to read with me t d repeat their texts while 
I finished dressing. When my trying interview with cook 
was over, and I had looked in iat nurse and Girlie ga, I went 
to the schoolroom. Tfie twins were always ready for mo. 
Willie came in later. We worked until twelve o'clock, and 
then I took them out until luncheon. After their early 
dinner they generally worked with nurtse, and went out again 
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triih lier, tnikss their &ther took them trith him. I w^s 
always biusy in the afternoon writing letters for Hubert, or 
doing little thihgn for him in tiie parish; or very often we 
had callers. Somehow I never seemed to hare timeiio open 
a book. Tbero was always so mach work to do— little var- 
ments to make for the cmldren; for nurse spent a great d^al 
of her time in mending for them, and Kitty's clever fingers 
were missing. Harry seemed to think I worked too much; 
be nsed to ^jeg me to put it a^ray and play chess or some game 
with him. We did not like to touch the piano until Hubert 
asked us to do so. As the next best thing, he read to me— 
in &ct, I should have fared much worse but for Harry. 

When Jem came home, things were better; for he would 
threaten to lock up the workl^ket in his cupboard unless I 
went out with him. 

'Bother Willie's shirts!' he woald say; 'let him fait for 
them. It is far too fine to stay indoors. I mn going over to 
Braidley for Hubert, and you and BoUo had better cone too ; ' 
and, as usual, he had his way. But I did not-, get through 
half so much work when Jem was at home. 

Jem had been with us fcnr more than a fortnight, before 
Aunt Catherine wrote to say they were really coming home 
at last. Mr. Basil had been to Leeds again, and had only just 
returned, and he seemed in a hurry to get home. It was the 
end of April, and the young lambs were frisking about in the 
meadows round the Ilall, when I went across to see that 
everything was ready for the travellers. I went into every 
room, nm fresh and bright it all looked ! The whole house 
was fragrant with hothouse flowers. There were even some 
in the Lady's Boom; Mr. Basil had not had it shut up. The 
only change was that Beg^e now slept in his ibtther's room. 

I sat down a lonff time m the cushioned windowHseat, look- 
ing down the still, sunny avenue. The rooks were busier 
than ever: they had evidently nursery cares on their mind. 
Their cawing seemed more juoilant than usual. 

As I sat there, I thought now Aline'a listless figure had oc- 
cupied this very place that first mominff after her arrival I 
could even reciill the intent look of her face as she sat watch- 
ing Beggie at his play. Poor Aline ! What a strange intimacy 
ours had been I and yet, brief as it was, I felt I should never 
forget her. Even now whole sentences came to my memory, 
little speeches she had made about herself, her husband — a 
hundred lliinffs. In spite of her defective culture, there had 
been a marked indiviauality about her, that impressed itself 
even on her words. She had often interested me, 2.nd hud 
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made me look at things from a new aspect. But for her in- 
hiBrited infirmity — ^for the foiling that had embittered her 
short life — she would have been a grand woman. 

At this point in my reflections, I was aware of a tall fignre 
coming np the avenue. For the moment I thought it was 
Jem, but Jem never held his head like that, neither did he 
walk with those swift, even strides. I started from my seat 
forgetting that I should only bring myself more in view. 
The next moment Mr. Basil looked up and saw me, and I had 
to return his bow. They were not expected for hours — what 
could have brought him there alone ? Would he not wonder 
to see me in that room ? True, Aunt Catherine had asked 
me to attend to several little things; but Mr. Basil would 
not know that. I felt vexed to be discovered in the Lady's 
Boom; but there was no escape possible — ^the hall-door was 
open, tlie servants were at their dinner, and be was already 
coming upstairs. 

I stood awkwar^y enough, thinking how I should excuse 
myself; but he e'viaently thought no excuse was necessary. 
He came in quickly, and I couM see at once how pleased he 
was to see me there. He held out both his hands, and shook 
mine warmly. I thought he looked older and somehow 
different, but so well and brown, though, after the first greet- 
ing, his gravity returned— perhaps at the sight of my black 
dress. 

*I could not believe my eyes,' he said at once, 'when I 
looked up and saw you at that window.' 

'You must have been surprised/ I retumea, color.' g. 
' Aunt Catherine wrote to me, and asked me to do one or two 
things for her, so I came across early. I had finished, and was 
sitting down to rest for a minute— the surprise was quite as 
great on my sid ' 

' I suppose so,' looking a little amused at my long explana- 
tion. ^1 did not cheat myself with the delusion that you 
were' there to welcome me home; but, all the same, I had no 
idea anything so pleasant was awaiting me.' 

' But what made you come back alone ? ' 

I did not feel a bit at my ease standing there talking to 
him, with not a soul near us. I should have been far more 
friendly and unrestrained if he had come to us at Fircrof t. I 
fancied he saw my embarrassment, for he looked away from 
me as he answered. 

* I was in town last night; our lawyer wanted to see me 
yesterday, so I dined with him. As I had nothing particular 
to do this m(»ming, I thought I would come on here, and 
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look about me before the others arriyed. You cannot tell 
how glad I am to be home again, Miss Leigh V and, indeed, 
his voice said he was glad — very glad indeed. 

* You have been away a long time/ 

'A very Ions time; but it nas done my mother good. I 
think you will hardly know her, she looks so young and brislc 
And Aunt Catherine is well, too.' 

'And Reggie?* 

'Oh! he IS growing fat; he is not a bit like the delicate 
little chap who gave us so much trouble at St. Oroix, I must 
soon think of sending him to school — fancy Reg at Eton I * 
but, of course, he was joking. Then, with a complete change 
of manner: *I do not know what Aunt Catherine will say 
when she sees you. Miss Leigh; you have grown much thin- 
ner;' and then he added in a low voice: *! suppose you have 
been taking care of everybody «ind neglecting yourself as 
usual.* 

It was the old kind voice, and he was looking so attentively 
at me, as though he saw some change that grieved him. I felt 
myself blush as I answered hastily: 

' Oh, you have never seen me in black before — ^black always 
makes me look so pale!' 

* Do you think it is that ?Mn a tone of relief. 'No, I have 
never seen you in black. You were always in white at La 
Maisonnette. Do you remember that morning when you i-an 
across the sands to bring Reggie his cap ? — it was just by the 
washing pool— but you were not in white that morning; it 
was something gray and soft.' 

How strange tmit he should remember the color of my 
dress! But, pleasr.nt as it was, I could not stay there any 
longer talking to him. 

*Mr. Basil,' I said rather shyly, ''t is the children's dinner- 
hour, and I must go; and I am just thinking that you will 
be hungry after your journey — ^why not have hincheon with . 
usat Fircroft?' 

'I should like it, of all things!' he returned eagerly; 'but 
I am afraid Mr. Leigh would think it an intrusion.' 

' Oh no! Hubert sees people now, and Jem is at home, and 
there is Mr. Vivian — I am quite sure that thev will be pleased 
to see you.' 

'Then, in that case, I will come,' he replied, 'and I think 
it very good of you to ask me; ' and then we went down into 
the hall, and passed out into the sunshiny avenue. 

'Isn't it a lovely old place?' he said, .standing still for a 
minute* ' I thought so as I turned in at the gate just now* 
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Do you know, I had a regular fit of homesickness, and thek' 
nothing would do but we must come home. I think I am 
cured of mjr love of wandering. I mean to settle down into 
a regular English squire, and dwell among my own people/ 

'And Eeggie is to go to Eton ? ' 

'Oh yes I but we will not talk of that now, please; the 
little chap is not going just yet.' 

And then, becoming ^ve again, he asked me if the spring- 
flowers were ^growing nicely on Aline's grave, and desorib^ 
to me the mar^^le cross he had ordered for her. . 

' Kitty is to have a marble cross too,' I remarked when he 
had finished. 'Hubert takes more interest in that than any- 
thing.' 

'How strange that he and I should be in the same cir- 
cumstances!' he said, with a sigh; 'but our cases are dis- 
similar.' 

And then we came to the gate of Fircroft, and found Jem 
and Hugh on tue look-out for me. Jem seemed much sur^ 
prised to see Mr. Basil, but he gave him a cordial welcome, 
and sent Hugh to fetch his father. I could not- wait to see 
their meeting. I ran upstairs to take off my hat, and then 
hurried to put a few finishing touches to the luncheon-table; 
and then they all came in and took their places, all excepts 
Girlie-ga, who still dined with nurse. 

I saw Mr. Basil glance at them; the little girls looked so 
pretty in their black frocks and muslin bib-aprons. They 
always sat beside their father, and Willie by me. When Mr. 
Basil took the seat beside me, he said in a low voice: 

' This is the first time I have been your guest, Miss Leigh; * 
and Jem glanced at him quickly, as though the speech reach^ 
him. 

It was a very quiet meal; all our meals were quiet now— for 
no one could tallc much with Hubert sitting there so sad and 
silent; but on the present occasion he exerted himelf more 
than usual; and Jem and Harry did their moflt to help him. 
Hubert dropped out of the conversation presently, and then 
Mr. Basil tdked to Jem about Oxford; their talk lasted until 
luncheon was over, and then Hubert muttered some excuse, 
and went to the study, and Mr. Basil followed us into the 
drawing-room. 

He asked Jem to go back with him to the Hall, as the 
ladies were not expected until seven, and Jem accepted the 
invitation with alacrity. He ran off to find Harry, and give 
him some message or other; and the moment Mr. Basil found 
himself alone with me, he took a seat near my work table— for 
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I had taken np some childish garment or other; I think it 
was a shirt for Willie — and said quickly : 

* Is that how yon spend your time ? I hope Jem aoes not 
let you do too much of that/ 

I smiled at his anxious tone. 

'Jem does his best to hinder me; but, as I tell him, some 
one must do the work/ 

' And there is no one but you now ? * 

'Oh yes I Nurse does a great deal. You must not think 
I am oYerworked. There are the children's lessons in the 
mornings and ' 

*What! you do those too?' with an astonished air. 

'Certainly. I teach Mab and Jessie, and Willie comes to 
line now.' 

'It is too much; it is far too much/ he replied, so seriously 
that I found myself smiling at his earnestness. ' No wonder 
you do not look like the same girl ! No, and yotl are not the 
same ' — rather vehemently. 

' I feel very much the same, thanJc you>' trying to turn his 
words into jest. 

' No; you are quite different. I do not seem to recognize 
you/ with quite a troubled air. * This is not the Olga Leigh 
,who ran across the sands in her white gown, whom I used to 
^hear singing in the garden of La Maisonnette; this is not 
iBe^gie's smiling lady at all/ 

\ I tried to answer lightly; but sometnmg impeded my breath^ 
He was looking at me so gently that I could not bear it. 
!A tear dropped on my work. Me leant forward almost ii^ 
agitation. 

' Oh/ he said, 'please do not cry ! I shall never forgive my* 
self if I have made you shed a tear in the first hour of my 
return. You look as though you have shed far too many 
already.'" 

' You should not talk so/ I replied, trying to check them. 
' You speak to me so kindly, and that upsets me. It has 
been such a dreary time; and then poor Hubert !* 

'Ah I he is changed ; he is terribly changed. It cave me 
quite a shock to see him. He looks like a man who has lost 
all pleasure in life. Yes, I see; he has made you all suffer/ 

'But he is so good I Mr. Basil, I never knew beford how 
good Hubert is. He is struggling to bear this for all our 
fiakes — for the children, and because he knows it is his duty.' 

* I think duty is the Leighs' watchword/ he returned, with 
a smile. 

And then Jem came in. Of course he saw at once that I 
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hid been crying. Not that that was an nnnmial proceeding on 
my part now, only he did not seem qpite pleased that I should 
have ^ven way before Mr. BasiL Happily, Mr. Basil saw hi* 
inquisitive glance, and answered it witn his old frankness. 

* Yon must discharge the vials of your wrath on my head, 
Leigh,' he said. * I have made your sister cry by touching on 
a painful subject.* And then, of course, Jem thought we had 
been talking about Kitty; and his brow cleared at once. 

' Well, you see, Fircroft is not the most cheerful abode at 
present,' he returned gruffly. Jem was always gruff when he 
wtis feeling things most. ^ My brother is terribly cut up; and 
the children do a good deal of letting at times, so Olga has 
her hands fuU. But I will give her ner due; she does her 
best. By-the-by/ turning on me, ' what are you going to do 
this afternoon?' 

' I shall linish my worK, and then ' 

'Oh, you will, will you?' and Jem deftly snatched the 
little shirt and tucked it under his arm. ' Well, von will not 
see this a^in for a good twenty>four hours, unless you are 
clever in picking loclu; so, as it is a fine afternoon, I should 
recommend you to take RoUo and the twins for an airing.' 

' Why not have the carriage round and take all the children 
to pick primroses in Braidley Wood ? ' returned Mr. Basil 
quickly, ' Would that not be a happy thought, Leigh ? The 
carriage has only to go down to the station at half-past six; ' 
and, as Jem expressed himself charmed with the idea, they 
both hurried off to give the order. 

The children were in ecstasies when I told them to get 
ready; and, as the carriage was large, we took nurse too, for 
Harry had gone for a walk with Mr. Montague. I never saw 
Rollo more excited; even his long run beside the carrin^e had 
not sobered him in the least. He was puppy-like m his 
gambols, and indulged in such vagaries, while Mab and Jessie 
picked their primroses, that I sat down on a bank and lec- 
tured him. 

* Rollo,' I said severely, ' I really must reprimand your fool^ 
ish behavior. You have knocked my hat off twice by putting 
your great clumsy paws on my shoulders, and behaving like a 
ridiculous puppy instead of a sensible, middle-aged dog.* 

Here Boilo looked foolish, and tendered me a paw, with 
his great tongue lolling out of his mouth. 

' Don't be hard on him, poor old chap ! ' and there was Jem 
grinning at me over the hedge, with Mr. Basil behind him. 

I was 80 surprised at the sudden apparition that I sat per* 
fectly stilly which gave Bollo the opportunity of knocking mj 
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hat off for the third time : after which he gave a rallyiiiff harfc 
and darted off in search of Jem. It was Mr. Baafl who 
brought me back my hat. 

'We thought the walk would be pleasanter than lounirinff 
about the garden and stablee, so we made up our minds to 
.. w.y®^; ^* *"** ^^ ^' J®88i® laughing? How I wish 
the little chap were here! Do you know,' planting himself 
straight before me and looking rather wicked, 'I am irM I 
have come, after all.* * * 

' Why ?— to help the childron pick primroses ? ' 
'No; but because I have seen Reggie's smiling lady again: ' 
and after this speech he had the grace to take himself off. ' 



CHAPTER XUIL 

MOBi AFTEBHATB. 

*I love Hiee to the level of every day's ^ 
Most qaiet need, by sun and candle hght. 
1 love thee freely, as men strive for r^t; 
I love thee purely, as they turn from praise. 
T love thee with the passion put to use v 

In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose ) 

With ray lost saints— I love thee with the breatn, 
8milas, tears of. all my life !— 'and if Gk)d choose, 
I shall but love thee better after death.* 

R B. PBOWNmc. 

I opened my eyes the next morning with a feeling .that 
sometnin^ pleasant had happened, or was about to happen. 
For the iirst time since dear Kitty's death, I woke without 
that sense of crushing weight. A little bird was singing in 
the ivy under the window, and something like enjoyment 
was stirrinff at my heart, for to-day I should see Aunt Oath- 
erine and Keggie. 

I lay for a few minutes to enjoy these new sensations, in- 
stead of thinking over cook's last transgression, or the amount 
of my weekly bius — ^the chief heads of my matutinal medita- 
tions. I thought of our uftemobn in Braidley Wood. The 
children's haskets had beldu filled to overflowing before the 
carriage came round for them. Just at the last moment, Mr« 
Basil asked if there were room for him and Jem, and the 
twins begged him eagerly to come between them. It ended 
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by Jem and Hugh going outside, and Jessie being squeezed 
in between me and nurse. Willie and Girlie-ca were on our 
laps, and I think, crowded as we were, we all enjoyed our 
dnve home that spring evening. 

Just as we were passing the churchyard, Mab asked, with 
a quiver of her lip, if she might give some of her primroses 
to dear mother. 

Mr. Basil, who heard her, called at once to Jennings to stop, 
and Jem, who had no notion of our errand, touched his 
hat like Reynolds, as he apneared at the carriage door, which 
made Jessie giggle. But ne was rather sorry for his little 
joke when Mr. Basil explained matters, and we all went into 
the churchyard very gravelv; and Mr. Basil and I helped the 
children tie up their Tittle bunches. 

* We must give Mrs. Basil Lyndhurst some, too,' Mab whis- 
pered to me presentlv; and as I tied up a snudl bunch of 
primroses, she took hold of Mr. Basil's hand. 

* This is for your grave,' she said in her pretty way. ' Your 
wife wUl Uke.them, will she not ? And mother has plenty. 
Aunt Olga tied up these. Look, she has put some violets 
with them — ^they smell so sweet.' 

^ Let me come too,' exclaimed Jessie, taking his other hand; 
and they led him off between them, talking to him all the 
time. «fem and I waited for them. 

Aline's grave was sweet with spring flowers. A freshly- 
made cross I had placed there yesterday lay in the middle. ^ 

Mab was still onatt3ring as they returned from their little 
pilgrimage. 

* xou talk more than father,* she was saying. 'Father 
hardly ever 8p:aks — does he, Jessie ?— but he likes us to kiss 
him. There are so many eray hairs in his beard— ore you 



getting grav, too, Mr. Lyndhurst ?' 

Jem said something under his breath, and then checked 
Mab by telling her it was very late. 

* I must ^0 to the station,' observed. Mr. Basil. 

He had become very grave all at once. He bade us good- 
by rather hastily at the churchyard gate, and Jumped into 
the carriage, and we followed more slowly. 

Mab and Jessie arranged the rest of the primroses in their 
father's study, and Hugh helped them. His writing-table 
was covered with them. 

'Look, father!' exclaimed Mab, when they had finished; 
and Hubert took off his spectacles. 

'Are those all for me, my darling ? Are there none for 
Aunt Olga and Uncle Jem ?* 
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'Aunt Olga does not want unem so badly as yon Jo, 'father, 
so we kept them for you and mother* We always went prim- 
rose-gathering for mother, because she loved them so. Do 
you remember, father ? ' 

Remember ! I saw him sit down and cover his eyes with 
his shaking hand h'e children did not know, and I had 
forgotten what Kitty had once told me : that she had first 
met Hubert at a primrose-gathering, and that he had stayed 
by her" all the afternoon, and had helped her fill her basket. 
I took the children away — for I saw Hubert could bear no 
more— and I told them about it softly as we sat by the nursery 
fire. 

Jessie cried^ as she always did; but Mab's brown eyes looked 
large and solemn; 

^ I am glad you told us that. Aunt Olga — and Hugh is glad 
too — aren't you, Hugh ? Now we shall always put primroses 
on mother's grave. Father told us one Sunday evening that 
mother has nicer flowers where she is; add he says she is ever 
so much prettier. Don't you wish we were with her. Aunt 
Olga? wnere the flowers never fade and people never look 
sad ! Father makes me ach€ all over when he looks like he 
did just now. Doesn't it make you ache, too, Hughie ?' 
** It was of all this I was thinking as I dressed myself, and it 
was no wonder that I was a little late, and kept Mab and 
Jessie waiting for their reading. We had just finished, and 
I was opening the window, when RoUo barked, and gave a 
lonff scratch at the door — which was an unusual proceeding 
on his part, for he was generally waiting on the hall-mat to 
wish me good-morning. 

Mab flew to- the door, and there was my darling Reggie 
smiling at us with a great bouquet in his hands; he darted 
into my arms, flowers and all, and gave me a good many kisses. 

' They are for you, my Dear,' he said, with his arms tight 
round my neck. * Father picked them, and I was to give 
them with Reggie's love — they are mine and father's, that is 
what they are —for Reggie's grammar wiis still defective. 
* Father said they were Si mine, but he picked them every 
one.* 

I put the nowers in water, ana then gave my undivided at- 
tention to Reggie. He was prettier than ever, though he was 
very much grown, and his black suit made him look older. 
In nis childish way he seemed as glad to see me as I was to 
see. him; he kept beside me, and chattered to me about his 
pony and Joe. Joe was in disgrace because he had eaten a 
sparrow, and Reggie had put him into the comer. He stopped 
27 
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to breakfast^ and helped to 'put engar in all the cnps^ and 
made himself as busy as possible; and I was so happy to see 
him there amon^ a;]! the children. 

'Well, young iackanapes/ observed Jem, who delighted to 
tease any child, ^what are yon ^oing to do after break&st — 
learn lessons with Mab and Jessie ? " 

' I am goinff to the Hall with my Dear/ returned Beggid^ 
loftily. 'Aunt Cathy and Gran want her, and father wants 
her, too.' 

'Gome, come. Beg, that is a little interpolation of your 
own ! * I said, with a conscious blush, because Jem was thero 
to hear his childish nonsense. ' Father neyer said anvtiiinff 
ofthel'ind!' 

' Yes, he did,' he replied, with an affronted air. ' Yon are 
wrong, my Dear. I used to ask father at Hastings i| be did 
not want to see you, and he always said yes.' 

I thought it oetter to carrr away my tea-caddy and hear 
no more. Cook settled the bill of fare that day. I think if 
she had proposed the most jjreposterous dishes — salmon at 
two shillmgs a pound and spring chickens — I should hard^ 
have noticed it; I wrote down on the slate all she told me. 
I was quite relieyed at dinner-time, when I found nothing 
more extraordinanr than a boiled leg of mutton and caper ^ 
sauce had been ordered. 

In a, little while Reggie and I were walking up the ayenne 
hand-in-hand, but our progress was slow; every now and then 
a rabbit peeped at us between the trees or scampered off to 
its burrow, and each tmie Beggie would persist in standing 
still to ask me if this Mr. Bunny were related to the French 
lirs. Bunny who lived on the common near La Maisonnette 
*-he seemed to think all rabbits belonged to one larj^ family. 

'What a lot of children Mrs. Bunny has! ' he finished. 

I think Mr. Basil was on the look-out for us, for we found 
him at the hall-door. He said at once that he should take 
me to his mother. 

* 1 know you are dying to get to Aunt Catherine,' he said, 
in rather a teasing voice; 'but you must pay your respects to 
my mother first.* 

And, as I saw no way of refusing this, I accompanied him 
to the drawing-room. I thought it best to say nothing about 
the flowers — they were intended as Beggio's ^t— but on out 
way I thanked mm tor sending Beg^e. 

^Oh, I knew how you were longing to see him I' he said 
kindly; *so I thought you should have him all to yourself. 
It has done you goOd, I can see that.' 
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Mrs. Lyndhnrst was sitting working by the drawing-room 
window. She embraced me warmly^ and was most affectionate 
in her manner. I thought I had never seen her look so well : 
she was less pale; her eyes had a soft, satisfied expression; 
and with her pretty morning cap just coverinff her gray hair 
she looked a handsome^ well-preserved gentlewoman. She 
had quite lost that nervous, shrinking manner that had tried 
one so. I expressed my surprise at sebing her downstairs so 
soon; she had never beiore appeared until luncheon -time. 

'It is Basil's tyranny/ she said, looking at him with arch 
tenderness; *he rules nis poor old mother with a rod of iron. 
He will have it that a change of rooms will be beneficial to 
me: and though he has the grace to let me breakfast upstairs, 
he insisted on establishing me here directly afterward.^ 

' Miss Leigh thinks I am right; you agree with me, do you 
not?^ turning tome. 'Think of the years my mother has 
spent in those two rooms. Why, she was a different creature 
«t Hastings I Both her bedroom and sitting-room commanded 
a side view of the sea; and, as long as it was light, she was 
never weary of looking as it.* 

' It was such a comolete change,' she said softly. ' Basil 
was right when he said all those years— for five-and-twenty 
years I looked out on that avenue^ and listened to the rooks 
cawing: a turn or two in the Lady's Walk, a drive, church, 
now and then a stroll in our own meadows— ^that made up my 
life. I think I was like a child^like Beggie — when I first 
saw the sea.' 

' Yes, and looking on this pleasant lawn is a change, too.' 

And so they talked on, and every word showed me how 
wise and thoughtful Mr. Basil was for his mother's comfort; 
if he had lived with her all his life he could not have under- 
stood better how to deal with her. 

I was fidgettins; to get to Aunt Catherine. I suppose Mr. 
Basil saw this at last, for he broke off in the midst of a de- 
scription of Fairlight Glen, and said it was time^or me to go 
to her. 

* Yes, go, my dear; I know Catherine is expecting you,' ob- 
served Mrs. Lyndhurst. 

And then she and Mr. Basil looked at each other, and 
smiled; but I did not understand what they meant until 
afterward. I was only too glad to be set free, and I wished 
Mr. Basil would not be so formal in his politeness, for he in- 
sisted on accompanying me to the library; and, throwing 
open the door, with great solemnity, ' Miss Lei^h to see Miss 
$efton,' he said, in a sonorous voice that resembled Bonnet's. 
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Dear Aunt Catherine, how I hugged her! I did not care 
if there were twenty Mr. Basils standing there, but I found 
he had speedily shut himself out, and we could hear him 
whistling for 'EjQgpQ, Aunt Catherine did not speak for a 
moment; but she held mj face between her handstand looked 
at it earnestly — then she kissed me a^in. 

'My poor little Olga!' she said, in such a pitying tone. 
'Yes, Basil is right: you are dwindled somehow, and all the 
brightness is dimmed! Never mind, it will all come back; 
we have only to be patient; ' and then she made me sit down, 
an4 still keeping my hand, be^an the gentle questioning that 
was needed before I could bring i 



• myself to retate the experi- 
ences of these two months. ' You nad better begin from the 
first,' she said quietly; 'I hare the whole morning to devote 
to you, and wo shall not be interrupted — Basil has promised 
me that. I want to hear all that this poor tired child lias had 
to bear; ' and then it all came out. . 

What a relief to tell it all to that dearest friend — to dwell 
on every particular, every little failure, and to be sure of her 
sympathy in return; if 1 could not always restrain my tears. 
Aunt Catherine's eyes were not dry, either. She listened 
without interrupting me; but when sno spoke her words gave 
such solid comfort. She spoke so wisely about Hubert, and 
the necessity of guarding him from any unnecessary worries. 

/People say sometimes in these cases,' she continued, 'that 
little things do not matter; that the greater sorrow deadens 
the' mind to lesser things; but, I assure you, this is not always 
true. It was the last straw that broke the camel's back, Olga, 
and these small worries may just make your brother's burthen 
unendurable. Do not let him miss his wife in every detail — 
he misses her enough without that; try to help him in little 
ways, by small unobtrusive acts of kindness.. He may not 
notice them; but they will do him good, all the same. You 
might just as well say he would not miss the comfort of a fire 
on a wmter's day, because he would be just as unhappy when 
he was warm; out^ all the same, the absence of a fire would 
make him more wretched. So I say to you, take care he has 
all his accustomed little comforts; keep small vexing worries 
away from him; and, when you feel able for the effort, show 
him a caeerful face — there is nothing like the sunshine of a 
smile.' Oh, was she not a wise woman, this dear Aunt Cath- 
erine! 

I felt ashamed of talking so much about myself at last. I 
was not afraid of taxing her patience ; but I wanted to hear 
about herself. Her letters nad said so little; the closely 
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written pages had been about my affairs, I hinted this, and 
her expression changed. 

'Are you sure you have finished all you want to tell me, 
Olga?' ^ 

' Yes — everything. At least, I have talked enough about 
myself for the present.' 

' The poor little self is so oyerburthened, you see. Ah, well, 
we shall have plenty of time for talk !. I want yon to be with 




at this strange commencement, sh^ laughed again, and asked 
me iBoftly if I could not guess what she had to tell me about 
herself. 

Then, in a moment without another word, it flashed across 
me what she was going to say; and I sat up, and gasped out: 

*Mr. Fleming I— you are going to marry Mr. Fleming!' 

* You wise ohiMI and here such a pretty blush came to her 
face; she looked almost like a girl that minute. ' Yes, Olga, 
I have promised to marry Robert Fleming 1 ' 

*ButTiow — ^how did it happen ? ' I asked eagerly. * I thought 
you told me that he would never ask you I ' 
. ' What I am I to confess all that ? It will take a long time, 
and you have not even congratulated me. Are you shocked 
or sorry, Olga ? Do you think I am an old goose to change 
my state so late in life ? But if I had been sixty when he 
asked me, I would still have snapped my fingers at the world, 
and said yes P 

' How can I be sorry, except for myself ? ' I returned, lay- 
ing my cheek against her hand; and, as I did so, I noticed a 
thick gold ring — like a guard — ^upon her finger. 'Do you 
^hink I can begrudge you any happiness after the life you 
have led here ? ' and then, for the moment, I could say no 
more, for the thought of the Hall without her loved presence 
made my heart sink like lead; but she must not know it — ^no 
selfishness on my part should mar her pure happiness. ' You 
have been so faithful,' I whispered, after a brief silence, during 
which she sat stroking my hair, with a soft, far-away look in 
)ier ^es. 

'Ue has been faithful, too,' was her answer. 'Do you 
know, Olga, you were right: he never meant to ask me; he 
told me so. I was wrong in thinking his living would mako 
a difference; he did not even then consider me within his 
reach. He was very foolish, very diffident. Oh,. I have lec- 
,tured him well, and made him ashamed pf all Iuq ridiculous 



422 THE SEARCH FOR BASIL LYITDHURJST. 

scruples; but, all the same, it is perfectly true, that, but for 
the merest accident— « little drop of the curtain quite invol- 
untary on my part — ^we should not have been engaged/ 

'Aunt Oatherine^ you must t-oU me more. I oannot be con- 
tent with anything so vague/ 

' My dear, it id not easy to teU. I hardly Jmow myself how 
it came about; but I have a strong suspicion that Basil 
guessed our secret, but he would never own it; and Mr. 
Fleming assures me that not a word has ever passed between 
them on the subject^ but I am not sure. Basil is very sharp, 
and Mr. Fleming may have betrayed himself. However, I 
need not trouble you about that/ 

' Please tell me evenrthing you can.* 

* You know he spent some oays with us at Hastings. Basil 
asked him. I was glad enough to see him; but I had given 
up all hopes that we should ever renew our broken engage- 
ment. I had seen him since he had* become Vicar of »t. 
Mark's, and his manner certainly gave me no idea that he 
considered himself anything but a mend of the ^imilv. He 
was always kind and considerate, always watchful for my 
comfort, always pleased to be with me and talk to me; bnt 
that was all. We spent two days very comfortably. I was 
becoming resigned to this state of things. I thought perhaps, 
after all, it would be better jusfc for. us to continue as Mends, 
and friends only, until the end of the chapter. MThat he 
thought right would be right in my eyes. Only now and 
then a twinge crossed me. If he should be ill, and I should 
have no right to nurse him — even to see him— how would it 
be with me then?' 

' You would have been miserable/ I whispered. 

She pressed my hand, and went on: 

' On the second evening we were sitting round the fire after 
dinner. Mr. Fleming had been telling about a curious love 
affair in his parish; it was more amusing than sentimental, 
and made us all laugh. When he had finished, Basil must 
needs cap it with another; but his was quite different. In 
its main points it resembled our story. Basil knew all the 
circumstances. The hero was a college don. He had loved 
a girl in his youth, and then they had been parted; and after 
thirty years they met, and were actually married. 

'"They had both been faithful to each other all those 
years,'' went on Basil, "but neither of them knew it; and 
when they met " 

'And at that point I raised my eyes. Mr. Fleming was 
looking at me with a strange, eager, questioning look. Did I 
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then I looked no more; and Basil finished his story/ 
\ She was silent; but I begged her/in a whisper, to go on. 
^ ' Virginia praised the story and the lovers' constancy; bat 
Mr. Fleming said nothing, neither did I. Basil did not ap- 
pear to notice our want of loquacity. He ttdked on for a 
tittle, and then he asked Virginia if she were ready for bed. 
He always took her np to her room', and on this occasion he 
did not come back for at least an hon:*. When he strolled in - 
later he said the moonlight had tempted him to smoke his 
cigar on the parade^' 

'And yon and Mr. Fleming were left alone?' for she had 
paused here. 

*Yes' — a slow, comprehensive *yes.' *But there is very 
little to tell, 01?a; it all came naturally. He only said, " Is 
it true--is it really so, Catherine?'' just as though he were 
taking up the thread of some conyersatioD. " Have you felt 
thk for me ?'' was really his meaning, and I understood him 
at once. *'A11 my life— all my Jifel'' that was my answer; 
and there was no hesitation after that.' 

* Few men would have been so faithful.' 

'No, indeed not one in a thousand; but when I told him 
80, he said simply that the thought of asking any other 
Woman to marry nim had never entered his head; that he 
had never forgotten me, though he had always believed our 
union impossible. He confessed that his life had been very 
lonely, and only his affection for Basil had reconciled him to 
his solitary, hardworking existence; and then he asked me 
regretfully how I could leave my beloved old Hall to keep 
him company in his Vicarage. 

' " How will you endure Leeds," he continued^ "after living 
all these years m the country ?" '^ 

' I wonder how you answered him ? ' 

* I should think you knew my answer beforehand,' she said, 
with another soft b'.ush. 'I soon made him understand that 
even hardships shared with him would be preferable to my 
present luxurious life. 

' " We have lost too many years already," I said to him. 
" Our youth is gone. We are middle-agea people. Do not 
let us spoil the remainder by raising imagnary obstacles. I 
am still a rich worn in, though I have the Hall no longer; and 
if I come to the V icarage, you will soon see that I snail not 
miss any of my old comforts." 

'I was very bold, Olga, and talked in this matter-of-feot 
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fashion just to remove the last scrapie, for I knew how he 
would torment himself about all these triiles.' 

'And you are not afraid of the change ? ' for it seemed to 
me a very solemn and serious undertaking for any woman of 
Aunt Catherine's age to leave her own people and take np 
such a different life, for Miss Sefton was like a queen in 
Bro^kfield. 

'I am afraid of nothing/ was her answer, 'except that tho 
years are so few that we shall spend together; and, Olga, I 
am no longer wanted here. Virginia is well and happy. She 
has a son to cherish her declining vears; and as for Basil, 
after a time he will marry again, and his wife will be the mis- 
tress of the Hall. I neglect no duty in marrying Mr. Flem- 
ing, and in one sense I have been engaged to him all mj life/ 

* Yes; I understand what you mean. Aunt Catherine, you 
must not think that because I am young I am not able to 
enter into your feelings. I understand it all^ — everything.* 

* Do you r ' she returned gently, and she looked at me rather 
strangely, as though she were reading me through and through. 
*By-and-by you will understand, Olga; but not now — surely 
not now, for you have had no experience.' 

I hardly knew what she meant by this speech, which she 

3)oke very gravely; but it somehow made me uncomfortable, 
ould not one understand such things by intuition? It 
seemed to me that if I ever loved, my love would be like Aunt 
Catherine's — ^through life until death; no weak diluted mix- 
ture such as some women call love would ever satisfy me. 

I asked her a little tremulously how soon she thought they 
would be married, and she answered that they had already 
fixed the beginning of September. Mr. Fleming's curate 
would be in priest's orders by then, and he would be able to 
take three weeks' holiday. September — then I should only 
have Aunt Catherine for tour months I She read this thought 
in nw eyes, and answered it at once : 

* We will be together as much as possible. Olga, you must 
come and stay with me. I do not mean to give up my child ; 
and I shall be often at the Hall on short visits. Yon ^hall 
not miss me too much, any of you. Oh, there is the gong for 
luncheon! and we have talked for throe whole hours I' 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

, THE NEW VICAB. 

•Self-reverent each, and reverencing each, 
Distinct in individualities, 
But like each other, ev'n as those who love.* 

Tennyson; 
•ITphold me, Father, in my loneliness 
A little longer ! Aid me, give me strength I ' 

. * Etioch Arden* 

When I ♦told Jem the news, he was jjerfectly dumbfounded, 
and he owned nothing had ever surprised him so much; but 
when I had made him understand what a long afFair it. had 
been, and how those two had been faithful to each other for 
ei^ht-and-twenty years, he threw up his cap in the air, and 
said, ' Bravo, Aunt Catherine I I call that plucky I ' and he was 
80 excited that he must needs go with me that instant to tell 
Hubert. And when Aunt Catherine came to Fircroft the 
next day, Jem congratulated her in the nicest way. lie told 
me afterward that he wanted to kiss her; and he was not 
the least bit brusque in his manners — indeed, I never saw 
Jem more to advantage. 

Mr. Fleming came to the Hall about ten days later, and 
Jem and I were invited to dinner to meet him. I never saw 
(such a change in\any man; in spite of his gray hair he looked 
ten years younger— ne was so bright, so alert, his keen, intel- 
ligent face was so full of animation. 

And as for Aunt Catherine, both Jem and I agreed after<« 
ward that she looked absolutely pretty. I was a little curi- 
ous to see how middle-aged people conducted themselves 
nnder such circumstances; but they were both so natural 
that, but for one or two little things on Mr. Fleming's part,, 
I should never have taken them for lovers.. 

But I noticed that, whenever Aunt Catherine spoke, Mr. 
Fleming suspended his own conversation to listen, as though 
he feared to lose a single word; and once, when she was spew- 
ing to Jem, I saw his eyes resting on her with such quiet 
satisfaction. I know he called her Catherine; but I never 
once heard her address him by any name— she told me after- 
wards that she kept' Bobert for private use; that in public he. 
was Mr. Fleming, 
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^ I like him to say Catherine/ she remiM^ked; ' bnt^ with aQ 
my boldneBs^ I am too shy for anything bnt Mr. flemin^/ 

Mr. Fleming took a great deal of notice of me; indeed, he' 
was so marked in his attention, that I knew I stood high in 
his favor as Aunt Catherine's protSgSe. ' 

'You and I must be good friends/ he said once, * for. we 
have one strong point of sympathy between us; ' and hQ telkrd 
to me a great deal about Hubert's trouble and my new workv.. 

Just at the last, I had a short conversation with Mr. Biisil. 
I had sat by him at dinner^ but he had been unusually quiet, 
and once or twice I wondered wjiy he was so grave. He had 
talked more to Jem than any one. But as he brcght me my 
ciTp of tea, and stood by me as I drank it, he commenced 
grumbling at Mr. Fleming having monopolized me aU the 
evening: 

* there was no getting a word in/ he observed. 
I jblucked up a Tittle spirit at this. 

' Y ou had plenty of opportunity at dinner/ I remarked 
with dignity; ' but I do not remember that you took advan- 
t^ofit.' 

This was a tnrust ne hjad not expected; he answered it 
quite seriously: 

' I hope I was not rude — I was in one of my taciturn moods; 
but with a table like ours ' — ^the table at the Hall was circu- 
lar— * every word one speaks is overheard; one's conversation 
is obliged to be eeneraL' 

* So much the oetter 1 ' 

' Yes, on ordinary occasions; but I wanted to talk to you 
very much. I«have never heard your opinion about this 
affair/ with a suggestive look at the opposite couch. 

Aunt Catherine was just then speaking to. Mr. Fleming. 
It was the first time he had approached her; how bright they 
both looked ! 

'There can be only one opinion/ I returned hastily: *that 
it is the nicest thing that could possibly have happened ! ' 

* You think so; and yet you do not know him. 

^^ Indeed I do I I have been looking 9>t him through Aunt 
Catherine's spectacles. If any one could be good enough for 
her, it would be Mr. Fleming I ' 

' Thank you,' he said in a low voice, and he looked very 
pleased. 

' You agree with me, I know I ' 

' To be sure I do. I do not think there is a man living to 
compare with Mr. Fleming, and I have known him close upon 
f our-and-twenty years — ever since I was a little chap like 
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Beggie — and all those years I nerer heard ap unkind word 
from his lips, or saw him do a mean action. As iar as oar 
imperfect human nature will allow^ I think he is as near per- 
fection as possible I ' 

^ I can say the same of Aunt Catherine. 

' You must pardon me if I seem to disagree with yon. I 
love Aunt Catherine dearly; but she is far more faulty as a 
woman than he is as a man. In spite of her virtues, I have 
known her hasty in her judgments, generous almost to im- 
prudence, and, with plenty of feminine failings, these make 
her all the more loyaole, so you need not look so indignant.' 

' I do not like to think that yon place Mr. Fleming on a 
higher pedestal.' 

' Why not ?' quite earnestly; * Aunt Catherine would be the 
first to place him there herself; she would delight in his 
superiority. ^ I thought your true woman always idealizes the 
man she loves.' 

' We were not talking of Aunt Catherine's opinion, but of 
yours' — ^in a tone of pique. 'Of course she thinks him far 
better than herself.' 

' And you are ready to quarrel with me because I idealize 
him too. Try and put yourself in my place. Miss Leigh. 
Think of the lonely little chap I was, and how good he was 
to me! When I remember that man — ^his unfailing cheerful- 
ness, his quiet consistency, his unwearied labors among his 
people, the mild dignity which he opposed to ingratitude, the 
tenderness he showed to sinners — I am lost in amazement at 
the thought of his perfections!' 

And as he talked like this, I forgot my girlish pique at his 
restricted praise of Aunt Catherine. 

* Well,' he said presently, * are you mollified ? have vou for- 
given me yet ? I think I can ^j something that will please 
you. I am going to transpose your sentence : if any woman 
ever deserved him it is Aunt Catherine — will that content 
you.?' 

* That sounds better, certainly; but, Mr. Basil, I want to ask 
yon a question : did you guess how it was when you told that 
story?* 

He looked a little queer; but I could not brin^ him to the 
point. He became all of a sudden rather dense— wanted to 
Know what story I meant; and when I told him it was about 
a college don, professed to have forgotten it, and then began 
J^asing me by asking 'what little bird had been telling me;' 
and so I was obliged to give it up. 

He had a return of gravity after this, and told me very 
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nicely thjit he was quite relieved to eee how I was taking it; 
that he had feared my own sense of loss would hinder all 
pleasure. 

' But 1 might have known you better/ he finished; ' I might 
have been sure that you would not have thought of yourself, 
and yet I know what it will cost you to part with your dear 
Aunt Catherine ! ' 

And here he looked at me very kindly, just as though he 
understood all about it, and was sorry for me. I could find 
no answer, And then Jem came up and fetched me away; but 
I was glad afterward that I had had that little talk with him. 
I liked, after all, to think that Mr. Fleming stood so high in his 
estimation; and, of course, Aunt Catherine was not faultless! 

Aunt Catherine kept her promise of seeing me as much as 
possible, but my visits to the Hall were much restricted now. 
I could not often spend an evening there; an hour or two in 
the afternoon was all that could be spared. Aunt Catherine 
soon found out this for herself, but she was not long in dis- 
covering a remedy. 

One day Hubert surprised me very much by asking me 
what Kitty had said about Miss Boyle. I was so much taken 
aback at the question that I did not answer for a moment; and 
then he told me that Miss Sefton had been cpsaking to him 
— that she thought the children's lessons added to all my 
other duties were a little too much for my strength — that 1 
was growing thin, and always looked tired now, and then she 
had mentioned Miss Boyle in very high terms^ 

' Is it true that dear Kitty wished you to speak to me on 
the subject, Olga ? ' 

'Yes, quite true; but Kitty said I was to speak in a few 
months' time; there was no hurry. I wish Aunt Catherine 
had not talked to you, Hubert. I do so love teaching Mab 
and Jessie, and they are so good, too; and I do not care if I 
am tired, so that I can be a comfort to you;' for I had just 
then such an unaccountable feeling — a longing for work. I 
could not bear to be unoccupied a moment. Perhaps I should 
have liked a little leisure now and then if I could spend it 
with Aunt Catherine; but in three short months she would 
be gone, and I should value my leisure no more. 

* My dear, you are a comfort to me,' he said, with a sigh. 
*AVhat should I do without you and Jem ? But you are like 
one of my own children. I must take care of you as I would 
of Mab and Jessie. I cannot have you grow thin in my ser- 
vice. Kitty wore herself out. I will not have my sister fol- 
low my wife's example.* 
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' But I am so strong,' I pleaded. And, indeed, I never ailed 
anything; so what did it matter if I grew a little thin ? 

'Kitty was strong, too, once.' He checked himself,' and 
then begged me more quietly to repeat every word she had 
said on the subject. ' She was quite right,' he returned when 
I had finished. * My darlinff was always so wise. Mab is 
clever, and ought to nave good teaching; I will see Miss Boyle 
myself.' 

Hubert was almost cheerful for the remainder of the day.i 
I believe the idea that he was carrying out Kitty *s arrange- 
ment for her children gave him exquisite pleasure. I kneWi 
it was no use saying a word to dissuade him ; I had lost my 
dear little pupils from that day. When Hubert came home 
that afternoon, he called me into the study and gave me an ac- 
count of his visit to Fir Cottage with a good deal of animation. 

* Miss Boyle is a most sensiole person. She is not young — 
about six or seven and thirty, I snould say — and she is quite 
a gentlewoman. Her manners prepossessed me from the lir^t. 
She appears very amiable and pleasant. She spoke quite 
frankly of their circumstances; ner sister's trying state of 
health-^she has some internal disease — had obliged her to 
throw up^ most lucrative situation. She did not disguise 
their poverty — said they were new-comers, but that in time, 
with her good references, she hoped to secure a morning or[ 
daily engagement; a morning engagement would suit her best, 
as she should not leave her sister so many hours alone/- 

* Did you see the sister ? ' 

*Yes; poor Eosina, as she called her. She is a very plain 
woman, but has a sensible face, like Miss Boyle. They were 
both so pleased when I spoke of my own children. Miss 
Boyle agreed at once to come from half-past nine until half- 
past twelve; the hours will be quite long enough for the little 
ffifls; and she begged that she might not stay to luncheon., 
ii you like, Olga, you can still teach Willie for another year.'i 

' Oh, may I ? Thank you Hubert ; ' for I felt as though my. 
mornings would be blank without the children. 

Aunt Catherine was charmed when she heard Miss Boyle 
had really been engaged, but I would not share her satisfac- 
tion. I grumbled so much that she laughingly told Mr. 
Basil when he came in from his ride that I was in a cantank- 
erous mood because I had been deprived of my two pupils, 
'and she does not thank me a bit for my interference; she has 
as much as told me so.' 

* It is always a trial to relinquish work,' he said, with evi- 
dent sympathy, and not joining in Aunt Catherine's fun; J^if 
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it were not asking toe great a favor, Miss Leigh, I would beg 
ou to let Reggie share Wilfred's lessons; he is such a big 
loy, and he does not know his letters properly/ 

I hardly know what I said in return, except that it wonl<? 
be a great pleasure — a very great pleasure— to teach Reggie. 

'All right; he shall come, then, and spell his a b, ab, if yea 
are sure you will not consider it a bore, he returned in quite 
an off-hand manner; but he did not say any more just tnen. 
Of course he saw that I had understood his motive; nothing 
would console me more for the loss of my pupils than tne 

grospect of teaching Regffie. I longed to thank Mr. Basil for 
is thoughtfulness, but I could only stammer out again that 
it would be such a pleasure. 

My daily labors were considerably lightened now. THe 
hour spent with Willie and Beggie in the nursery was simply 
a })lay-nour to us all. Every morning at ten Reggie came 
fiying down the garden, with his spelling-book trcked under 
his arm, and a sort of business-like gravity on his face. I 
wished his father could" have seen him, toiling over the pot- 
hooks in his copy-book, or puzzling over the tremendous sen- 
tence 'The cat nas a rat/ with his eyebrows raised and his 
dear little mouth puckered up. He never liked me to kiss 
him at such moments. ' Tell me about the cat, my Dear, and 
don't be silly,' he would say, quite crossly. 

Sometimes I took Reggie and Willie back to the Hall, and 
tot with Aunt Catherine while they played under Marsden's 
care; but generally I went to her in the afternoon, or she 
would come across to me about tea-time. I never missed a 
day if I could help it. 

Jem had another tutorship for the long vacation, and only 
rushed home for a couple of days. He seemed more satisfied 
with my appearance, and told me encouragingly that I was 
all right now. 

' Hubert told me last night what a clever little housekeeper 
you were,' he said, as he walked round the garden after 
dinner; 'he says everything goes on like clockwork, and that 
Miss Boyle is a treasure. I wonder what Hubert means to 
do about pupils; there is Harry leaving at Christinas, and he 
has not inquired about any new ones.' 

/ He is not up to the work just now,' I replied. ' I do wish 
we need not have any more pupils, Jem; they give so much 
trouble in the house, and it is so awkward for me. Harry does 
not matter, of course; he is one of us; but if any other young 
man comes, Hubert will be obliged to spend his evenings in 
the drawing-room.' 



\ 



THE NEW VICAR. 431 

I keed not have disquieted myself on the suhject, for a few 
days after our talk Hubert had a letter from Biarritz. The 
poor old vicar of Brookfield, who had been dragging on a suffer- 
ing existence for the last three years, had succumbed at last 
to his malady, and the tidings of his death reached us. Hu- 
bert told me the news very gravely, but he made no further 
comment on it, neither did Aunt Catlierine when I went 
across that morning. 

* Mr. Bevan has been an absentee so' long that people will 
not miss him,' was all she said; ^he was a good old man, biit 
somewhat deficient in energy. I think the people like Mr. 
Leigh better.' 

It seemed good taste not to pursue the subject. I was quite 
aware that the living was in the Squire's ^ift; indeed, in old 
times a Sefton had always held it. The Vicarage was a large 
house, but was sadly in need of repairs. The Bevan s, who 
had no children, had simply used a few rooms and shut up 
the remainder; in fact, Hubert once told me the dilapidations 
would be immense, and it would take hundreds of pounds to 
make it habitable for a large family. He and Kitty had taken 
a dislike to it; they had never thought it healthy, and the 
garden was thickly wooded and very damp. Hubert once de- 
clared in my hearing that nothing would induce him to leave 
Fircroft. I think we all felt a little unsettled for the next 
two days, and then Hubert called me into his study, and told 
me a little sadly that the Squire had offered him the living, 
and he had accepted it. 

* And you are really the Vicar of Brookfield ? ' I asked a 
little breathlessly, but somehow I did not dare to congratu- 
late him. 

* Yes, dear. Kitty was always wishing this to happen, but 
we thought the poor old Vicar would last for years. Lynd- 
hurst has been most generous; he wanted to take most of the 
repairs of the Vicarage on his own shoulders. He declared 
the dilapidations would almost ruin the widow, but he soon 
saw there was no necessity. I told him, Olga, that notliing 
would induce me to. quit Fircroft, where every room is sacred 
to me, and then he suggested that I should live here rent, 
free.' 

' I always forget Mr. Basil is our landlord.* , ^ 

' Of course I declined this generous proposition. Tlie liv- 
ing is a good one, and with the little I have of my o-wn I 
shall have sufficient without taking pupils. One thing pleaaea 
me much: Montague will remain as my curate. There is to 
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be a mission eharch at Braidley, and, as it will be three miles 
off, I coald not undertake both churches.' 

^ A mission church at Braidleyl how delighted Aunt Cath- 
erine will be I This has been her wish for years.' 

' It seems to be the Squire's wish too. He tells me that his 
mother's fortune has accumulated all these years, that she 
has been hoarding her money for him, and that he is almost 
alarmed to find how rich he is, and so he has persuaded her 
that this church at Bruidley must be built, and she has fallen 
in with his views. I tell you this in confidence, Olga — I think 
Lyndhurst means it as a thank-offering.' 

*Is Mr. Montague to be the incumbent?' 

'I do not know; I am not sure. I think at first we shall 
work it together; but there will be plenty of time to make 
Inp our minds.' 

* May I speak to Aunt Catherine about it ?' 

' Perhaps you had better wait until she talks to yon ; ' and 
fthen I did bring myself to say a word of congratulation to 
Hubert. 

' Of course I am glad about it,' he said ouietly, but there 
was no gladness in l\is f^ce. ' It is a relief to Know that I shall 
spend my life at Brookfield; lam attached to the people, and 
r lov* Fircroft, and my Kitty's grave is here; and oy-and- 
by, when the children can shift for themselves, I shall per- 
haps say my Nunc Dimittis, Qod grant it I' he added very 
sadly. 

Poor Hubert! the wound was not yet beginning to heaL 
We Leighs were a faithful race, singularly tenacious in our 
attachments. It would be years before Hubert would recon- 
cile himself to the loss of his Kitty, before he would own 
that life held any attraciions for him. 

Aunt Catherine spoke of the new Vicar the moment she 
saw me. 

' I am so glad it is all settled,' she said, as we sat in the old 
English garden that afternoon. * 3asil did not take long to 
make up his mind; the moment he read Mrs. Sevan's note 
he exclaimed, " Now Mr. Leigh can have the living.*' ' 

' I am so pleased you did not mention it to him first* 

'Oh no! It was quite his own idea. He has the highest 
opinion of your brother; he says he is so humble-minded, and 
so sincere; and then he admires him for the way he bears his 
trouble. I think he has a good opinion of all the Leighs.' 

' I am glad of that.' 

' Has Mr. Leigh told you about Basil's plan — I mean the 
church for Braidley ? ' and as I nodded, she continued ea^erly^ 
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'That was not quite his own idea; it grew out of a conversa- 
tion he and Mr. Fleming and I had together at Hastings. 
Basil was grumhling half in fun about his money. '' I cannot 
use half/' he said, "and one pony is enough for Reggie. 
Ladybird 'and a couple of hunters for my own use are about, 
as much as I want; and then he added more seriously, "I 
do not like the idea of spending it all on myself^ and if I only 
knew some object ! '* " Why not build a church for Brjiidley ? 
I exclaimed, and Mr. Fleming caught up the notion at once, 
and so did Basil. I had to tell them all about the place, and 
how the people had to walk three miles to church, and there is 
only a Dissenting chapel in the place. I finished, " And all 
the poorer people attend that.'* Well, we sat up until mid- 
night discussing it, and when I bade them good night, Basil 
followed me into the passage. 

' " It is a good thought of yours. Aunt Catherine," he said 
very earnestly; "a church for these poor people will be just 
the thing. It will be a thank-offering from my mother and 
myself." 

*" And from n*e too," I implored; for the preceding even- 
ing Mr. Fleming had spoken to me, and I wanted to be ready 
with my Te Deum too. " You must let me give a thousand 
pounds, B^sil." And after a little he consented.* 

* And it is to be begun at once ? ' 

' Oh yes ; Basil has seen the architect, and the site is all ready. 
Basil is not one to let the grass grow under his feet — he is 
a regular Sefton in that. I never saw ''"ch energy; he works 
splendidly. I have nothing to do now, and he is just as in- 
defatigable in his amusements — riding, shooting, tennis. He 
puts his heart into everything.' 

' And yet he never seems tired.' 

'Tired I The word is net in his vocabulary. He certainly 
has a magTiificent physique. .Only mental worry tires Basil. 
He and Reggie are often out riding before breakfast. After 
breakf€wt he writes his letters, looks at the paper, talks to his 
mother, and then, perhaps, goes riding again. In the after- 
noon, if any one challenffes him, he is quite ready for a game 
of tennis or a drive in his dog-cart;, or he will run over to 
Brighton, and have a dip in the sea. Sometimes he is a little 
sleepy after dinner, but he never gives in to it; and after a 
cup of coffee and a chat with us, he goes off to the library to 
read. I tell him his days are three times as long as other 
people's.' 

* I never saw him look so well. But he is always grave now.' 
'I know what yoU mean; but that will wear off by degrees, 

28 
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At times ho is still a little depressed — Trhen he goes to see 
,Mr. Burton, for example.' 

* Oh! by-thcTby, how is that poor man ?' 

'Better — certainly better. He talks a ip'eat deal about 
Aline still, but Basil thinks he is more cheerful; he takes an 
interest in his business, and in the evening he always has a 
friend to smoke with him. Basil means to take Keggie one 
day to see him. He thinks Mr. Barton has a hankering after 
the boy.' 

' And he will not come to the Hall ? ' 

*No, he has positively declined every invitation. But 
Becky tells Basil that he is never tired of talking about Alliens 
fine home. He has got her velvet mantle locked up in a 
drawer, and sometimes he takes Becky to see it. " She looked 
like a queen in it, didn't she, Becky ? " he would say. *' Wasn't 
it grand to see her — and the diamonds flashing on heK* fingers ? 
And to think it was my girl Alliel "' 

I met Mr. Basil in the avenue that afternoon; he was in 
his tennis flannels, and was carrying his racket. He looked 
flushed and heated with the game, for it was a July af t^moon, 
but he would insist on walking with me to the gate at Fir- 
croft. On the way he asked me what Aunt Catherine and I 
had been talking about, and without a moment's hesitation I 
blurted out, * Braidley Church,' for that had appeared to me 
the important item in the conversation. 

He seemed a little taken aback at this answer. 

' I hope you approved ? ' he said, in a low voice, twisting hitf 
racket rather nervously. 

* I think it a lovely idea,' I returned warmly. 

He turned such a oright face on me as I made this eloquent 
remark. 

* I was sure you would like it, but I could not bring myself 
to ask you; it seemed so conceited to mention it, don't you 
know. But all the same, I was dying to know what you 
thought of our plan.' 

* You could not have doubted my opinion for a moment. 
Not that I have any right to give it. 

* No one has more right,' he returned impetuously. ' Thertf 
is no one whose opinion I should value so highly.' And then 
he added more quietly, arid with a sort of effort : ' I alwaye 
regard you as a special friend. Miss Leigh.' 

^Oh yes, thank you.' And then 1 said hurriedly: 'The 
church will be a great blessing to Braidley.' 

* I hope 80^ it seems terribly needed.' And, half laughing: 
'It will be a blessing to me, too, for it will give me plenty of 
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votk. Ladybird and I are likely to be tired of the Braidlev) 
road.* 

' Yoa ought to be tired now, Dlaying tennis this hot af te)r-^ 
noon,' 

'Welly Montagne* cried off at last^and so did Vivian; tlieyj 
declared they could not play any longer. What a nice lellowi 
Montague is I Is he not ? Harry and Jem are always sing* 
inghis praises He is a lucky beggar, too; he .talks about 
getting married next summer. Jem says he is encaged to an 
uncommonly pretty girl, and she is nice in the bargainJ 
Don't you .think he is to be envied. Miss Leigh ?* 

'I— 1 don't know, I suppose so, if she is really nice,' for) 
Mr. Basil's manner rather confused me — ^it was half mischiev-' 
ous, half serious. I told him I was in a ^eat hurry, but hei 
did not seem to believe me, and he talked about Mr. Mon-^ 
tague and his prettr Barbara all the way to Fircroft. 

* I think he is a fellow to be envied,' ne repeated. ' 

* But he is poor— they will both be poor,' I said ratheil 
Btupidly. 

'Under some circumstances poverty is an evil that can bei 
lightly borne. With youth, strength, and mutual love, they] 
will not need your pity.' And then he gave me a droll look.i 
'I don't believe you would be more prudent than Barbara 
Campbell, under the circumstances,' with a stress on the last 
words, ' especially if you saw any chance of making yourself 
uncomfortable for somebody's else sake.' 

Now, was not that a pretty compliment to my unselfishness 
oh Mr. Basil's part, thou^ hd took off his hat and left me 
the moment he had s^d it, as though he feared a reproof oi^ 
my part ? 



CHAPTER XLV.l 

A VIOLET IN SEPTEMB-^R. 

' Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend, 

} And round his dwelling guardian saints attend.' 

Gou>8MITH^ 

I <My love is UKe the steadfast sun. 
Or streams that deepen as they run ; 
]^hink thee, wedded wife o^ mine, 
^lie best of all that's not divine.' 

Those summer days passed ali too quickly.. July oameJ 
then August, with its ripe gelden days a^d baTmy nights, and 
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then September; and from that time I began to count the 
hours as jealously as a miser. Aunt Catherine made all her 
arrangements very quietly. To my disappointment, t]ie wed- 
ding was not to be at Brooklield; but when she told me her 
reasons, I could not but own she was right. She and Mr. 
Fleming wished the ceremony to be as quiet as possible. 
Aunt Catherine's position in tne county, her great popularity 
in the village, would have brought crowds of her richer and 
poorer neighbors to Brookfield Church; the school children 
would have strewn flowers^ and the churchyard would have 
been lined with friendly f^es. 

' We cannot face it, Olga,' she said decidedly. 'We are not 
young people, and we must be married in our own way;' and 
then she told me her plans. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst would not be at the wedding under any cir- 
cumstances; but on the morning before the eventful day. 
Aunt Catherine and I and Marsden were to go to a quiet 
family hotel near Berkeley Square. The rooms were already 
taken. Mr. Basil would join us early the next morning; and 
Jem, whose tutorship was just over, had permission to meet 
us at the church. There would be no one else except the 
lawyer who was t'^ give Aunt Catherine away, and she and Mr. 
Fleming intended to drive straight from the church to the 
station en route for the English Lakes. They were to bo 
married at a church near Baker Street by an old college friend 
of Mr. Fleming's. Who would have thought one of tne ladies 
of Brookfield Hall would have married so quietly, nay 
humbljr ? 

It did me good to see Aunt Catherine's ffentle composure 
during those last few days. There was much to do, many to 
whom she had to say good by; but she fulfilled every dutv 
without haste or flurry, overlooking no one, but giving to each 
one their due. She said very little about herself and the 
future. I think her happiness lay too deep for speech; but 
there was a serenity — 2k quiet content^n her looks that spoke 
volumes. She seemed hardly to regret bidding good-by to 
her beautiful home. 

* I shall be often here — we shall be often here,' she cor- 
rected herself; * and it is Basil's house, not mine.' And once 
she said a word that gave a clue to everything : * There ia 
nothing to regret ; everything is as it should be. I have no 
room for anything but thankfulness. Mj one thought is to 
make up to him for all the years of happiness he has lost.' 

We had one last long talk the evening before she left the 
Hall. I had been there most of the day helping Maraden, 
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Aunt Catherine had left us pretty nmch to ourselves. She 
had been sitting with Mrs. Lyndhurst and walking with Mr. 
Basil; but after dinner, instead of joining the others in the 
drawing-rroOm, she called me into her dressing-room. 

' Virginia has talked enough/ she said quietly, * and Basil 
and I have said all we want to say to each other; and now it 
is your turn, Olga, for to-morrow I shall only be thinking of 
myself, and shall not have a thought to spare for any one;' 
:ind then she began giving me advice in her wise, kindly way, 
mentioning all my Tittle difficulties one by one, and giving 
me her ideas how each one should be met. ' You must prom- 
ise me one thing,* she went on, when she had drawn from me 
another confession or two: 'promise me that I shall not be 
less to you at Leeds than I am at the Hall. Your weekly 
letter must tell me . eveTything about yourself. I must BtiU 
share your life as much as 1 have always done.* 

Was it not sweet of her to say this ? 

And you must not let Virginia miss jne too much. Of 
course I do not expect you to yay her a daily visit with all 
your home duties. That woufd be asking too much*; but, 
indeed, I need not speak about this, for 1 know you will not 
neglect Ifer, and we nave already decided that for the present 
your brother must be your first duty.' 

'Not only for the present,* I • murmured ; but she took no 
notice of this little speech. 

'I am ^lad you will have Reggie every day. Ilr will make 
you happier, will it not ? My dear, what I am going to say 
will sbund a little unfeeling, for I know you are sad to-night 
with the prospect of losing me, and I ought in my sympathy 
to be sad, too; but I cannot be — I am far too happy about 
you.* 

What a strange speech! and my heart was so full, too. I 
could hardly keep the tears back. 

*Am I bewildering you? What a reproachful look, Olga I 
Oh, I cannot explain myself — ^at least, not fully; but at least 
I can say this, that I am leaving you in the safe path of 
duty.' 

*0h, if you mean that I' iir a relieved tone, for of course 
she was speaking of Hubert. 

' My dear, the last time I gave my village Bible-class, we 
were reading, that striking passage about the Isiaelites cross- 
ing the Red Sea. I know no lesson so suggestive, so pregnant 
with meaning to all of us. Do you remember the situation — 
how they were shut in — entangled — enemies behind and rag- 
ing waves before; and the message came " Stand Btilll *' ? ' 



488 THE SBARCH FOB BASIL LYNDmTIiJST. 

' Well ?' for she had paused here, with a sort of solenmity 
in her manner. 

' " Stand still I " Comld anything be safer ? Wait--Watch 
-^until the path opens; it is now closed; and then^ as the 
waves rolled oack, " Go forward 1 '* ^ 

'Oh, I see/ 

'Are you sure that you see ? — ^are you sure you take in all 
the meaning ? You are " standing still " now, just doing your 
vijoTk from day to day. Never mind how you like it, how long 
ib is to last. Never mind if you see no hope or vestige of a 
change. How can you until the way opens — ^until you hear 
the Go forward" spoken and approved by your own con- 
science ? Darling, do you think you understand now ? * 

' Yes, yes ; ' but I said it with tears. I felt a choking sensa- 
tion that this was not the life I wanted. 

'And so,' drawing me closer to her, ' I do not fear to leave 
you. I love you too well to rob you of the sweet privilege of 
sharing your brother's burthens. Your after-life will be all 
the brighter for the knowledge that you have done your duty. 
But now we have talked enough, and Basil will be wondering 
what has become of me. I am going to send you home now; 
but you will come very early in the morning.' 

I promised this without difficulty, for I knew Hubert wonld 
be tDO willing to spare me. I was glad to escape without en- 
countering Mr. Basil again, for I was ashamed that ^e should 
see the marks of tears on my face. It seemed so selfish to 
fret when Aunt Catherine was so happy. 

As I walked down the avenue I thought how strange it was 
that she had never once mentioned Mr. Basil, or expressed 
any sorrow in leaving him or Eeggie. Love must be a won- 
derful thing, I thought, if it made people forget their nearest 
and dearest; and then I checked this thougnt, as though it 
wronged her. She had her reasons. Perhaps she was feeling 
it all the time, although she forbore to speaK of it. She cer- 
tainly loved them both dearly. Mr. Basil had been away a 
great deal this summer. I had once Expressed my surprise 
to Aunt Catherine that he should care to leave her; but she 
had replied, rather more curtly than usual that it was by her 
wish that he had done so; that the change was good for 
him. 

So there had been grouse-shooting and salmon-fishing and 
even deer-stalking in ScotLind for nearly five weeks, and Mr. 
Basil only returned to the Hall three or four days before the 
wedding; indeed, I had not seen him before Ihat evening. 
He seemed in excellent spirits, said he had had splendid 
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weather and plenjky of sport, and was now going to settle 
down for the winter. He did not look quite pleased as I gave 
an incredulous smile at this piece of information. 

* I believe you think I like rushing about better than stay- 
ing at home/ he said, in rather a piqued voice. ' You are 
•wronff if you think so. I never want to stir from the Hall. 
I am happier here than anywhere;' and though I found this 
difficult to believe, I dared not say another word, for he 
seemed rather touchy on the subject, and Aunt Catherine in- 
terposed somewhat hastily with a question as to whether he 
had found her a piece of white heather. 

Mr. Basil had. been a little silent all the rest of dinner-time, 
and I wondered more than once why my incredulity about his 
settling down had given him offence. 1 know I tried hard to 
draw hmi into conversation by all sorts of little appeals; but 
he answered me each time so gravely that I was obliged to 
leave him alone, and after that Aunt Catherine had called me 
to her dressing-room. 

Bnt' he seemed to have forgotten all about it when I went 
up to the Hall the next morning. The servants were bring- 
ing down the luggage, and he told me that Aunt Catherine 
was with his mother. 

*My mother is a little low this morning,* he. said; 'that is 
why I am going to btop with her instead of giving you and 
Aunt Catherine the pleasure of my company up to town;' 
and here he Waited for me to contradict him, but I had not 
the spirit of a mouse this morning, and he might have said 
what he liked unchallenged. I suppose he saw this, for he 
went on jsedately: 'I grumbled at first when Aunt Catherine 
made the arrangement. I thought she wanted to ^et rid of 
me, but now 1 see she ia right; my mother will require cheer- 
ing up. I am going to take her for a drive presently, and 
we will get some lunch at that pretty old inn out by Yatton; 
and I will show her the village and the churchyard, and when 
the horses have had a rest, we will drive back to dinner.' 

'Will Reggie go, too?' 

* Oh yes J Reggie will go, too; ' and then he did look a little 
mischievous, as though he longed to say something, but just 
then Aunt Catherine came in, looking somewhat agitated; 
the parting with her sister after all these years had douJ)tles8 
tried her. 

Mrs. Lyndhurst would not have spared her feelings; and 
even Aunt Catherine's gentle serenity had given way ^^*' * 
moment. It was then that Mr. Basil came to her aid;, ne 
asked her in a low voice if she were ready, and as she b€ 
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hardly able to answer him, he said cheerfully that it was no 
use losing the train, and he wanted the carriage to take his 
mother to Yatton, and would she please put on her gloves ? 
But before they wore buttoned he had drawn her hand, 
through his arm. 

'There is no time to be lost/ he observed^ 'you must just 
shake hands with Mrs. Larkin- and Bennet;' but he hurried 
her off before poor Mrs. Larkins could say a wori. 

I saw Aunt Oatherine look back at the Hall through her 
tears, and then she pressed Mr. Basil's hand. I coud not 
hear what she said to him, but he colored and looked down 
and there was a moved expression on his isa&b, I looked away 
at once, and tried not to listen. Presently Aunt Catherine 
addressed me; she wanted me to remind her of something 
when we got to yictori& She had regained her composure* 
As we stood together on the platform ^ gave some messages 
to Mr. Basil. 

* Tell Mrs. Larkins that I was too much upset to speak to 
her just then,' she said. " There was no hurry, after all. Wq 
have time to wait, you see.' 

' The Hall clock must be fast,' returned Mr. Basil gravely. 
He had the audacity to add, 'After all, it is a good fault; but 
I may as well tall Bennet to regulate it. Ah, there comes 
the train I Miss Leigh, I shall put Aunt Catherine in your 
charge now;' and he bade her an affectionate adieu. 

The rest of the day passed very quietly. We had a late 
luncheon. In the afternoon Mr. Fleming was expected, and 
I went up to Marsden. But in a little while Aunt Catherine 
came in search of me. She said they were going to evensong 
at All Saints', Margaret Street, and she wished me to come, 
too. 

What a quiet, tranquU hour that was! how infinitely more 
soothing than the ordinary bustle before a wedding I It made 
one feel better to be near those two, who, after their sorely 
tried lives, had attained their heart's desire. Ah, welll yohtl* 
is good, and long waiting is sad ; but were they any less happy 
that all those years they had done their duty ? ^The evening 
sunshine was streaming down on the knot of 'worshippers, 
and as it lighted up Aunt Catherine's sweet face, and 1 no- 
ticed Mr. Fleming's calm, reverent manner as he made the 
responses^ I knew no hearts were more glad than theirs — ^that 
a ncher aftermath in this world's gleaning had never been 
known. 

They parted -very quietly after this. Mr. Fleming was to 
dine and sleep at the house of his friend^ the Vicar of St. 
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Jade's. He just walked with us to the door of our hotel and 
left us there. 

Aunt Catherine remained in her own room until dinner- 
time. There was very little talk hetween us that evening. 
She asked me to tiJce my book, but I noticed that hers was 
on her lap unopened, and when the twilight closed in her ab- 
straction was so rreat that she did not notice that I could not 
see to read, and I was so fearful of disturbing her that I sat 
quite motionless. She rose at last, in a little hurry and ac- 
ciised herself of selfishness. 

* I will ring for lights/ she said apologetically. * My dear, 
I fear you are having a dull evening; but you will have Jem 
to-morrow. Shall you mind if I go to my own room how ? 
You have been very good^ bttt there are times when one must 
be alone.' 

It was certainly a little surprise to me the next morning 
when, on coipins down to our late break&st — ^Aunt Catherine 
had proposed a late breakfast— rl found Mr. Basil standing at 
the window. He gave me a critical look as he shook hands. 

* Is it i^owable to moke a remark ? \ he asked. ^ It is such 
a relief not to see you in black. It is quite a rest to one's 
mind.' 

*This is Aunt Catherine's choice,' I. answered shyly; ^sho 
has given me the dress, so I do not mind your admiring it.' 

'And I do admire it very much,' he interrupted. 

But I was not going to let him go on like tnat. 

*Pray, have you flown here, Mr. Basil?' 

'Well, not exactly; but I took the first traiii, for I meant 
all along to breakfast with you and Aunt Catherine. I 
thought you might want me to keep up your spirits;' and 
then he checked himself, for the waiter was bringing in the 
coffee, and Aunt Catherine was following him. 
I She did not seem at all surprised to see Mr. Basil, only a 
faint blush came to her cheek when she heard him tell ine iin 
.a very audible whisper that he had never seen her look -so 
nice, though the only notice she took of it was to tell us to 
come to breakfast. I think Mr. Basil was the only one who 
talked much, but it striick me th(\t he was not reaUy in such 
good spirits, only he made an effort to appear so. I heardi 
afterward that he had dreade.d the day, and that he had to 
keep himself well in hand to go through the service. Poor 
fellow! it must have been a painful ordeal to him, for he had 
never attended any wedding but his own. Aunt Catherine 
was very silent. Once or twice she started when Mr. Basil 
addressed her; it was evident her thoughts were far away. 
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By-and by I whispered to him not to disturb her^ and then 
he took the hint, and talked only to me, nutil she rose and 
said that it was time to ^et ready for church. I went into 
her room presently to tell her the carriage was at the door, 
and tlmt Mr. Cardew, the family lawyer, was waiting for her. 
She was «tandin^ by the window, ready dressed, with her 
little prayerbook m her hand. The dark-gray silk seemed to 
harmonize exactly with her ouiet, tranquil face. She held 
out her hand to me with her old smile. 

'I am ready,' she said* gently; 'and I think I am not so 
.nervous as you. What makes you look so pale, Olga ? Yoa 
want your old color to match that pretty dress.' 

It was only a few minutes' drive. Jem was at the church- 
door to receive us. He looked bright and well, and ^ve me 
an approving nod as I loined him. He and Mr. Basil and I 
sat together. Ah, well! I have seen many weddings since, 
but it seems to me that I never saw one more to my taste 
than that wedding in that empty church; and yet the bride 
was elderly, and the bridegroom gray- haired ana worn. But 
as I heard the tender solemnity of those, two voices, as they 
exchanged vowa that had been forbidden in youth, I felt no 
union could be more blessed and perfect than theirs. We 
followed them into the Vestry. Aunt Catherine was signing 
her name, and her husband was standing beside her. ^e 
laid down her pen to greet us. Mr. Basil came first; then 
che held our her hands to me, and offered her cheek to 
Jem. 

We were only a few minutes with her. Just at the last she 
put her hand on my arm. 

' Remember our talk, Olga. Be good, be brave; above all, 
be happy, and God bless you I' Then she turned to Mr. 
Fleming, 'I am ready, Robert. I have not kept )ou waiting, 
have I ? Where is Basil ? 

* He has gone outside' to see the last of* ns.' 

But I heard no more : she was gone — my dear Aunt Cath- 
erine was gone. My tears were falling fast as I walked down 
the «mpty aisle beside Jem. Mr. Basil was lookir.? for us. 
To my relief, be took no notice of me, and addressed Jem in 
cheerful, off-hand fashion. 

' There is no -eradicating the remnants of superstition from 
an uncultured mind. Marsden is an excellent creature, but 
she has the faults of her class. Would you believe it, Leigh, 
she had secreted a satin slipper to throw after the carriage 
for luck! I caught her in the act — J did, indeed. I thought 
Mr. Cardew looked amused. She has gone back to the hotel 
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lo collect the things and settle the bilL And now what shall 
iwe do with ourselves ? ' 

' We may as well get some luncheon first/ suggested Jem 
"briskly. 

' The very thing I was going to propose. Look here,- you 
two are going to be my guests. There is a first-rate restaurant 
a stone's-throw from here, and we must have some champagne 
to drink the health of the happy couple.' 

It was no use voj uttering a feeble protest against the 
champagne; Mr. Bam was determined to nave his way. 

How I wished I could have enjoyed the little feast ! Be and 
Jem were so kind, so gay, BO bent on cheering me. We had 
a little table to ourselves in a window overlooking the street. 
I was still in my wedding garb — ^neither of them would hear 
!of my chan^ng my dress. Black should not be worn that 
.day, they said. 

On our way to the restaurant Mr. Basil bdught me some 
lovely flowers. The luncheon he ordered was most luxurious. 
He consulted Jem gravely about the champagne; there must 
be desserf— fruit, coffee; there was no end to his munificence. 
And afterward he bought bonbons for Reggie and our chil- 
dren, until I implored him seriously to desist. 
} It was impossible to remain silent or depressed under such 
circumstances. I never could resist Jem's fun, and it pleased 
me to see how well he got on with Mr. BasH. After ^1, 1 
was young. The sun was shining. Who could withstand the 
Iningled influence of sunshine, kindness, and flpwers? I 
ibegan to listen to their.stories, to talk myself, to laugh. Jem 
ipatted me on the shoulder, and said it was the champagne, 
but I knew better — ^it was the kind consideration that had 
shielded me, the unspoken sympathy, the generous effort to 
be gay. How could 1 refuse to smile and be happy 7 

I think Mr. Basil was a little disappointed wnen he found 
fwe were not going back with him to Brookfield; but Jem 
piad bogged me to wait for a later train: he wanted to intro- 
Iduce mo to his friends, the Campbells. I found he had set 
•his heart on this little plan. I should not be tired, he* would 
ireat me to a hansom. • He«had said something about it yes- 
terday, when he was dining at Addison BoacC and the girls 
,had begged him to bring me over to tea. 

Yes, I am sure that Mr. Basil was disappointed; but of 
course he would not interfere with Jem's plans. Jem was 
ilooking so eager about it, so desirous of conveying to me the ex- 
act message that had been sent, and in such visible anxiety lest 
any obstacle should be raised, that one could not thwart him. 
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It was rather irksome to me to go among strangers on such 
a day. I would far rather have gone hack quietfy to Brook- 
field, hut I would not hint this to Jeni. So after a time Mr. 
Basil sent for a hansom, hut I thought he looked a little dull 
walking down Regent Street alone. I told Jem that I wished 
he could hare come too, hut he said he could not have taken 
such a liberty with Mrs. CamphelL 

Jem talked ahout the family as we drove along. I found 
he had seen a good deal of them froni time to time. I began 
to have my suspicions. Violet's name was never once men^ 
tioned — it was Miss Barbara or Miss Lillie. 

I waited vainly to hear the eldest sister mentioned. Pres- 
ently he said, 'Miss Campbell played a ^eat deal of classical 
music,' but his tone was a little constrained. I began to be 
eager to see this Violet, for it might be that Jem — ^well, one 
never knew whether young men of his age were really in 
earnest. 

The Campbells lived in a large old-fashioned house stand- 
ing back from the main road ; the big double drawing-room 
into which we were at once ushered seemed very full of girls 
— alarmingly so. There were girls in hats and without hats; 

firls with rackets, and other girls with teacups in their hands; 
ut my fears for Jem's future peace of mind subsided when 
I found a few of them were neighbors. A stout, ladylike 
woman, with a very soft voice, received us; and a veir pretty 
girl— -whom 'she called Gipsy and Jem called Miss Barbara, 
land who was Mr. Montague's fiancee, brought me a cup of 
W and another younger and fairer one, with a comical little 
tumed-up nose^ tried to tempt me with various sorts of cake. 

I sat and tried to answer Mrs.- Campbell's civil inquiries. 
Jem had told them about the wedding, and Miss Barbara and 
her younger sisters plied me with questions. It was pleasant, 
but rather fatiguing, and all the time a buzz of girlish voices 
and laughter seemed to fill the room. 

Jem was in the middle of a bevy of girls; he was harctngu- 
ing them, teacup in hand, and was very much at his ease. I 
took advantage of a lull in the conversation to ask Miss Bar- 
bara if her sister Violet were in the room. 

' Oh no,' she replied ; ' she is playing tennis, Vi is our best 
player; but the set willsoon be over. I come next to Vi. 
Wasn't it impertinent of me to get engaged beforo her ? Lillie 
comes next.' So the young lady with the nez retrousse was 
Lillie. ' Then Emily and Maui Maud is in short frocks, 
you see.' 

'And the rest are friends f ' 
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*Yes, or cousins. We have cousins by the dozen;* and so 
she chattered on. 

I was mightily pleased with this little Miss Barbara; sue 
was so naive and oright — in fact, they seemed a nice family. 
A few minutes later Jem's voice startled me out of a dream., 
My thoughts had flown to Aunt Catherine. 

' Olga, Miss Campbell wishes to be introduced to you ; ' and 
there was a young lady, in a sailor hat, standing by Jem, with 
very soft, gray eyes, and. an open, frank face, tnat I thought^ 
extremely taking; and yet it was not pretty— oh no, not in' 
the least pretty. 

' It was very good of you to come to us. I am sure you' 
must be tired/ she said, in a clear, decided voice that was 
pleasant like her face. 'Weddings are trying things, espe- 
cially if one is much interested in them. Your sister certainly 
looks tired, Mr. Leigh. The room is hot, and all those girls 
are so noisy; perhaps a turn in the garden would be refresh-' 
ing.' 

I hailed this at once, and Jem accompanied us, of course. 
1 knew how it wa^ as I paced up and down between those 
two. Violet Campbell would be just the sort of girl to suit 
Jenr; he would not care for beauty— not actual beauty. Miss 
Barbara was the acknowledged- belle of the Campbell family., 
An amiable, sprightly girl, with no nonsense in her, and 
plenty of character, would be more in Jem's line. I felt T •' 
should like her immensely. She was not specially clever; 
there was nothing original m her remarks; but she was clear- 
witted and kind hearted, and could oppose Jem's sarcasm with 
a gentle raillery that evidently suited him exactly. I began 
to think that I admired her very much before we took our 
leave. I liked her clear complexion, glowing with health — 
the dimple in her choek, the particular shade of her brown 
hair; and she had a pretty figure, too. We stayed as long aa 
we could, and then Jem put me into another hansom. 

' We shall only just do it,' he said. ' I wasted a good tliTce^ 
minutes looking for my hat. I hope you are not tii:ed, 01ga» 
but you can rest tormorrow.' » 

'tfem,' I whispered, for I had got him safe, and lie coiiia. 
not escape, ' I know why you wanted me to go; and X liito 
them all, but I like your Violet best.' 

'Hush I' he said, flushing up to his foretiead, and looltiTig 
more bashful than I ever saw Jem look before. ' Sli© ^^.^^w- 
my Violet yej; I wish she were; but I mean to do evorytlxvn^ 
in my power to get her. Do you think — do yoii tHxriK: 
ehall have any chance by-and-by?' But I need ^^^ r-^yye^^y* 
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my answer, or the long talk that followed, and that lasted all 
the way to Brookfield. 

It was quite late — nearly ten — when we walked out of the 
station; but my flowers were still quite fresh. As we came 
near Fircroft a tall figure loomed in view. It was Mr. Basil 
smoking his cigar under the trees; he seemed on the look-out 
for us. 

'Are you quite done up, Miiss Leigh?' he asked at once. 
'I thought I would take a stroll in this direction; I knew 
you would be late. So you have not thrown away the flowers 
yet?' 

' We have had a first-rate day/ returned Jem volubly. ' Olga 
has behaved like a brick. Slie has not given in, but I should 
think she has had just enough of it. Don't let us keep you 
standing out here, Olga. I shall just smoke a pipe with 
Ljmdhurst before I turn in.' 

'Very well,' I returned, obeying this hint; but Mr. Basil 
followed me inside the gate to ask if I were not very, very tired. 

*My mother hopes to see you to-morrow,' he said; •but I 
shall tell her not to expect yon too early.' And then ho asked 
me for a little piece of heliotrope^ and of course I could not 
refuse him. 

Oh, how tired I was I When Hubert saw my face, ho would 
not let me speak a word. 

' The Squire has been here, and has told me all about it,' 
he said. ' Oo to bed, yon poor child I and have a good long 



But, after all, I was not too tired to put my fiowers in 
water, or to think of Aunt Catherine as 1 laid my head on 
the pillow; and I was not nearly so unhappy as I expected to 
be — every one was so kind I 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

A new-t?ar's gift. 

* I love you the better since your perplexities have become known 
t(5 me.' *St, Ronan'^ WeU.' 

< Thou hast the secret of my heart ; 
Forgive, be generous, and clepai-t/ 

'Lady of the Lake: 

There is little to record of the weeks that followed Aunt 
Catherine's marriage. I missed her — ah, how I missed her! 
— but I tried to act up to the spirit of her parting words^ and 
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there was no time to fret. Jem stajed witfi ns. n^tH thd 
Becond week in October^ and while i^e was in the house I 
conld not call a moment my own. Ho followed me upstairs 
and down; he took m.e for long Valks. and day after day I 
had to listen to his plans— his pix)ject8 — for winning tliisi 
pearl among girls — Violet Campl)ell. I used to envy him as 
he talked. I thought wh&t a fine thing it must be to be a 
man — ^young, at the very beginning of life — and to know ex- 
actly what one wanted. Jem knew what he wanted, and* he 
intended to have it^ too; as far as his modesty bllowed^ he 
had not a doubt on the subject; neither had I^ lor how conld 
Violet refuse him ? Of course he must work for her; he* 
must lei&ye Oxfordyflnd begin to eat hlo dinners before he 
ventured to talk of ati engeigement; but he had a. little money 
of his own, and Violet would have a little, too ; and perhaps 
for a year or two they might manage. This was how we talked 
-"-as though-a struggling^ briefless barrister were on« of the 
enchanted knights Zl old, and could hew his way thropgh all 
obstacles. When Jem was f>-one^ I devoted myself to Hubert, 
and I was often with Mrs. Lyndhnrst. Now and then I saw 
Mr^ Basil — ^not at the Hall; he was never there in the after- 
noon— but occasionally he would come across to Fircroft for 
a chat with Hubert, or to carry him off on some business 
connected with the intended church at Braidley. My red- 
letter days were the days when a letter with the* Leeds post 
mark lay on the breakfast-table. There was no need for Aunt 
Catherine to tell me that she was happy. Every word, every 
sentence^ breathed a fulness of content. From the very first 
she had thrown herself into her husband's work; she was 
leading his life. It was ' our people,' * our church/ o.ur every- 
thing. Mr. Basil, who had paid tnem a three days' visit early 
in November, told me that Aunt Catherine was. perfectly in 
her element. 

' She is just the same,' he said, with a smile: 'she is as sat- 
isfied with her Vicarage as though it Were a palace. Some- 
how it looks better than it used to look. She has tho knack 
of making any j)lace comfortable and home-like. The poor 
people are be^nning to adore her as' they do Mr. Fleming. 
As for him,' with an eloquent pause, * he is content personi- 
fied.' 

Just before Advent Atint Catherine came up for a brief 
visit to the Hall — a clergyman's week, they called it. Mr. 
Fleming was with her. I do not think she could have brought 
herself to leave him so soon ; indeed, she told me tba;t he 
never liked her to be absent for an hour. 
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' I am afraid we are a foolish old couple/ she added, laugh- 
ing; ' but I have got my master now, and, indeed, I shonldf 
not like to leave Bobert; he has been alone too long already/ 

It was happiness enough for me to know that Aunt •Cath- 
erine was at the HaU, and to have some of our long talks, but 
there was something better still in store for me, for actually 
she took me back with her for a we^k. 

' I think Olga has earned a week's holiday,' she said to 
Hubert; ' she has been working very hard, and young people 
sometimes need a change. I want her to see our Vicarage. 
My husband says I have made it so pretty, and then she will 
be able to picture the "^ Leeds Darby and Joan;"'' and of 
course she talked Hubert round to her opinion in a moment; 
indeed^ she made him promisJe to come and fetch me back. 

That week was one of the liappiest I ever spent in my life. 
I was with Aunt Catherine from morning to night; she took 
me with her to her mothers' meetings, to her district, even to 
her Bible-class; and in spite of m her varied duties, she 
found plenty of leisure to talk to me. 

' Well, Olga, are you satisfied about me ? ' she asked the last 
evening as we sat together in her pretty drawing-room wait- 
ing for Mr. Fleming's return from some parish meeting. 
' Do you own now tl]^.t I have nothing to regret, that I have 
found my right place ? ' 

' Yes,' 1 returned in a low voice, for the door was open, and 
Hubert was writing letters in the 6tudy. 'For myself, I do 
not like Leeds; I prefer Brookfield; but, afteriJl, the town 
does not matter. The church is nice, aijd you have made 
your house so loveljr. Your life is full of work, but I know 
you would not have it otherwise, and it is work you love.' 

* I love it all,' she said simply. ' I think if they made 
Robert a bishop I should break my heart; I am prouder of 
beinff his wife — the wife of the Vicar of St. Mark's — ^than I 
should be if he were Archbishop of Canterbury. My life ia 
perfect, Olga, and he has made it so; ' and then she rose and 
went to the door as she heard his key in the lock, for early 
and late she was always ready to meet him — never too busy 
-—too much absorbed to put down her work or book — ^to 
listen to what he had to say. Ah, no wonder she was happy, 
for, as j(ar as a good man may, he worshipped her. 

Our Christmas was a sad one; it was painful to see Hubert 
struggling to. do his duty to all of us, and hardly able to sum- 
mon up a smile when his children crowded round him with 
their little gifts. Happily, Christmas Day fell on a Sunday, 
und we conld keep it quietly, and Hubert was in church most 
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of the day. The children had their dessert in the nursery, 
and Reggie joined them; and I think in their own little way 
they were as happy as possible, though I could see Mab was 
thinking a good deal about her mother. 

Harry had lelfc us on Christmas Eve, and we all missed him 
excessively. He went away in ver^ bad spirits, poor fellow I 
after solemnly assuring me that his own homo was less dear 
to him than Fircroft. I am sorry to say he put the same 
question to me again, and asked if I could give him the 
faintest hope. My answer was too decided to leave him a 
moment's doubt. I was fond of him, but it was the fondness 
of a sister to a younger brother. I told him so frankly, and 
that ended it. I do not know how Jem found it out; I am 
half afraid poor Harry took him into confidence, but he came 
to me when Harry had driven away from the door, and said' 
very kindly that 1 must not trouble myself. Harry was a 
good fellow, but he was not good enough for that, and of 
course I had done the right thing. 

*Hell get ov6r it after a time,' he went on; 'bless you I I 
hc-ve had these sort of attacks myself — well, perhaps not so 
badly, for I never proposed to a girl in my life; but Harry is 
young enough to lall in love half a dozen times before he 
settles; ' and Jem patted me on the shoulder in a fatherly 
way and marched on, feeling that he had eased his conscience 
and done his duty. Really, Jem was a tower of strength to 
me in those days. 

Jem had some visits to make during the Christmas vaca- 
tion, and he was obliged to leave us on New Year's Eve. One 
of those visits was to a college friend living at South Kens- 
ington, and I knew then that he would see Violet frequently. 
His letters were full of her; he had met her at a concert, at 
an afternoon * at-home.' He was ^oing to join them at the 
Albert HalL They had asked him for a night or two to 
Addison Road; thev were going to get up some privato 
theatricals. In fact Jem enjoyed nis vacation to the full; his 
one regret was that I could not share his pleasure. Violet was 
so anxious to know more of me, he said, and Mrs. Campbell 
was always asking him to bring me again to see her. 

' They say you are charming, Olga,' he wrote. ' I wonder if 
that is a bit of blarney just to please your humble servant; 
but I suppose a brother is no judge — ^anyhow, you are a dear 
little soul, and I am always 

'Yours most affectionately, 
29 'Jem.' 
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Kew Year^a Day was nshered in by a long letter from Auni 
Catherine, and a very pretty, indeed costly, present from Mrs. 
Lyndhnrst — a little workcase, beautifully fitted up, and, in- 
deed, iar more fit for the use o) a young princess than for 
Olga Leigh. I ran across to thank her, and to lecture her 
on her extravagance. She heard mo good-humoredly : 

* Catherine told me that you wanted a new workcase when 
she was here in November. I hope it is quite to your taste, 
for I could not choose it myself, and people are apt to make 
mistakes.' 

I assured her it was lovely, only far loo good for me. I 
longed to ask her who had selected it, but I had not tho 
courage at the moment, and she began to talk about some- 
thing else. She wanted me to put a fresh wreath on Aline's 
grave. 

I generally went about once a week, with Mab and Jessie^ 
to arrange fresh flowers or evergreens on Kitty's grave, and 
we always visited Aline's; it seemed a sort of ^weekly treat to 
the children; even Willie would plead to go. * 'It is my turn 
to go to mother I' he would say. 'And mine, too,' Girlie-ga 
would chime in; 'Ym mother's dirl, too.' It was wonderful 
how much we found to do, how busy the children would be. 
Sometimes they brought their little watering-pots, or planned 
what flowers they would plant for the summer; they would 
hush their little voices as they talked, as though they feared 
to wake that tender mother. 

On this morning I went alone with Mrs. Lyndhurst's flowers 
in my hands, but I saw somebody had been before me; a 
lovely wreath lay on the marble step of the cross. Perhaps 
Mr. Basil had had it placed there. To my surprise a similar 
one was on Kitty's. 

I Questioned Hubert oft my return; he knew nothing about 
it. but, on my telling the children, Hugh interrupted me; 
he had seen Marsden go into the churchyard, and sh^ seiBmed 
carrying something very carefuUy; and then the Squire had 
joined her, and they had gone down the Httle path toe«the?. 

I was sitting alone that afternoon; the children nad all 
gone to a neighbor's, and Hubert was busy in his parish. The 
house felt very still and empty." Jane had lighted the lamp 
and drawn down the blinds, and had just placed the, little 
tea-table beside me, when there was a ring at the door-beU, 
and tho next moment Mr. Basil entered, bringing a rush ol 
cold air with him. 

'Are you quite alone?' he said, with evident surprise. 
*'^here's the Vicar? Shall I hunt him out of the studv for vou?* 
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I informed liim that Hubert w.ould not be home for an 
hour or -two. 

' Ah! and Jem has gone, and there is no Mr. Vivian; still, 
you ought not to be left alone on New Year's Day. _ Why 
does not Mab or Jessie come down to you ?' 

' Tliey are all out; there is not a child ^n the house. It is 
Elsie Broderick's birthday, and they are spending the after- 
noon there — even Girlie-ga has gone.'v^ 

'And they have left you alone — ^wfiat a shame I If my 
mother had known that, she would have invited you up there. 
I don't like to see you sitting by yourself on New _ Year's 
eveninjg.' 

' Oh, I have EoUoI * I answered lightly, as I gave him a cup^ 
of tea and offered him the hot buttered cake for which Cook 
was celebrated. I was not going to own how dull I had ielt,' 
and how pleased I had been to hear his ring; and even he 
had not wished me a ' Happy Kew Year.' I saw^his eyes 
resting on my workcase. \^ 

' Do you like it ? ' he said rather eagerly^ / tVas it'^what 
you wanted ? Do you think it will be useful to you ? 

' Very useful, only I am half afraid to open it., It is far tooi 
beautiful for use I ' 

' Nonsense ! you must never use anything else I ' • 

And then, as he had fmished his tea, he gave me a descrip^ 
tion of a New Year's Day he had once spent with a friend m 
Paris, and how they had driven about from one house to an- 
other. His friend was a Frenchman> and he told me how this 
man had nearly ruined himself in bouquets and cadeaux of all 
diBScriptions. 

'That was my mother's present,' he said by-and-by, as he 
crossed the ru^ to examine the workcase again. '^ You must 
have your initials engraved on it. I told the man there was' 
no time.' So Mr. Basil must have chosen it that day he went 
to town. He seemed to think he had made a slip, for ho put 
it down hurriedly : ^ Every one gives you presents — niy mother. 
Aunt Catherine, even Keggie-Tonly I am not permitted to 
offer anything.' 

* Oh, gentlemen do not make* presents,' I returned, some-; 
what confused by his manner. -' 

* Only under certain circumstances,' speaking rather gravely ; 
then, very earnestly and persuasively: 'I do want to give you 
something; I have wanted it for a long time. May I tell you 
what it is ? There is only one thing that I can offer you, 
though I doubt whether you will think it worthy of zs^r 
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ftcceptanoe; but it is yours already Olga, and I think you 
know it/ 

His look left me in no doubt of his meanings and he had 
taken my hand very gently as he spoke. I tried to draw it 
away. I tried to answer him, but 1 could only tremble and 
blush — ^he had taken me so by surprise; but he was right. In 
my heart, though I would have died rather than have con- 
fessed it, I knew he cared for me. 

My silence seemed to trouble him. 

'Why do you not speak?' he said, in rather an agitated 
voice; * why do you not answer me ? — Have I startled you ? — 
surely not. You must have seen all this time how fond I 
have been of you; only it would not have been right to speak 
before.' 

* No, of course not; ' but I did not dare look at him. 

'But it is more than a year now, ahd there is nothing*wrong' 
in my speAking to you this evening. Would you rather have 
had me wait a little longer — does your silence mean that?' 
stooping ov?r me and taking my other hand. 

* No, no,* I returned desperately, for he was compelling me 
to speak, and I knew, difficult as it was to tell him, tlmt it 
was better to say the truth at once; ' there is nothing wrong 
in speaking to me like this, but I wish — ^I wish you nad Hot 
spoken, when I cannot — ^when I am not able to take what you 
oner me.' I felt him start; he dropped my hands, and the 
next moment he asked me in quiet a different voice to look 
at him. He spoke so quietly that I did so at once. * I ani so 
sorry,' I faltered; 'you must know how sorry I am.' 

His only answer was to put aside the little tea-table and 
draw up a chair beside me. I think he felt his great height 
a disadvantage. Then he said more calmly: 

'I knew I should read the truth in your face, but your 
words were a little ambiguous. If you are sorry, why are yotj 
trying to refuse me ? for you are trying, are you not ?' 

' Because I must,' I retumed> almost in despair. ' Oh, Mr. 
Basil, you ought not to have asked me ! How am I to thinly 
of such things with Hubert and the children ?' 

'Is that your only reason against it?' he asked very 
quickly. 

* Yes, of course; ' but I did not in the least understand- how 
much I was admitting -until his next words told me. 

' Thank you, darling; that is all I want to know. I was 
afraid for the moment whether I had made ^ mistake, and if 
you really care; but I know how true you are: now lean 
listen more comfortably. I want you to tell me, CHga, exactly 
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liow you feel about things, just as though — ^as though I were^ 
Jem. 

I was a little too shy to speak at first, but he was so gentle 
and patient with me. I remember he asked me whether I 
minded him being a widower, whether I thought he was to 
be trusted now, and whether I did not care more for Eeggie 
than for hin^. I suppose m;^ answers on these points satisfied / 
him, for he begged me again not to think of his feelings; 
that he was putting himself and his love for me out of the 
question; that he wanted to know what I felt, and to help me 
as much as pos§ible. And then I did talk to him; and when 
I began the words came quite easily. . 

I told him everything, even about my talks with Kitty, and ^ 
how she hoped I should stay some time with Hubert and the 
children. 

'Did she mention any period of time ?' he asked anxiously, 
and when I returned, ' She only said a year or two,' he smiled 
and looked relieved. 

But he looked grave again when I spoke of Hubert's l9ne- 
liness, and asked him how I could leave him in this big £ouse 
with only the little girls to take care of hiin. Then I re- 
peated Aunt Catherine's words the night before she left the 
Hall. 'She said she was leaving me. happily because I was in 
the path of duty, fl'Ud she did not wish me to disquiet myself; ' 
and then I told him what she had said about standing still 
until the way opened. 

I never could have believed that he would have listened so 
(juietly. I felt I could have told him anything. I was talk- 
ing as freely to him as I did to Jem, and ne was so anxious to 
put me at my ease, that he hardly feeemed to think of himself. 
If I had not cared for him before, I must have cared that 
evening. 

"When I had quite finished, he said it was his turn now, and 
then I found that he was not quite convinced, and that he 
wanted to refer the matter to Hubert. 

' It is not as though I were asking you to leave Brookfield,* 
ho urged; 'the Hall is sor close, you can be here every day, 
and half the day, if you will. You can bo mistress of the 
Hall and Fircroft too; ' but I would not let him go on — tho 
thing was impossible. I could not do my duty to him and to , 
Hubert too; we must just go on as we were until I saw my 
way more plainly. He must not speak to Hubert; Kitty had 
not been dead quite a year yet, and I could not, have him 
Worried. 

J5ut you do not think of me/ he complained, ' I wish I 
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could feel you cared for me lialf as^ mncli a» I ao for you. 
You do not know what you are to me, Olga;' and then he 
implored me to be engaged to him; he would wait a year — two, 
even three — if he were only sure of me; but "4 would not 
listen. 

'You are sure of me,' I said, in a low voice so that he had 
some diflaculty in hearing me, but I think he heard. ' I could 
never care for any one else.* 

.* Then you do love me a little ? ' 

* Yes, jes;* but I would not look at him, for I was anxious 
to have it properly settled, and he must not know for a long 
time how much I really cared for him. It was breaking my 
heart to send him away from me ; indeed, the strain was tell- 
ing on me visibly. He saw it at last. 

'I have made you look quite pale — I am tiring you out ! ' he 
feaid, a little remorsefully. ' Olga! why are you so obdurate ? 
why will you not be convinced ? You are raising all these 
diflBculties and you will not let me help you to surmount 
them; how are we to go on like this — just caring for each 
other ? If there is no en^gement, I shall have to go away.' 

'If we were engaged, Hubert must know, and Jem, and 
every one; and then people would expect other things I ' for 
1 could not explain myself more clearly* 

He laughed a little at that, but owned I might be right. 

' Mr. Leigh would know, of course,' h^ said thoughtfully. 

'Yes; and then he would trouble himself about it. Mr. 
Basil, please do not say any more — ^you must see I am right I 
If you would only ^ away now, and try to forget you have 
spoken?' • • . 

' That is so likely ! ' Jie returned rather dryly. ' Olga, how 
dreadfully firm you can be I Well, I will go, because you are 
looking so pale and tired; but you must say something^ nico 
to me first — tell me you are not really sorry about this P 

* No I am not sorry in the way you mean.* 
His fa^e brightened. 

' Well, I will go home, and think what is best to be done — 
what is best for you as well as for^me' — pressing my hand. 
' You have given me the right to say that by owning that you 
care for me a little I ' He looked round the room, and then 
at me — a long, wistful look that touched me inexpressibly. 
' It is hard to leave you, but I must go— God bless you, dear I ' 
and then he went. 

I went up to my room at once — nurse had lighted the firo 
— ^and I flung myself down on the rug, and buried my face in 
the cushions of my easy-chair, - I hud restrained my tears 



»/iSf THERE ANTTHING TOUHA VE TO TELL ME9 455 

with difficulty; now they could liave their .vent. Basil loved 
me, and I had sent him away — ^was there any wonder I should 
be unhappy ? All the scales were fallen from my eyes now. 
I knew that he was dearer to me than anything in lifej and 
yet I had sent him away I 



CHAPTER XLVIL 

*IS THEBB ANYTHII^G YOU HAVE TO TELL ME?' 

.* Be sure of this* — 
What can I help thee to» tliou shalt not miss.* 

*AWs WeU that Ends Well.* 

'A friend is some one who can finish your sentences for you.** 

Anmi, 

Hubert came in, and then the children. I could hear their 
voices chattering to nurse on the stairs. I jumped up and 
bathed my eyes, and then went into the schoolroom to bid 
them * Good-night ' and hear their account of the evening. I 
found them examining their little gifts, for there had been a 
Christmas-tree; they were eager to show me everything, and 
tell me how much they had enioyed themselves. " 

'Hugh has a box of chocolate; but he is keeping it for 
father. Father always used to eat mother's chocolate-drops 
— don't you remember, Jessie ? And these sweets are all for 
you. Aunt Olga, because you have been all by yourself this 
afternoon ;' and Mab pressed her cheek affectionately against 
my shoulder. 

'Elsie is such a pretty little girV observed Jessie; 'and 
Mrs. Broderick has a nice trustable face. What do you think 
she said to us, auntie ? She kissed us half a dozen times, and 
called us poor little darlings, because we had crape on our 
best frocks, and because mother has gone to heaven.' 

* She kissed me, too,' put in Willie, with his mouth full of 
sweets. 

Girlie-ga had been carried off rather cross and fractious. 

' Yes, and Mab told her that we were not so poor as some 
little girls we knew, because we had father and ^you. Aunt 
Olga, to take care of us. And Mrs. Broderick said:, "Ah, 
my dear, but you may not always have your aunt, she is 

young, and " and then some one said *^Hush I " and she 

stopped. What did she mean, auntie ? ' - 

' Auntie isn't never going to leave us I ' interposed Wilfred, 
with a sticky hug. 
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'Not until I ffTow up, and can rive cook the" orders/ re^ 
turned Mjab firmfy; and then they lul chimed in. 
I . Ohy how my heart ached to hear therai I It was a relief 
when the gone sounded for me to go down to dinner. 

Hubert looked white and jaded; he scarcely spoke a word 
all dinner-time, and as soon as it was over he went into the 
stady. I asked if I should bring my work and sit with him, 
hut ne shook his head. When Jane took him in his coftee 
she found him fast asleep. I was happier in m^ mind when 
she told me that, for I knew ke would sleep heavily until bed- 
time; he had walked too far, and had exhausted himself, bat 
in the old days Hubert had never been so tired* 

I had food enough for my thoughts. I did not attempt to 
check them; they nad travelled back strangely to St. Croix 
— ta La Maisonnette. I was in the little grove; Beggie was 
Bwingiuff in the hammock; a tall figure, in a little gray cap^ 
with a free, easy gait, was striding down the patlu I can 
hear the click of the gate,, even the ' Miss Leigh ^ pronounced 
in the clear decided voice; but it was not the stranger of the 
pavilion — it was the young Squire, the mtuster of Srookfield 
Hall, who had been with me this afternoon. 

Could it be possible that Basil Lyndhurst— one of the 
Seftons-^had asked me to be his wife? What would Aunt 
Catherine say ? And He^gie — ^but I must not think of Beg- 
gie. I must not even "think of Basil : the hardest part was 
over; I had sent him aWay, and now I must just go on liying 
my life. I tried to look it in the face, to be reasonable. 
(Sould I not be happy, feeling so sure of his love? He would be 
near me; I should see him 8.ometimes; we should be friends; 
and in my heart I should always know what he felt for me I 

My answer to this was plain : I could be happy if only he 
would be satisfied; but I knew his nature too well-7-patience 
was not his forte. Life and trouble had not disciplined him; 
before long I knew he would chafe against my restriction^; 
perhaps. he would be angry and go away. 

It was the fear of this, that was making me miserable— the 
fear that my infiuence would not be sufficient. Tenderly as 
he loved me, much as he reverenced me, his will was a strong 
one, and might rise up against my girlish decision. The very 
tone in which he had said, * I must think what is best for you 
as well as for me,' showed me that he was by no means sub- 
servient to my opinion. His on^ anxiety had been to learn 
my feelings toward himself; the rest had seemed of little 
corfsequence. 

How I wished I could have brought him round to my opin- 
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ioiil I had granted liim* so much to agree with jne, if he 
would onlj ffpare me any conflict of wills; but I had be^ud^o 
shy in letcing him toiow mrf eeling^, that perhaps he .did not 
realize how hard it would oe for me to fight against him^ I 
did so long to make him happy;^ he had suffered so cruelly, 
and I could give him Just what he wanted; but no, I must 
not think of that. ' it was Hubert, not Basil, who was my 
duty — not Basil 1 not Basil I' I repeated, with tears. 

I passed a rosti^ss night, and woke unrefreshed. When 
Hubert met me at break&st he asked me if I had a headache, 
but I answered eyasirely. I had not mentioned Mr. Basil^s 
visit; I felt I could not utter his name. It was snowing 
heavily, and Beegie did not cojne to mo as usaaL I sat in 
the nursery all Sie morning, worldnj^ at the sewing-machine. 
The weather would afford me a good excuse for not going to 
the Hall; I felt under any circumstances I could not ^ve 
gone. I kept the children with me all the afternoon. Mr. 
Montague dmed with us; but I have not the faintest recol- 
lection what he and Hubert talked about. Only once I saw 
Hubert looking at me through his spectacles, as thougji he 
wondered why I was so silent. Mr. Montague left us direatly 
dinner was over — ^he had an evening engagement in the village 
— and then Hubert proposed of his own accord ihat I should 
accompany him to the study. He drew up the low chair 
himsefi to the fire; it was Kitt/s, and her little standing 
workbasket was near it, with one of Wilfred's untinished shirts 
in it, and the gold thimble Hubert had given her. 
. 'Sit there, my dear/ he said, in his kind, sad voice. And 
as he lighted his reading-lamp, and adjusted the green shade 
that he always used, he continued : ' So Lyndhursfc was hero 
yesterday ? I do not remember your mentioning it, Olga.' 

I was so startled that I nearly irpset my little work-case. 

* You were so tired last night,' 1 stammered. ' Have yon- 
have you seen him this afternoon ? ' 

'No; only his stick is in the hall; and I asTced Jane, and 
she said he had tea here in the afternoon. I suppose he 
waited to see tae ? I know he wanted those plans fioystoii 
drew up. I almost think I had better send ^em across this 
ievening, if it has left off snowing. I suppose Jane or Martha 
could CO?' 

' CortainIy,if you wish ifc ; ' but lust as he was drawing aside 
the curtain to look out, the hall-bell sounded, and after a 
moment's suroense^br Hubert never encouraged evening 
visitors — ^the door opened, and Mr. Basil walked m. 

He had thrown off Ms ulster, and v/as in evening dress, as 
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he bad just riaen from ibe dinner-table. I was bo snrprised 
to see bim^ for he had never come so late before — so pleased^ 
so overwhelmed with oonfnsion altogether, that I found it 
impossible to meet him as nsnal; and I could only hope that 
Hubert did not notice my silence and my bummg cheeks. 
Happily, Mr. BasU spared me as much as possible, for he 
shook hands hastily, apd at dnce engaged Hubert in talk — ^in 
f dpt, he had neyer been more fluent. Hubert oonld not set 
in a word at alL He apologised for coming so late, but ne 
had been at Braldiey w tii« afternoon in spite of the snow; 
and he had seen Boyston, and now he wanted to Ipobat the 
plans. 

' I need not trouble to look oter them here,' he wont on; 
'I will just carry them across with me, and go throi^h thecal 
on Monday morning;' and, after % little more talk^ Hubert 
said they were upstairs in his dressing-room, and that he 
would fetch them. Another time I should htfye offered to 
save him the trouble, but I was actually too shy to open my 
lips. 

The moment he had left the room Mr. Basil came to my 
side. 

'Do put down your work for a moment,' he pleaded. 
* Why do you seem afraid of me to-night ? Was it wrong to 
come ? I give you my word, 1 was obliged to furbish up 
these old plans as an excuse, t could not keep away; I was 
just pininff for a sight of you^' 

'And i for you,' I could have said "with truth, for it was 
such a delight to see him there. I had been making myself 
so miserable aU day, thinking that he was hurt«at my sending 
him away — that he had not understood what it cost me; but 
I was obliged to confess to myself that he seemed as usual — 
not at all depressed; he looked handsome and eager. As he 
spoke he put his hands iorcibly on my work. 

* I do not think you ought to have come,' was all I could 
bring myself to say; but I su|)pose my face belied my words, 
for he looked as happy as possible. 

' But you are pleased to see me — ^you know you are pleased 
to see me,' in a coaxing voice; 'and you look ever so much 
better than you did last night. Olga, you do not know how 
restless I have been all day; it will not answer at alL You 
will have to give in — ^to reconsider your decision. I must 
talk to Aunt Catherine and Mr. Leigh. Your friends must 
not ^llow you to sacrifice yourself, if it be a sacrifice,' stoop- 
'in^ over me a little closer. 

5 Oh, please — ^please do not say any more to-night! I wkis- 



aS THERM Amrsme toueaveto tell met 459 

pered. 'Hubert wfll be bere directly ; he will gness, cind then 
everttbing 'will go wrong;' but be did not take tbe bint 
quiGKly enoueb, ior be was still srtanding close to me wben Hu- 
bert retumea witb tbe plans — only I bad got possession of my 
work, and tbe sbades ox silk were difficult to matcb by lamp- 
ligbty so perbapn be tboi^bt Mr. Basil bad been belpmg me, 
for be apparently took no notice. 

Coffee was sent in after tbis, and Mr. Basil stayed some 
time. I tried to take my part in tbe conversation, to appear 
at my easet, but my cbanging color and sbort, breathless sen- 
tences betrayed my nervousness. How was I to talk to Mr. 
Basil witb xbe old friendliness? In bis new character be 
con&ised me, and yet I tbougbt non^ became' him so welL 
Ko girl bad ever bad sucb a Iov«r. I am sure he went away 
at li^ because be saw bow it wab witb me. Hubert went to 
tbe door with bim. 

* It is a rougb nigbtj, Lyndburst,' I beard bim say as tbey 
shook bands. 

I was folding np my work wben Hubert came back to me; 
be looked thoughtful and preoccupied; but as I bade bim 
good-ni^bt, be asked me to stay a little longer, imd I sat down 
again rductantiyj He did not inquire, as usual, if I were tired. 

'^Is there anything you have to say to me, Olga ? ' be asked 
so -pointedly that I stared at him in dismay. 

'wo : nothing, thank you,* I returned in a very small voice. 

'Nothing that I ought to know, that you would tell Jem if 
he were here.* 

'Certainly not I' flushing to my finger-ends. The idea of 
my telling Jem that I 

'You nmst forgive me if x am a little clumsy, my dear,' he 
went on in the kindest voice; 'but I cannot forget how young 
you are, and you have no mother, and no sister now to .advise 
you *'— of course be was thinking ^ totty-*-'and Jem is young 
too; so, perhaps, I should realty be able to help you best if 
you could only bring yourself to -confide in me. Do, my dear, 
for I feel a little anxious about you.' 

About me, Hubert ?' 

' Yes. Hasn^ tbe Squire been making love to you ? I am 
sure I beg your pardon, Olga, if I am making a mistake; but 
from bis manner and yours it was impossible not to suspect 
something of tbe kind ; and as your guardian I have a nscht 
to know such matters.' 

. Hubert was speaking with mild dignity, but he was regard- 
ing me affectionately. There was no escape for me now, 
Jf r. Basil's boyish impatience bad frustrated my plans. If 
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Hubert knew our little secret^ there woi^ld be a complicatioxL 
I was anjpry with myself for my absurd shyness. If I had 
only laughed and talked as usual^ Hubert would never haye 
suspected anything. 

1 never knew how kind Hubert could be; he drew the 
truth from me in the gentlest manner. He even made me 
confess that I was by no means indifferent to the young 
Scjuire; that if things had been otherwise I should have given 
him another answer. 

* It is a very good match/ he said thoughtfully. ' How 
pleased old Jem will be! he has quite changed his opinion of 
Lyndhurst. He thinks him a fine fellow now; so do L' My 
dear littlis sister^ nothing could be better; you must be en- 
gaged to him at once.' 

The quiets matter-of-fact way in which Hubert spoke almost 

took my breath away^ but I managed to stammer out the words : 

'impossible! how could I leave those poor children ?' 

He looked very erave at that, but his manner did not alter, 

'Don't, my dear/ for the tears were in my eyes now; 'let 

us have a little talk together. Draw your chair closer to me, 

and let me see your face., I want to tell you something. My 

poor darling spoke to me on this very subject.' 

* Oh no, Huoert ! ' in a shocked voice, for Aline had not 
been dead two months then. 

' She did not mention names, but, all the same, I am snre 
Ljiidhurst was in her mind. Kittv was sO clever; she saw 
things sooner than other people. Most likely it occurred to 
her as a possibility. '^ Olga is sure to marry,*' she said to jne 
one night when we had been talking of the children. *I 
shall be glad if she will stop with you for a year or two.'* 
And then she made me promise that I would not allow you 
to s-.icrifice yourself for tne children.' 

Dear Kitty I that was so like her, and she had said the same 
thing to me. 

' '^ Olga is so generous that she will not think of herself or 
her own happiness; when the time comes you must think foi% 
her, Hubert " — those were her very words. " She will have no 
one but vou and Jem to help her; you must do your best for 
her, as though she were Mab." Olga, I am going to do my 
very best for you. How old are you, my dear ?' 
* But I would not answer him; I must have my say too. I 
put my arms round his neck for the second tiiyie in my life, 
and hid my face on his shoulder, and implored him, with 
sobs, to listen to me. I told him that I could not leave him 
and the children, not even for Biisil's sake; that though I 
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loved him — I loved him dearly — I could not be happy in ne* 
gleotingmy duty; this^and muchmore^in broken^ incoherent 
sentences. 

He was verv much touched, and had to take off his specta- 
cles to wipe them. 

' Thank you, thank you> my dear/ he kept saying in a husky 
voice; but when I was a little calmer he asked me again how 
old I was. 

' I shall be one-and-twenty next June/ was my answer. 

* Kitty was. younger than that/ he sighed; 'but there is 
plenty of time^ Olga; you must not fret so. I am not ask- 
ing you to leave us now; no, my dear, I could not roare you 
just yet. But we must think of Lyndhurst; I yrm talk to 
him and find out his wishes. If .he would not think fifteen 
months too long for an engagement, you could marry hiin on 
your twenty-second birthday. You would have helped me 
for more than two years then, and by that time I shall be 
able to arrange something.' 

'But Hubert, the children ' but he would not let me 

go on. 

' They are my children, not yours/ with a smile; 'the mat-» 
ter is not so difficult as you suppose. Things are changed. 
I have no pupils, and Montague helps me with the parish. I 
have more time to ^ve to the children, and you forget what 
a treasure we have in nurse; and then/ patting my liand in 
an encouraging way, ^ the Hall is only a few hundred yards 
off; you -could still supervise Fircroft, and see to the little 
girls* frocks, for I could not undertake that department. We 
should see you every day, and by-and-by my Mab — God bless 
her! — will be able to look after her sisters and brothers; she 
is quite a little woman now in her way. I never saw a child 
of ten so thoughtful before.' 

I argued a little more with Hubert. It seemed to me as 
though t^t night I were ' fighting against my love for Basil, 
and the knowledge of my forthcoming happiness; but I found 
Hubert mildly inexorable : he would not listen to me for a 
moment. My grand plans, for martyrdom were all put aside 
with fine masculine scorn. 

'We have Lyndhurst to consider/ he kept saying; ''you 
have treated us both badly. I am your legal guardian, and 
have a right to know all your affairs, and you left me in the 
dark about the Squire's offer.' 

I felt a sudden qualm as he said this; ne h^ ndver gndssed 
at Hairy's attachment, and would have been much snockecl 
tO'hoar that his favorite pujpil had made me two offers. -^ 
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gtulty color snffasedf my face as I remembered poor HHrry; 
but his secret was safe with me. Jem knew it^ but he would 
never betray Harry to Hubert. 

'I think you the luckiest girl in the world/ he continued; 
Uhink of bein^ misk-ess of that fine old place! Who would 
have guessed that our little Olga would have won our joung 
Squire?' 

And then he looked at me rather criticauy, as though to 
find out where the attraction lay, and I thought of Jem's 
brotherly critique. 

' He is a wise man/ he went on after a scarcely perceptible 
pause. ' He has had enough of beauty with his first wire; 'he 
wants something better now;' and then he took my face be- 
tween his hands^and kissed it. * Go to bed now, my dear, for 
we have said enough for. to-night. I have quite forgotten 
that it is Saturday, and I haye to look oyer my sermon for to- 
morrow, and it is past eleyen now.' - 

* Oh, Hubert, I am so sorry to haye kept you I ' ana then I 
left him. 

What had become of my unhappiness? Why^onld I-not 
be sorry that all this had happened — that Hubert had discoy- 
ered our secret ? But I could be sorry for nothing. I could 
only think of Basil — how he had looked, and what he had said 
that evening; and how his presence had glorified Hubert's 
shabby old study, and transformed it into a sort of earthly 
pai'adise. 

I was glad\ that the next day was Sunday. I was sure of 
seeing him in church; and; perbaps, after service, he might 
joiii us in the churchyard. It would be awkward to see him 
with Hubert; but I knew at that time Hubert would be in 
the vestry, and there would be no one but Beggie and the 
children near us, for Mrs. Lyndhurst never came to cBurch. 
in the winter. 

He came in late — he was often late — ^but as he and Beggie 
passed our seat, he half turned and looked at me— a quick, 
searching look. But! I hardly dared raise my eyes a^n from 
my book all the service. How little he'knew the mischief he 
had done by his visit last night I .Once, and only once, during 
the sermon I ventured tc gknce in his direction. His head 
was bent; he was evidently thinking deeply. He looked 
quiet, composed, thoughtful — I wondered if the sermon en- 
gage(i his attention. 

Seggie ran after* us, as usual, in the churchyard, and I 
stooped down and kissed him; and the next moniient Mr. 
Basil joined us, and we walked together to the gate. Mab 
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was on one side of me and Willie the other; Reggie had hold 
of his father's hand. The children were all chattering, so 
that he could not find an opportunity to say more than a word. 

*How are you?* he askea quickly. *^ Shall you come up to 
the Hall to see my mother ? ' 

I shook my head. 

' When may I come again — your brother does not like Sun- 
day visitors, I know — ^to-morrow ? Oh yes; I must bring those 
plans back tomorrow. Will you give me a cup of tea? — 
Uood-morning, Mrs. Broderick I what severe weather we are 
having I there will be some more snow before night.* 

Mrs. Broderick and her daughters had joined us. The 
youngest, Cissie, a very prettjr girl, was looking at the Squire; 
he could scarcely disengage himself to bid me good-bye. 

*1 shall try to come to-morrow or Tuesday,* he said, in a 
low voice. * I must speak to you alone— you will have to give 
Way!* and then he quietly stepped back to Miss Cissie. 

But as I walked on with the children, I determined nothing 
would induce me to see him alone. How was I to tell him 
about my conversation with Hubert ? he had no right to come 
again so soon. He was behaving exactly as though I had ac- 
cepted him. He was not bearing himself in the least like a 
rejected suitor. I began to feel I had not done the thing 
properly. 

I went to church in the evening with Mab, but the Hall seat 
was unoccupied. Most likely Mr. Basil had stayed at home 
to read to his mother. I certainly attended to the service 
better; and Mr. Montague's sermon was excellent. 
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CHAPTER XLVIIL 

THE WAT OPEWS 

'I heard his deep ''I tvUI*' 
Breathed like the covenant of a god« to hold 
From thence thro' all the worlds.* 

< The Oardenet's DaugMer.* 

'O happy world . . . all, meseems. 
Ate happy : I the lumpiest of tfaem alL* 

'Oh, hut she will love him truly ; 

He shall have a cheerful home ; 
She will order all things duly. 
When beneath his roof they come.' 

* The Lord of BurleigK^ 

I had no time to myself the next morning. When I came 
down to breakfast a note was awaiting me from Miss Boyle. 
Her sister had been taken ill on Saturday night with some 
internal inflammation^ and Dr. Lanffham thought yery badly 
of her. Hubert said at once that he would go down to Fir 
Cottage to inquire after the invalid, while I gaye the childreti 
their lessons. He brought me a yery bad report at luncheon- 
time. Poor Miss Rosina was dying, and he had found our 
Miss Boyle in great trouble. We had all become yery much 
attached to her; Bhe was a worthy, kind-hearted creature, and 
so humble-minded with all her cleverness. I begged Hubert 
to let me go and offer my services, but he said she had a 
cousin with her, a yery nice person, and that I should bo only 
in the way. 

* The greatest comfort I could eive Miss Boyle,* he went on, 
* was in telling her that you woiud take her place with Mab 
and Jessie. I begged her to be perfectly easy on that point, 
as you and I would manage the lessons between us. Let them 
come to me for their history and arithmetic; it will be such 
e pleasure to teach them something;^ and as Mab and Jessie 
were charmed with this idea, they went regularly to the study 
for an hour during the three weeks Miss Boyle stayed away, 
and I believe all three were sorry when her return put a stop 
to lessons with their father. 

. As the weather did not permit the little girls to take their 
usual walk with nurse, I sat with them in the school-room all 
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the afternoon, while they amused themselves making scrap- 
books for the children's hospitaL This was a favorite occu- 
pation for them. I did not venture into the drawing-room 
until I knew Jane had taken in the tea, and then I mvited 
the twins to join me, I could never count on Hubert; and 
if Mr. Basil kept hb Word the little girls would hinder any 
private talk. I felt very artful and diplomatic as I went down 
with Mab and Jessie lianging on either arm. They were in 
high spirits, and wanted to know if the drawing-room cake 
were nicer than the school-room one. 

When I am grown up, and give cook orders,' observed Mab, 
'I shall always say plum-cake instead of seed: no one but 
Willie likes seedy-cakes. Aunt Olga.' 

I was beginning to think I had schemed in vain as we drank 
our tea» for no ring at the door-bell announced a visitor. To 
be sure, he said * to-morrow or Tuesday.' Never mind, 
Hab and JesEie must be invited again to-morrow; and I tried 
to dismiss the subject from mv mind, and to give myself up 
to the children who were in high glee. By-and-by Hubert 
joined us; he looked tired and weary, but brightened up as 
Jessie flew to him, and Mab pushed a heavy armchair closer 
to the fire. 

' Are you keeping A.unt Olga company, my darlings ? Mab, 
do yon think' you could pour me out a cup of tea? I want 
Aunt Olga to do something for me. Olga, do you remember 
those papers old Mrs. Steventon gave me about that good-for- 
nothing son of hers ? They were in a thick blue envelope; 
and I know I put them in one of the racks on my writing- 
table. Do yon think you could find them, my dear ? ' 

' I will look, Hubert. Jessie that cake is cold. There is 
some hot toast on the trivet for father; * and I went away 
quickly. 

The study-door was half closed. As I pushed it open I 
came face to face with Mr. Basil I 

* You have come to look for Mrs. Stevcnton's papers ? * he 
said coolly. 'That's all right; but the Vicar does not want 
them lor the next hour;' and then he closed the door and 
the. next moment I found myself held fast. * How could you 
have the heart to do it ? ' be was saying; ' how could you have 
the heart to send me away, my darling ? ' 

I never knew fiow pertinacious BasO could be; he gave me 
no peace until I had answered his questions. I found to my 
surprise, that his self-distrust was so great, that he thought 
00 Uttle of himself and so much of me, that he could not 



4M THE BSARCH FOR BASIL LYNDHXTRST. 

bring himself to beliere that I eally cared for him; when I 
found out what he felt I did all I could to satisfy him^ and 
he was' so grateful to me for my frank confession. 

' I know I am not worthy ot you/ he said humbly, as he 
drew me closer to him; 'but you have done much for me 
already, and you. will do more. I always looked up to you 
as a little saint, Olga. Do you remember, dear, that evening 
of our dinner-pary, when my poor Aline disgraced herself ? 
I shall never forget what I felt when you put your arms round 
her, and laid your cheek against hers! ** Come with me, and 
I will take care of vou." Was not that what you said ? Olga, 
it was all I could do not to bless you aloud for your goodness. 
I felt neither Aline nor I was fit to kiss the ground under 
your dear feet.* 

^Oh, Basil, do not talk sol It was no goodness, I loved 
her — I always loved her.' 

' I believe you did; that is why I sent you her rina DarU 
ing, you will have to wear my ring ^^ow, for Mr. Loi3i — ^what 
a brick he iis I— thinks that we may as well be engaged at onoo.' 

' It was all your fault/ I began^ but he knew too wqU to 
let me finish. 

' What % good though!; it was mv* fetching those plans 
on Saturday evening! I meant to benave as well as possible; 
but when I saw you change color everj minute I knew it was 
all up with our secret. When he had it out with me j^st now, 
I told him that I considered myself engaged. ^'Thai^s all 
right,*' he said, with a lAugh; '* I will send Olga in, and then \ 
you can jsettle it." And we have settled it, haven't we, der^r ? * 

I tried to tell him now about my conversation with Huoert, 
for he was so happy, and in such spirits, that there was no 
keeping him to the point. He kept asking me unnecessary 
^^uestions — how long! had liked him — ^as though I could pos- 
sibly answer that question; if I really and truly cared *!or nim 
more than Jem. 

' I was always jealous of that fellow/ he said. 

'Dear Jem I' i sighed. 

'Yes; but he does act come first now, or Reggie either.* 

' No, of course not. Beggiel What an ideal As though 
I should put him before yotil Do let me tell you about 
Hubert^ 

'No/ he said, with r^her a dejected air. 'I know what 
Tou are going to say, and I have heard it already. We are to 
be engaged for fiftemi months — ^until you are two-and-twenty. 
I was obliged to agree to everything, for fear of losing yon 
altogether; but ' 



THE WAY OPBNa. ' 467 

> 

* You think fifteen montha — ^a poor littlo year and a quarter 
-^00 long to wuit for me. Mr. Fleming waited eignt-and- 
tventy years for Aunt Catherine.' 

I ought to haye known Basil better; he was not likely to 
submit tamely to such a reproof^ and I had to listen to a long 
harangue, made with a great deal of energy. He would wait 
for me half his life^ he said, if duty demanded it. He was 
quite sure of me; I was not the girl to tell a fellow she loyed 
him and then change her niind, and on that point I had made 
him' quite happy, perfectly happy? but, all the same, he 
wanted to marry me as soon as possible. I jsould hot blame 
him for wishing this; any fellow in his circumstances would 
be as anxious as he was*; and he must call my attention to 
one point,' that in his case it was not so much selfishness as 
a clear-sighted thoughtfulness. for other people. He was 
afraid that I was not sufficiently alive to nis virtues; when 
he said other people, he did not presume to place me amongst 
them, as he was far too painfully oonvicted that I would agree 
cheerfully to a fifteen years' engagement. 

* Oh, Basil ! ' in a shocked voice at this point. 

No; I must not interrupt him. He was speaking of his 
mother, who was so clearly in need of a daughter, and of 
Beggie, whose infantile years certainly pleaded for maternal 
management. Basil's face was a study as he completed- this 
audacious speech. 

But I was not to be silenced by any flow of eloquence, and 
in spite of many interruptions, 1 haa my say at last. I told 
BasU that he had made me so happy, so very happy, that 
there was no room in my heart for selfishness; that he must 
lot me do my duty to Hubert and the children, and not to be 
too exacting, for I loved him so much — ^yes, I actually told 
him that — that a word from him, even a gesture of impatience, 
would paih me terribly; and when he saw how emuest I was 
he did not tease me any more, and nothing could exceed his 
gentleness. 

* My little sunbeam,* he said, very' tenderly, 'I cannot have 
you look so grave; don't you know a word from you is enough ? 
I quite understand, my dearest, and I promise you that you 
shall never have anything to bear from my impatience.' 

*And you will be happy, Basil?' 

' Perfectly happy and content in waiting for you, do you 
mean ? Yes ; a thousand times, ves. From this day we begin 
our new life together, for I shall do nothing winiout you, 
decide nothing, enjoy nothing. I shall see you every day; I 
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shall be here as much as possible. Olga^ can that possibly be 
the dressing-bell ? ' 

I looked at the clock in dismay — ^half-past six — and we had 
been talking for an hour and a half. Basil looked amused at 
my horrifiea expression, and suggested that we should go in 
search of Hubert. We found him quietly reading by the fire. 
The little girls had gone tipstairs. He looked up with a 
smile as we entered. 

^ Have you brought me the papers, Olga ? ' he asked^ and 
then he opened his arms to me. 

Oh, how dear and good Hubert was to us both that night I 
He would not let Basil leave us; and, indeed, as he whispered 
to me afterward, he had no intention of going; and when 
dinner was over^ he talked to us in so kind and fatherly a 
manner, and he made me so proud and happy by praising me 
to BasiL I never knew how much I loved him until that 
night. 

Basil took me the next day to see his mother; she literally 
wept for joy, and I was ready to join her, when she confessed 
that this had been for months the wish of her heart, and 
afterward we both wrote to Aunt Catherine and Jem. 

Their answers perfectly satisfied mo. Aunt Catherine's 
was very short, but every word expressed her perfect content- 
ment. 

'You have made me very happy/ she wrote; 'nothing 
earthly could have pleased me more. I shall not now have a 
care for Basil; you will suit his peculiar nature utterly and 
entirely. And, Olga, you have lo^g been very dear to me; 
and now you will be one of us,' and so on — such a letter as 
only Aunt Catherine could write. 

As for Jem's, it was so perfectly uniq|ue, so altogether de- 
licious, that Basil said I ought to have it framed as a model 
of brotherly correspondence. The dear fellow was litendly 
brimming over with fun and affection and satisfied ambition 
—only one sentence was quite grave: 

* I have long ago changed my opinion about Lyndhurst; I 
always thought he had the makings of a fine fellow, only I 
distrusted him for awhile. I do not now own that he is per- 
fectly worthy of you; there is not a fellow living good enough 
for such a dear little soul;, but he will do, and I have made 
up my mind to give you a blessing, so here goes,' et cetera, et 
cetera. Oh, how we laughed over that letter! 

We had been engaged about ten days; poor Miss Bosina 
Boyle had been buried nearly a week, and .her sister had not 
yet resumed her duties, when one afternoon, as J was giving 
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Mab her mnsic-lessoiiy there was .a knock at the^ door, and 
Basil entered. I was beginning to be used to see bim^ at any 
time in the day, for be was seldom absent for many hours 
from Fircroft. He would snatch half an hour whenever he 
could talk oyer any little matte/ with me that interested him. 
This time he had brought me a message from his mother; 
she wanted me particularly, he said. Could not Mab finish 
her music by herself ? I made a little demur at this, but he 
was very urgent. He was not goin^ back to the Hall for an 
hour or two — ^he had to ride to Braialey ; he begged me to re- 
main until he returned, but I "would not promise this. 

' Well, we will leave that part/ he replied, with a smile that 
told me that he was pretty certain to^et his way, 'only do 
go now as quickly as possible; in fact, I mean to wait until I 
see you out of the house; * and seeing this was his mood, I told 
Mab to finish her scales by herself, and put on my hat as 
quickly as nossible. 

Ladybird was waiting for her master, and I left Basil for a 
moment while I fetched her some sugar. The pretty creature 
knew me well, for I had always petted her. I could not help 
lookin? after my Squire as he rode off, Basil always lookea 
80 welTon horseback. He saw me and waved his hat gayly, 
and then I walked on. 

I thought Bennet looked unusually pleased to see m§, but 
he asked me to wait in the libranr a few minutes before I 
went to his mistress. This spmewhat surprised me, for I was 
unused to any formality at the Hall; but I understood his . 
motive better the next moment, when I found myself folded 
in Aunt Catherine's arms. My ecstasy may be imagined. So 
this was the reason, then, why Basil had been so urgent with 
me. 

The suprise was so great for a mom'tsnt that I could only 
kiss her without speaBng, and I could see there were tears* 
in her soft gray eyes. 

'Are you pleased to see me, Olga? My dear, I could not 
stay away any longer. I was just longing to see you and Basil, 
so I made Eobert bring me, and we have been here since one 
o'clock. We slept at St. Jude's Vicarage last night, and 
came on here this morning.' 

' And you have seen Basil ? ' 

'Yes; and talked to him, too. How happy theT}oy is I lie 
looks better and younger already; and — well, darling, I think 
you can imagine our conversation.' 

* You have no idea how good he is to me I '—rather shyly. 

t Come you shall tell me SbovX it^ that is why I told Bennet 
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to shov yon into the library^ because I wanted yon all to my- 
Belf. Do yon know bow refreshing it is to see yonr sweet 
little fader Basil says you are just an embodied sunbeam! 
I call that a yery pretty, lover-like speech/ 

Oh/ what a talk we nadi L felt then as though my happi- 
hess were complete. Aunt Catherine was the only one to 
whom I could tell everything; she understood in a moment 
that my one anxiety was how long Basil's patience would last 
oat. 

' It will last as long as it is needed/ was her comfortable 
answer. * Basil is perfectly content to wait a reasonable time^ 
and he thinks Mr. Leigh's stipulation very reasonable under 
the circumstances; of course, if it had been possible he would 
rather have married you at once, but he will not let himself 
think of that— -Basil is not the least selfish/ 

'Oh no! no one could be less so. Aunt Catherine. I hope 
you will not think me fidgety; but, indeed, I do not see how 
Hubert is to spare me even then ! ' 

' Do you not ? "Well, I have an idpa on the subject ; and 
so has Basil. Your news about poor Miss Bosina Boyle put 
the notion in my head; her sister's death has set Hiss Boyle 
free to take your place.' 

' My place I ' 

' Well, perhaps not that exactly, for she could not be Mr. 
Leigh's companion; but, &s regards the children and the care 
of the housenold, she could certainly take your place; indeed, 
I never knew any person so entirely trustworthy. If she be 
the plainest, she is certainly one of the nicest people I know.' 

* Do you mean that she should come and live at Fircrof t ? * 

'Perhaps not live there entirely; but that must depend on 
Mr. Leign's wishes. But what could be easier than for her 
to come every morning, and remain until the children's bed- 
time ? She might still keep her rooms at Fir Cottage, and so 
maintain her independence; but, in my. opinion, there is 
nothing to prevent a woman of her age — and she looks fifty 
at least-— taking charge of a widower's nousehold. She is not 
young, at least in her appearance, or attractive enough to 
make such a position awkward; but, as I said before, this is 
for your brother to arrange.' 

'And you think that by that time I can be spared ? ' 

' That the way will open. Yes, Olga, I do think so, and 
Basil is sure of it. With Miss Boyle at Fircroft, and you at 
the Hall, there can be very little difficulty in the matter. 
You will always be on the spot to supervise pr consult with 
Hiss Boyle; she will be able to refer ail feminine questions to 
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you. The children will be with you constantly — every day— 
they will bring their little affairs to you to settle; your brother 
will do the same. Are you convinced now that, everyone is 
right in not allowing you to ma^yr yourself ? ' 

'Yes; and I could not do it. I could not give up Basil; 
but still it troubles me to think of Hubert being all alone/ 

'Put that out of your head for the present; in another year 
he will be more fit to be left. His children will occupy his 
thoughts, and give interest to his life; he is strong enough 
and good enough to stand alone. You know how highly I 
have always thought of him — but never so highly as now, 
when I have watched him in his trouble/ 

* He is an example to us all; even Basil says so.' 

' Basil respects him a& much as I do. Well, mydear, he 
will still have his faithful little sister near him. What can 
be more easy than for you and Basil to sacrifice an evening 
now and then to cheer him in his solitude or to coax him up 
to the Hall ? not to mention the hours you will contrive to 
spare him between jour own duties. My dear, you do not 
know Basil. When be gets you to himself, he will be too 
happy to be exacting; he will be the first to remind you of 
your duty to others.' 

*0h. Aunt Catherine! you always say such nice things. It 
is not only words; but you do give one such real, solid com- 
fort. You have taken away every little tiresome scruple, and 
1 feel as light as air.' 

*Then you must come and talk to Robert now; he is with 
Virginia in the drawing-room. Oh I there are Ladybird's 
hoofs galloping up the avenue. Basil is in a hurry to get 
back to his sweetheart; let us go and meet himi ' 

Basil gave me a droll look as he sprang from his saddle. 

'Are you not glad I interrupted Mab's music lesson ? ' he 
asked as he joined me. ' Were you ever more surprised in 
your life, Olga ? ' 

'There is no one like her/ I returned, in a whisper; 'and, 
oh, Basil, she has made me so happy about things ! 

'Yes, I know/ with a glance' of full understanding; 'that 
is just what you wanted — a talk with Aunt Catherine; ' and 
then we could say no more as Mr. Pleming was crossing the 
room to speak to us. 

Aunt Catherine was ris^ht, and the way has opened. It is 
eighteen months since she said those words to me, and for 
three of those months I have been Basil's wife. Everything 
has happened as she predicted. Miss Boyle is At Fircrof t — a 
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trnsted, faithful friend of the whole family — and I am at the 
Hall, its happy, its most happy mistress I My husband says 
he has now not a wish ungratified. I almost tremble when 
he tolls me so; but, indeed, I could say the same myself. 
There is no one in the world so blessed as I am. Sometimes 
when Beggie calls me mother, and Basil smiles as he hears it, 
the tears come into my eyes; but they are tears of joy. We 
talk often of those old days at St Croix and of La Maisonnette, 
and again and again I bless the day when Aunt Catherine and 
I crossed the sea on that quest that seemed so hopeless thc^n, 
and yet was so near fruition— the search for Basil Lyndhnrst. 
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